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A CHANGED HEART

CHAPTER L

MISS m'obegob at homs.

T was a foggy night in Speckport. There
was nothing uncommon in its being foggy
this close May evening; but it was rather

provoking and ungallant of the clerk of

the weatlier, seeing that Miss McGregor
particularly desired it to be line. Miss Jeannette ^he
nad been christened plain Jane, but scorned to answer
to anything so unromantic)—Miss Jeannette McGregor
was at home to-night to all the eHte of Speckport ; and as

a gotni many of tlie elite owned no other conveyance than
that which Nature had given them, it was particularly

desirable the weather should be fine. But it wasn't fine';

it was nasty and drizzly, and sultry and foggy ; and sky
and sea were blotted out; and the gas-lamps sprinkled

through the sloppy streets of Speckport blinked feebly

through the gloom ; and people buttoned up to the chin

and wrapped in cloaks flitted by each other like phantoms,
in the pale blank of wet and fog. And half the year

round that is the sort of weather they enjoy in Speckport.

You don't know Speckport ! There i have the ad
vantage of you ; for I know its whole history, past, pre8»

ent, and—future, I was going to say, though i don't set

up for a prophet ; but the future of Speckport does not

seem liard to foretell. Tlie Union-jack floats over it, the

State of Maine is its aext irxT neighbor, and fish and fog
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are its principal productions. It ako had the honor of

producing Miss McGregor, who was born one other foggy
night, just two-and-twentj years previous to this "At
Home," to whicli you and I are going presently, in

dirty little black street, which she scorns to know even by
Dame now, Two-and-twenty years ago, Sandy McGregor
workud a? a day-laburer in a shipyard, at three and six-

pence pel day. Now, Mr. Alexander McGregor is a

shi}^bmlder, and has an income of ten thousand gold dol-

lars per year. Not a millionaire, you know ; but very

well off, and very comfortable, and very contented
;
living

in a nice house, nicely furnished, keeping horses and car-

riage, and very much looked up to, and very much re-

spected in Speckport.

Speckport has its Fifth Avenue as well as New York.
Not that they call it Fifth Avenue, you understand ; its

name is Golden Row, and the abiders therein are made of

the porcelain of human clay. Great people, magnates
and aristocrats to their finger-tips, scorning the pigmies
who move in second and third society and have only the

happiness of walking through Golden Row, never of

dwelling there. The houses were not brown-stone fronts.

Oh, no! there were half-a-dozen brick buildings, some

Eretty, little Gothic cottages, with green vines, and bee-

ives, and bird-houses, about them, and all the rest were
groat painted palaces of wood. Some had green shutters,

and some had not ; some were painted white, and some
brown, and some stone-color and drab, and they all had a

glittering air of spickspan-newness about them, as if their

owners had them painted every other week. And in one
of these palaces Mr. McGregor lived.

You drove down Golden Row through the fog and
drizzle, between the blinking lamps, and you stop at a

Btone-colored house with a brown hall-door, and steps

going up to it. The hall is brilliant with gas, so is the

drawing-room, so are the two parlors, so is the dining-

room, so are the dressing-rooms ; and the elite of Speck-

port are bustling and jostling one another about, and
making considerable noise, and up in the gallery the band
18 in full blast at the "Lancers"—for they know how to
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daivce the Lancers in Speckport—and the young .ladies

dipping and bowing through tlie intricacies of the dance,

wear their dresses just as low in the neck and as short in

the sleeves as any Fifth avenue belle dare to do.

Very pretty girls they are, floating about in all the colors

of the rainbow. There are no diamonds, perhaps, except

glass ones ; but there are gold chains and crosses, and brace-

lets, and lockets and things ; and some of the young ladies

have rings right up to the middle joint of their fingers.

The young gentlemen wear rings, too, and glittering shirt

studs and bosom-pins, and are good looking and gentle-

manly. While the young folks dance, the old folks plaj

wallflower or cards, or take snuff or punch, or talk politics

All the juvenile rag-tag and bobtail of Speckport are out

side, gaping up with open-mouthed admiration at the

blazing front of the McGregor mansion, and swallowing

the music that floats through the open windows.
Sailing along Golden Kow, with an umbrella up to

protect her bonnet from the fog, comes a tall lady, un-

protected and alone, and " There's Miss Jo, hurrah I" yells

a shrill voice ; and the tall lady receives her ovation with
a gratified face, and bows as she steps over the McGregor
threshold. Ten minutes later, she enters the drawing-

room, divested of her wrappings ; and you see she is

elderly and angular, and prim and precise, and withal

good-natured. She is sharp at the joints and shoulder-

blades, and her black silk dress is hooked up behind in

the fashion of twenty years ago. She wears no crinoline,

and looks about as graceful as a lamp-post ; but she is

fearfully and wonderfully fine, with a massive gold chain
about her neck that would have made a ship's cable easily,

and a cross and a locket clattering from it, and beating

time to her movements on a cameo brooch the size of a
dinner-plate. Eardrops, a finger-length long, dangle from
her ears ; cameo bracelets adorn her skinny wrists ; and
her hair, of which she has nothing to speak of, is worn in

Httle corkscrew curls about her sallow face.

Miss Johanna Blake is an old maid, and looks like it

;

she is also an exile of Erin, and the most inveterate gosfiijp

in Speckport.
1*
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A tremsndous uproar greets her as she enteifl th«
drawing-room, and she stops in considerable consternation.

In a reeess near the door was a card -table, round
which four elderly ladies and four elderly gentlemen sat,

with a laughing crowd looking on from behind. The
card-party were in a violently agitated and excited state,

*11 screaming out together at the top of the gamut.
Miss Jo swept on in majestic silence, nodding right

and left as she streamed down the apartment to where
Mrs. McGregor stood, with a little knot of matrons around
her—a lady as tall as Miss Jo herself, and ever so much
stouter, her fat face hot and flushed, and wielding a fan

ponderously, as if it were a ton weight. Mrs. McGregor,
during forty years of he^' life, had been a good deal more
familiar with scrubbing-brushes than fans ; but yo'i .vould

not think so now, maybe, if you saw her in that purple
satin dress and gold watch, her fat hands flashing with
kings, and that bewildering combination of white lace and
ribbons on her head. Her voice was as loud as her style

of dress, and she shook Miss Jo's hand as if it had been a

pump-handle.
" And liow do you do. Miss Blake, and whatever on

earth kept you till this hour ? I was just saying to Jcan-

nette, a while ago, 1 didn't believe you were going to

come at all."

"I could not help it," said Miss Jo. "Yal didn't

come home till late, and then I had to stop and find him
his things. You know, my dear, what a trouble men are,

and that Yal beats them all. Has everybody come ?"

"I think so; everybody but your Yal and the

Marshes. Maybe my lady is in one of her tantrums, and
won't let Natty come at all. Jeannette is all but dis-

tracted. Natty's got lots of parts in them things they're

having—tablets—no
;
tableaux, that's the name, and they

never can get on without her. Jeannette's gone to look

for Sandy to send him up to E-edmon to see."

" I say. Miss Jo, how do you find yourself this even-

ing ?" exclaimed a spirited voice behind her ; and Mrs.

McGregor gave a little yelp of delight as she s.iW who ii

was—a young man, not more than twenty, perliaps, ver;y
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good-looking, with bright gray eyes, fair hair, and a suncy
amile. He was holding out a hand, small and iair ag a

lady's, to Miss Blake, who took it and shook it heartily.

" Jo's very well, thank you, Mr. Charles. How ii

your mamma this evening
" She was all right w^hen I left home. Is Val here?"
" Not yet. Have you just come ?"

The young gentleman nodded, and was turning away,
but Mrs. McGregor recalled him.

" Isn't your mother coming, Charley ?"

" No, she can't," said Charley. " The new teacher's

come, and slie's got to stay with her. She told rae to

bring her apologies."

The ladies were all animation directly. The new
teacher ! What was she like ? When did she come '\

Was she young ? Was she pretty ? Did she seem nice ?

"I didn't see her," said Charley, lounging against a

iofa and Happing his gloves about.

"Didn't see her ! I thought you said she was in youi
house ?" cried Mrs. McGregor.

" So she is. I mean I didn't see her face. She had
% thick vail on, and kept it down, and I left two or three

minutes after she came."
" She came to Speckport in this evening's boat, then?"

wftid Miss Jo. " What did she wear?"
Charley was bowing and smiling to a pretty girl pasa-

u\g on her partner's arm.

Mrs. McGregor nodded, and Charley sauntered off.

The two ladies looked after him.
" What a nice young man that Charley Marsh is I" cx

claimed Miss Jo, admiringly, " and so good-looking, and
60 steady, and so good to his mamma. You won't find

many like him nowadays."
Mrs. McGregor lowered her voice to a mysterioug

whisper.
* Do you know, Miss Jo, they say he goes after that

Che^rie Nottleby. Did you hear it?"
• Fiddlestick 1" said Miss Jo, politely. " Speckport'a

got tiat story out, has it? 1 don't believe a word of
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"Here's Yall" cried Mrs. McGregor, off an a neW
tack; "and, my patience! wiiat a swell he's got with
him !"

Miss Jo looked round. Coming down the long room
together were two young men, whose appearance created

ft visible sensation—one of them, preposterously tall and
thin, with uncommonly long Ws and arms—a veritable

Shanghai—was Mr. Valentine filake, Miss Jo's ])rother

and sole earthly relative. He looked seven- and-twenty,
was carelessly dressed, his clothes hanging about him
any way—not handsome, but with a droll look of good
humor about his face, and a roguish twinkle in his eyes

that would have redeemed a plainer countenance.

His companion was a stranger, and it was he who
created the sensation, not easy Val. Mrs. McGregor had
called him a " swell," but Mrs. McGregor was not a very
refined judge. He was dressed well, but not overdressed,

as the slang term would imply, and he looked a thorough
gentleman. A very handsome one, too, with dark curl-

ing hair, dark, bright, handsome eyes, a jett^ mustache on
his lip, and a flashing diamond ring on his finger. There
was a certain air militairc about him that bespoke his pro-

fession, though he wore civilian's clothes, and he and Val
looked about tlie same age. No wonder the apparition of

so distinguished-looking a stranger in Mrs. McGregor's
drawing-room should create a buzzing among the Speck-
port bon ton.

" My goodness !" cried Mrs. McGregor, all in a

flutter. " Whoever can he be ? He looks like a soldier,

don't he?"
" There came a regiment from Halifax this morning,"

said Miss Jo. " Here's Yal bringing him up."

Mr. Yal was presenting him even while she spoke.
" Captain Cavendish, Mrs. McGregor, of the —th," and
then the captain was bowing profoundly ; and the lady

of the mansion was returning it, in a violent trepidation

and tremor, not knowing in the least what she was ex-

pected to say to so distinguished a visitor. But relief waa
at hand. Charley Marsh was beside them with a young
lady on his arm—a young laily best described by tibat
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odioTiB word " genteel." She was not pretty ; she was

•andy-haired and freckled, but she was the daughter of

the house, and, as such, demanding attention. Val in-

troduced the captain directly, and Mrs. McGregor
breathed freely again.

" Look here, v al I" she whispered, catching !iim by
the button, " who is he, anyway ?"

Yal lowered his voice and looked round him c&ik^

tioufily.

" Did you ever hear of the Marquis of Carrabas, Mrs.

McGregor?"
"No—yes—I don't remember. Is he an Englitih

nobleman ?"

"A very great nobleman, Ma'am ; famous in history

as connected with the cat-trade, and Captain Cavendish is

next heir to the title. Mrs. Marsh can tell you all about

the Marquis ; can't she, Charley ?"

Charley, who was ready to burst into a fit of laughter

at Mrs. McGregor's open-mouthed awe, took hold oi the

arm of a feeble-minded-looking young gentleman, whoso
freckled features, sandy hair, and general resemblance to

the family, proclaimed him to be Mr. Alexander Mc-
Gregor, Junior, and walked him off.

"And he came from Halifax this evening, Val?"
Mrs. McGregor asked, gazing at the young Englishman in

the same state of awe and delight.

"Yes," said Yal, "it was there I got acquainted with
him first. I met him on my way here, and thought you
would not be offended at the liberty I took in fetching

him along."
" Offended I My dear Yal, you couldn't have pleased

me better if you had been trying for a week. A Markis
and a Captain in the Army I Why, it's the greatest

honor, and I'm ever so mucn obliged to you. I am, in-

deed I"

" All right," said Ya.. " Speckport will be envious
enough, I dare say, for it's not every place he'll go to, and
all will want him. You'll lose Jane if you're not careful,

though—see how he's talking to her."

Mrs. McGregor's ey^g were dancing in her head. A
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dazzling vision ioE3 before her—her daughter a Marchion-
ess, living in a castle, dressed in satin and diamonds the
year round I She could have hugged Val in her rapture

;

and Val reading some such idea in her beaming face,

backed a little, in some alarm.
" I saj, though, wasn't- there to be tableaux or some-

thing ?" he inquired. " When are they coming ofi 1"
' ' As soon as Natty Marsh gets here

;
they can't get

on without her."
" What keeps her asked Val.

"Tiie new teacher's come to Mrs. Marsh's, Charley
says, and Natty is stopping in to see her. There's the
captaiu asking Jeannette to dance."

So he was ; and Miss Jeannette, with a gratified sim-

per, was just laying her kidded lingers inside his coat-

sle&» vhen her brother came breathlessly up.
" Look here, Janie I you'd better not go off dancing,"

waif bis cry, if you mean to have those tableaux to-m|^t.

N %t.ty'» come I"

OHAFTSB n.

KATHALIX.

/^^aKS. McGEEGOR'S drawing-room was empty.
'MSMjl Everybody had flocked into the front parlor

and arranged themselves on seats there to wit-

ness the performance; that is to say, every-

body who had no part in the proceedings.

Most of the young people of both sexes were behind the

solemn green curtain, with its row of footlights, that separ-

ated the two rooms, dressing for their parts. The old

people were as much interested in the proceedings as the

young people, for their sons and daughters were the ac-

tors and actresses.

Captain Cavendish and M^. Yal Blake occnpied a front
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leat. Val had a part assigned him ; lut it did not c^ine

on for some time, so he was playing spectator now.
" I saw you making up to little Jane, Cavendish," Val

was saying, sotto voce, for Miss Janie's mamma sat near.

" "Was it a case of love at first sight

"Miss McGregor is not very pretty," said Captain

Cavendish, moderately. " Who was that youn^ lady witli

the red cheeks and bright eyes I saw you speakmg to, just

before we came hereV
" Red cheeks and bright eyes I" repeated Val, putting

on his considering-cap, " that description applies to half

the gijls in Speckport. What had she on ?"

Captain Cavendish laughed,
" Would any one in the world but Yal Blake ask such

a question ? She had on a pink dress, and had pink and
white flowers in her hair, and looked saucy."

" Oh, I know now 1" Val cried, with a flash of recol-

lection ;
" that was Laura Blair, one of the nicest little

girls that ever sported crinoline I Such a girl to laugh,

you know 1"

" She looks it I Ah I up you go 1"

This apostrophe was addressed to the curtain, which
was rising as he spoke. Tliere was a general flutter, and
settling in seats to look ; the orchestra pealed forth and
the tii-st tableau was revealed.

It was very pretty, but very common—" Rebecca and
Rowena." Miss Laura Blair was Rowena, and a tall

brunette, Rebecca. The audience applauded, as in duty
bound, and the curtain fell. The second was " Patience "—"Patience- on a moQument smiling at Grief." On a

high pedestal stood [^[iss Laura Blair, again, draped in a

white sheet, like a ghost, her hair all loose about her, and
%i\ azure girdle all over spangles clasping her waist.

At the foot of the pedestal crouched Grief, in a

etrango, distorted attitude of pain. The face of the per-

former was hidden in her hands; her black garments tail-

ing heavily around her, her hair unbound, too, her whole
manner expressing despair, as fully as attitude could ex
press it. The music seemed changing to a wail ; th^ effect

of the whole \vas perfect
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" Wliat do yon think of that V said 7aL
" Very good," said Captain Cavendish. " It goee con

feiderably ahead of anything I had expected. Patience is

Tery nice-looking girl."

" And isn't she jolly ? She's dying to shout out this

minute! I should think the glare of these footlights

would force her eyelids open."

" Who is Grief?"
" Miss Catty Clowrie—isn't there music in that name ?

She makes a very good Grief—looks as if she had supped

sorrow in spoonfuls."
" Is she pretty ? She won't let us see her face."
" Beauty's a matter of taste," said Yal, " perhaps you'll

think her pretty. If you do, you will be the only one
who ever thought the like. She is a nice little girl though,

is Catty— the double-distilled essence of good-nature.

Down goes the curtain !"

It rose next on a totally different scene, and to music
solemn and sad. The stage was darkened, and made as

much as possible to resemble a convent-ceU. The walls

were hung with religious pictures and statues, a coverless

deal table held a crucifix, an open missal, and a candle

which flared and guttered in the draft. On a prie-dieu

before the table a figure knelt—a nun, eyes uplifted, the

young face, quite colorless, raised, the hands holding her
rosary, clasped in prayer. It was Evangeline—beautiful,

broken-hearted Evangeline—the white face, the great

dark lustrous eyes full of unspeakable woe. Fainter,

sweeter and sadder the music wailed out; dimmer and
dimmer paled the lights; all hushed their breathing to

watch. The kneeling figure never moved, the face looked
deadly pale by the flickering candle-gleam, and slowly the

curtain began to descend. It was down ; the tableau waa
over; the music closed, but for a second or two not a

sound was to be heard. Then a tumult of applause broke
out rapturously, and "Encore, encore!" twenty voices

cried, in an ecstasy.

Captem Cavendish t^TOed to Val w*^h an enthusiastic



NATHAUB. 1?

" By Goorgc. Blake ! what a beautiful girl ! Evange-

line herself never was half so lovely. Who is she ?"

" That's Natty," said Yal, with composure. " Charley

Marsh's sister."

" I never saw a lovelier face in all my life 1 Blake,

yon mnst give me an introduction as soon as these tableaui

are over."
" All right ! But you needn't fall in love with her-—

it's of no use."
" Why isn't it ?"

" Because the cantankerous old toad who owns her will

never let her get married."
" Do you mean her mother ?"

" No, 1 don't, she doesn't live with her mother. And,
besides, she has no room in her heart for any one but
Charley. She idolizes him !"

" Happy fellow ! That Evangeline was perfect. I

never saw anything more exquisite."
" I don't believe Longfellow's Evangeline was half aa

good-looking as Natty," said Yal. " Oh ! there she is

again !"

Yal stopped talking. The curtain had arisen on an
old scene—" Rebecca at the well." Evangeline had trans-

formed herself into a Jewish maiden in an incredibly short

space of time, and stood with her pitcher on her shoulder,

looking down on Eleazer at her feet. Sandy McGregor
was Eleazer, and a sorry Jew he made, but nobody except
his mother looked at him. Like a young queen Rebecca
stood, her eyes fixed on the bracelets and rings, her hair

ialKng in a shower of golden bronze ripples over her bare
white shoulders. One would have expected black hair

with those luminous dark eyes, but no ebon tresses could
have been half so magnificent as that waving mass of

darkened gold.

"Nice hair, isn't it?" whispered Yal. " Natty's proud
of her hair and her voice beyond anything. You ought
to hear her sing !"

" She sings well V Captain Cavendish asked, his eyei|

fixed m if fasdnated on the beautiful fac^^



18 NATHALIS.

" Like another Jenny Lind I She leads the choir a

p

there in the cathedral, and plays the organ besides."

Captain Cavendish had a pretty pink half-blown rose

in his button-hole. He took it out and flung it at her feet

as the curtain was going down. He had time to see her

bright dark eye turn upon it, then with a little pleased

smile over the spectators in quest of the donor, and then

that envious green curtain hid all again.
" Yery neat and appropriate," criticised Yal. " You're

net going to wait for the introduction to begin your love-

passage, I see. Captain Cavendish."

The captain laughed.
" Nothing like taking time by the forelock, my dear

fellow. I will never be able to thank you sufficiently for

bringing me here to-night !"

" You don't say so
!

' exclaimed Yal, opening his eyes,
" you never mean to say you're in love already, do you ?"

" It's something very like it, then. Where are yon
going?"

" Behind the scenes. The next is * Jack and the Bean-
stalk,' and they want me for the beanstalk," said Yal,

complacently, as his long legs strode over the carpet on
his way to the back parlor.

There were ever so many tableaux after that—Captain
Cavendish, impatient and fidgety, wondered if they would
e^er end. Perhaps you don't believe in love at first sight,

dear reader mine
;
perhaps I don't myself ; but Captain

Cavendish, of Her Most Gracious Majesty's —th Kegi-

ment of Artillery did, and had fallen in love at first

sight at least a dozen times within quarter that number of

years.

Captain Cavendish had to exercise the virtue of

patience for another half-hour, and then the end came.
In flocked the performers, in laughing commotion, to

And themselves surrounded by the rest, and sliowered with
congratulations. Captain Cavendish stood apart, leaning

against a fauteuil, stroking his mustache thoughtfully, ana
looking on. Looking on one face and form o'^ly of all the

dozens before him ; a form tall, taller tlian the average?

hm^it.^ dmdiQTy grace!nl^ and girlish as be«we its owner

«
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eighteen years; and a face inexpressibly lovely in the

garish gaslight. There was nobility as well as beauty in

that classic profile, that broad brow ; fire in those laughing

blue ej^es, so dark that you nearly mistook them for black

;

resolution in those molded lips, the sweetest that ever

were kissed. The hair alone of ISTathalie Marsh would
have made a plain face pretty ; it hung loose over her

shoulders as it had done on the stage, reaching to her

waist, a cloud of spun gold, half waves, half curls, half

yellow ripples.

Few could have worn this hair like that, but it was
eminently becoming to Nathalie, whom everything became.
Her dress was of rose color, of a tint just deeper than the

rose color in her cheeks, thin and flouting, and she was
entirely without ornament. A half-blown rose was fast-

ened in the snowy lace of her corsage, a rose that had
decked the buttonhole of Captain Cavendish half an hour
before.

Yal espied him at last and came over. "Are you
amking a tableau of yourself," he asked, " for a certain

pair of bright eyes to admire ? I saw them wandering
curiously this way tv/o or three times since we came in."

" Whose were they?"
" Miss Nathalie Marsh's. Come and be introduced."
" But she is surrounded."
"Never mind, they'll make way for you. Stand out

of the way, Sandy. Lo ! the conquering hero comes

!

Miss Marsh, let me present Captain Cavendish, of the
—th ; Miss Marsh, Captain Cavendish."

The nmsic at that instant struck up a delicious waltz.

Mr. Yal Blake, without ceremony, laid hold of the nearest

young lady he could grab.
" Come, Catty ! let's take a twist or two. That's \%

Cavendish ! follow in 3ur wake !"

For Captain Cavendish, having asked Miss Marsh to

waltz, was leading her off, and received the encouraging
nod of Val with an amused smile.

" What a character he is he said, looking after Yal^

*piiming around with considerable moje energ^^ tha^
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^raoe ; " the most nnceremonioos and beel-natarad fellovi

in existence."

The young lady laughed.

"Oh, everybody likes Yall Have you known him
long?"

" About a year. I have seen him in Halifax frequently,

»nd we are the greatest friends, I assure you. Damon and
Pythias were nothing to us

" It is something new for Mr. Blake to be so enthu-

ftiastic, then. Pythias is a new role for him. I hope he
played it better than he did Robert Bruce in that horrid

tableau awhile ago."

They both laughed at the recollection. Natty scented

her rose.

" Some one threw me this. Gallant, wasn't it ? I
love roses."

" Sweets to the sweet I I am only sorry I had not
something more worthy ^ Evangeline,' than that poor
little flower."

" Then it it was you. I thought so I Thank you for

the rose and the compliment. One is as pretty as the

other."

She laughed saucily, her bright eyes flashing a danger-

ous glance at him. Next instaat they were floating

rouna, and round, and round ; and Captain Cavendish
began to think the world must be a great rose garden, and
Speckport Eden, since in it he had found his Eve. Not
quite his yet, though, for the moment the waltz concluded

.

a dashing and dangerously good-looking young fellow

•tepped coolly up and bore her off.

Val having given his partner a finishing whirl into a

ieat, left her there, and came up, wiping his face.
" By jingo, 'tis hard work, and Catty Clowrie goes

the pace with a vengeance. How do you like Natty ?"

"
' Like ' is not the word. Who is that gentleman she

is walking with ?"

" That—where are they ? Oh, I see—that is Captain
Locksley, of the merchant-service. The army and navj
loreyeTi eh I Where are yc-u going 1"
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"Oat of this hot room a moment. Pll be back

directly."

Mrs. McGregor came up and asked Yal to join a whist-

party she was getting up. " And be my partner, Val,"

she enjoined, as she led him off, "because you're the best

cheat I know of."

Yal was soon completely absorbed in the fascinations

of whist, at a penny a game, but the announcement of

supper soon broke up both card-playing and dancing ; and
as he rose from the table he caught sight of Captain Caven-
dish just entering. His long legs crossed the room in

three strides.

" You've got back, have you ? What have you been
about all this time ?"

" I was smoking a cigar out there on the steps, and
getting a little fresh air—no, fog, for I'll take my oath its

thick enough to be cut with a knife. When I was in

London, I thought I knew something of fog, but Speck-
port beats it all to nothing."

" Yes," said Yal, gravely, "it's one of the institutions

of the country, and we're proud of it. Did you see

Charley Marsh anywhere in your travels. I heard Natty
just now asking for him."

" Oh, yes, Pve seen him," said Captain Cavendish, sig-

nificantly.

There was that in his tone which made Yal look at

him. " Where was he and what was he doing ?" he in-

quired.

"Making love, to your first questicn; sitting iu a

recess of the tall window, to your second. He did not see

me, but I saw him."
" Who was he with ?"

^

" Something very pretty—prettier than anything in

this room, excepting Miss Natty. Black eyes, black curls,

rosy cheeks, and the dearest little waist I Who is she?"
Yal gave a long, low whistle.
" Do you know her persisted Captain Cavendish.
" Oh, don't I though ? Was she little, and was she

laughing ?"

" Yes, to both questions. Now, who is she?"
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TaPs answer was a shower of mysterious nodi.
^'I heard the story before, but 1 didn't think the be J

was such a fool. Speckport is such a place for gossip, yoa
know; but it seems the gossips were right for once.

What will Katty say, I wonder?"
" Will you tell me who she is ?" cried Captain Caven-

dish, impatiently.
" Come to supper," was Yal's answer ; " I-m too hun-

gry to talk now. I'll tell you about it by-and-by."

Charley was before them at the table, helping all the

young ladies right and left, and keeping up a running fire

of jokes, old and new, stale and original, and setting the

table in a roar. Everybody was talking and laughing at

the top of their lungs
;
glass and china, and knives and

forks, rattled and jingled until the uproar became deafen-

ing, and people shouted with laughter, without in the
least knowing what they were laughing at. The mus-
tached lip of Captain Cavendish curled with a little con-

temptuous smile at the whole thing, and Miss Jeannette
McGregor, who had managed to get him beside her, saw
it, and felt tit to die with mortification.

" What a dreadful noise they do keep up. It makes
my head ache to listen to them !" she said, resentfully.

Captain Cavendish, who had been listening to her
tattle-tittle for the last half-hour, answering yes and no at

random, started into consciousness that she was talking

again.
" I beg your pardon, Miss McGregor. What was it

you said ? I am afraid I was not attending."
" I am afraid you were not," said Miss McGregor,

forcing a laugh, while biting her lips. " Thejr are going
back to the drawing-room

—

Dieu merci! It is like Babel

being here.'

'

"Let us wait," said Captain Cavendish, eying the

crowd, and beginning to be gallant. " I am not going to

have you jostled to death. One would think it was for

life or death they were pushing."

It was fully ten minutes before the coast was clear,

and then the captain drew Miss Jeannette's arm within

his, and led her to the drawing-room. Mrs. McGregor,
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ftittin^ tkere among lier satellites, saw them, and the ma-
ternal bosom glowed with pride. It was the future Mar-

quis and Marciiioness of Carrabas

!

Some one was singing. A splendid soprano voice was
ringing through the room, singing, " Hear me, Norma."
It finished as they drew near, and the singer. Miss Natty
Marsh, glancing over her shoulder, flashed one of her

bright bewitching glances at them.

She rose up from the piano, flirting out lier gauze

skirts, and laughing at the shower of entreaties to sing

again.
" I am going to see some engravings Alick has prom-

ised to show me," she said ;
" so spare your eloquence,

Mesdames et Messieurs. I am inexorable."
" I think I will go over and have a look at the engrav

ings, too," said Captain Cavendish.

She was sitting at a little stand, all her bright hair

loose around her, and shading the pictures. Youn^ Mc-
Gregor was bending devoutly near her, but not talking,

only too happy to be just there, and talking was not the

young gentleman's forte.

" Captain Cavendish," said the clear voice, as, without
turning round, she held the engraving over her shoulder,
" look at this—is it not pretty ?"

How had she seen him ? Had she eyes in the back of

her head ? He took the engraving, wondering inwardly,

and sat down beside her.

It was a strange picture she had given him. A black
and wrathful sky, a black and heaving sea, and a long
Btrip of black and desolate coast. A full moon flickered

ghastly through the scudding clouds, and wan in its liglit

you saw a girl standing on a high rock, straining Ler eyes

out to sea. Her hair and dress fluttered in the wind ; her
face was wild, spectral, and agonized. Captain Cavendish
gazed on it as if fascinated.

" What a story it tells !" Nathalie cried. " It makea
one think of Charles Kingsley's weird song of the * Three
Fishers.'^ Well, Charley, what is it ?"

" It ife the carryall from Redmon come for you," said



Charley, who had sauntered up. " If you are d>ne look
ing at the pictures you had better go home."

Natty pushed the portfolio away pettishly, and rose,

.
haK-poiitingly.

} "What a nuisance, to go so soon !"

'% Then, catching Captain Cavendish's eye, she laughed
good-naturedly.

"What can't be cured—you know the proverb. Cap
tain Cavendish. Charley, wait for me in the hall, I will

l>e there directly."

She crossed the room with the airy elegance pecuHar
to her light swinging tread, made her adieux quietly to

the hostess, and sought her wrappings and the dressing-

room.
As she ran down into the hall in a large shawl, grace-

fully worn, and a white cloud round her pretty face, she

found Captain Cavendish waiting with Charley. It was
he who offered her his arm, and Charley ran down the

steps before them. Through tlie wet fog they saw an
old-fashioned two-seated buggy waiting, and the driver

looking impatiently down.
"I wish you would drive up with me, Charley," said

Natty, settling herseK in her seat,

" Can't," said Charley. " I am going to see some-

body else's sister home. I'll take a run up to-morrow
evening."

" Miss Marsh," Captain Cavendish lazily began, " if

you wiU permit me to--
—" but Natty cut him short with

a gay laugh.
" And make all the young ladies in there miserable

for the rest of the evening ! No, thank you ! I am not

quite so heartless. Good mght !"

She leaned forward to say it, the next moment she

was lost in the fog. He c^uglit one gUmpse of a white

hand waved, of the halt-saucy, half-wicked, wholly-be-

witching smile, of the dancing blue eyes and golden hair,

and then there was nothing but a pale blank of mist and

wet, and Charley was speaLing :

"Hang the fog! it goes through one like a knifel

Come along in, captain, they are going to dance."
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CaptaiTi v^civendish went in, but not to dance. He
had come from curiosity to sec what the Speckportoniana

were like, not intending to remain over an hour or so.

Kow that Natty wiis gone, there was no inducement to

stay. He sought out Mrs. McGregor, to say goud-

night.
" What's your hurry said Yal, following him out.

" It is growing late, and I am ashamed to say I am
•Icepy. Will you be in tlie othce to-morrow morning ?"

" From eight till two," said Val.
" Then Til drop in. Good night !"

The catliedral clock struck three as he came out into

the drizzlj^ morning, and all the other clocks in the town
took it up. The streets were empty, as he walked rapidly

to his lodgings, with buttoned-up ovei'coat, and hat drawn
over his eyes. But a "dancing shape, an image gay"
were with him, finishing on him through the fog

;
hunting

him all the way home, through the smur and mist of the

dLunal day-dawn.

CHAPTEB IIL

MISS EOSE.

IGHT was striking by every clock in the town, a8

down Queen Street—the Broadway of Speck-
port—a tall female streamed, with a step that

rang and resounded on the wooden ])avement.

The tali female, nodding to her acquaintances
right and left, and holding up her bombazine skirts out

of the slop, was Miss Jo Blake, as bright as a new penny,
'!;hough she had not had a wink of sleep the night before.

Early as the hour was, Miss Jo was going to make a

morning call, and strode on through the fog v/ith her
head up, and a nod for nearly every one she passed.

Down Queen Street Miss Jo turned to the left, and
Irept straight on, facing: the bar all blurred and misty, so
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that you cottld hardly tell where the fog ended and th%

sun began. The business part of the town, with its noise

and rattle and bustle, was left half a mile behind, and
Miss Jo turned into a pretty and quiet street, right down
on the sea-shore. It was called Cottage Street, very ap-

propriately, too ; for all the houses in it were cozy little

cottages, a story and a half high, all as much alike as if

turned out of a mold. They were all painted white, had
a red door in the center, and two windows on either side

of the door, decorated with green shutters. They had
little grass-plots and flower-beds in front, with white pal-

ings, and white gate, and a little graveled path, and be-

hind they had vegetable-yards sloping right down to the

very water. If you leaned over the fences at the lower

end of these gardens, on a stormy day, and at high tide,

you could feel the salt spray dashing up in your face,

from the waves below. At low water, there was a long,

smooth, sandy beach, delightful to walk over on hot sum-
mer days.

Before one of the cottages Miss Jo drew rein, and
rapped. While waiting for the door to open, the flutter

of a skirt in the back garden caught her eye
;
and, peering

round the corner of the house, she had a full view of it

and its wearer.

And Miss Jo set herseK to contemplate the view with
keenest interest. To see the wearer of that fluttering

skirt it was that had brought Miss Jo all the way from
her own home so early in the morning, though she had
never set eyes on her before.

Uncommonly friendly, perhaps you are thinking. Not
at all: Miss Jo was a woman, consequently curious; and
curiosity, not kindness, had brought her out.

The sight was very well worth looking at. You might
have gazed for a week, steadily, and not grown tired of

the prospect. A figure, slender and small, weai'ing a

black dress, white linen cufis at the wrists, a white linen

collar, fastened with a knot of crape, a profusion of pretty

brown hair, worn in braids, and low in the neck, hands
like a child's, small and white. She vvas leaning against

a trcie, a gnajrlod old rowan tree, with her face turned sea
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Wai-d, watching the fishing-boats gliding in and oat

through the fog; but presently, at some noise in the

street, she glanced around, and Miss Jo saw her face. A
fcmall, pale face, very pale, with pretty features, and lit

witk large, soft eyes. A face that was a history, coul

Miss Jo have read it
;
pale and patient, gentle and sweet,

and in the brown eye a look of settled melancholy.

This young lady in black had been learning the great les

son of life, that most of us poor mortals must learn,

sooner or later, endurance —the lesson One too sublime

to name came on earth to teach.

Miss Jo dodged back, the door swung open, and a fat

girl, bursting out of her hooks and eyes, and with a head
like a tow mop, opened the door. Miss Jo strode in with-

out ceremony.
Good morning, Betsy Ann I Is Mrs. Marsh at home

this morning?"
" Yes, Miss Jo," said Betsy Ann, opening a door to

the left, for there was a door on either hand ; that to the

right, leading to the drawing-room of the cottage, and a

staircase at the end leading to the sleeping-room above

;

the door to the left admitted you to the sitting-room and
dining-room, for it was both in one—a pleasant little room
enough, with a red and green ingrain carpet, cane-seated

chairs, red moreen window-curtains on the two windows,
one looking on the bay, the other on the street. There
was a little upright 4)iano in one corner, a lounge in an-

other
;
pictures on the papered walls ; a Dutch clock and

some china cats and dogs and shepherdesses on the man-
telpiece ; a coal-fire in the Franklin, and a table laid for

breakfast.

The room had but one occupant, a faded and feeble-

looking woman, who sat in a low rocking-chair, her feet

crossed on the fender, a shawl around her, and a book in

her hand. She looked up in Iior surprise at her early

visiter.

Law I Miss Blake, is it you ? Who'd have thought
it? iietsy Ann, give Miss Blake a chair."

" It's quite a piece from om- house here, and I feel

kind of tii*ed," said Miss Jo, seating herself. " Your fire
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feels comfortable, Mrs. Marsli ; these foggy daysm chilly

Ain't you liad brealdast yet ?"

" It's all Charley's fault ; he hasn't come down stairs

yet. How did you enjoy yourself at the party last night ?"

First-rate. Never went home till six this morning,
htid then I had to turn to and make Yal his breakfast.

CJharley left early."
" Early I" retorted Mrs. Marsh ; " I don't know what

you call early. It was after six when he came here, Betsy
Ann says."

" Well, that's odd," said Miss Jo. " He left McGreg-
or's about half past three, anyway. Did you hear they
had an oiScer there last night

"An officer I No. Who is it?"
" His name is Captain Cavendish, and a beautiful man

he is, with a diamond ring on his linger, my dear, and the

look of a real gentleman. His folks are very great in

England. His brother's the Marquis of Cabbage—Carra-

ways—no, I forget it ; but Yal knows all about hnn."
" Law I" exclaimed Mrs. Marsli, opening her light-blue

eyes, " a Marquis ! Who brought him
"Yal did. Yal knows every one, 1 believe, and got

acquainted with him in Halifax. You never saw any one
so proud as Mr. McGregor. I didn't say anything, my
dear ; but I thought of the time when lords and marquises,

and dukes and captains without end, used to be entertain-

ed at Castle Blake," said Miss Jo, siglung.
" And what does he look like ? Is he handsome ?"

asked Mrs. Marsh, with interest ; for Castle Blake and its

melancholy reminiscences were an old story to her.
" Uncommon," said Miss Jo ;

" and I believe Mrs. Mc^
Gregor thinks her Jane will get him. Y'^u never saw any

one so tickled in your life. Why wercji't you up ?—1 ex-

pected you."
" I couldn't go. Miss Eose came just as I was getting

r©ady, and of course I had to stay with her."
" Oh, the new teacher ! I saw t voung woman in black

standing in the background as I came in ; wtu that her ?"

said Miss Jo, who did not always choose to be confined t«

the rules of severe granmaar.
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" Yes," said Mrs. Marsli ;

" and what do you think,

Miss Blake, if she wasn't up this morning before six

o'clock ? Betsy Ann always rises at six, and when she

was rolling up the blind Miss Rose came down-stairs al-

ready dressed, and has been out in ihe garden ever since.

Betsy Ann says she was weeding the flowers most of the

time."

.

*' She's a Httle thing, isn't she ?" said Miss Jo ;
" and so

delicate-looking ! I don't believe she'll evxr be able to

manage them big rough girls in the school. What's her

other name besides Miss Hose ?"

" I don't know. She looks as if she had seen trouble,'*

said Mrs. Marsh, pensively.

""Who is she in mourning for?"

"I don't know. I didn't like to ask, and she doesn't

talk much herself."

"Where did sbe come from? Montreal, wasn't it?"

" 1 forget. Natty knows. Natty was here last night

before she went up to McGregor's. She said she would
come back this morning, and go with Miss Rose to the

school. Here's Charley at last.'' Miss Jo faced round,

and confronted that young gentleman sauntering in.

"Well, Sleeping Beauty, you've got up now, have
you ?" was her salute. " How do you feel after all you
danced last night ?"

" Never better. You're out betimes this morning,
Miss Jo."

" Yes," said Miss Jo ;
" the sun don't catch me sim-

mering in bed like it does some folks. Did it take you
from half-past three till six to get home this morning, Mr
Charles?"

" Who says it was six ?" said Charley.
" Betsy Ann does," replied his mother. " Where were

you all the time V
" Betsy Ann's eyes were a couple -of hours too fast

I say, mother, is the breakfast ready ? It's nearly time J

was oil."

" It's been ready this half-hour. Betsy Ann I"

Tkat maiden a]j)peared.
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" Qo and ask Miss Rose to please come in to breakfasty
and then fetch the coffee."

Betsy Ann fled off, and Charley glanced out of the
wiudow.

" Miss Rose is taking a constitutional, is she ? What
is she like, mother—pretty ? I didn't see her last night,

you know."
" What odds is it to you ?" demanded Miss Jo ; " she's

\ot as pretty as Cherrie Nettleby, anyhow.'
Charley turned scarlet, and Miss Jo's eyes twinkled at

ilie success of her random shaft. The door opened at tliat

instant, and the small, slender black figure glided in.

Glided was the word for that swift, light motion, so noise-

less and fleet.

" Good morning," said Mrs, Marsh, rising smiling to

shake hands ;
" you are an early bird, I find. Miss Bkke,

Miss Rose—Miss Rose, my son Charles."

My son Charles and Miss Blake both shook hands M^Ith

the new teacher, and welcomed h^r to Speckport. A faint

bmile, a shy fluttering color comino; and going in her deli-

cate cheeks, and a few low-murmured words, and then

Miss Rose sat down on the chair Charley had placed for

her, her pretty eyes fixed on the cop^s, her small childlike

hands fluttering still one over \h.^ other. l>etsy Ann
came in with the coffee-pot and roll? and eggs, and Mrs.

Marsh invited Miss Jo to sit over a^d have some break-

fast.

"I don't care if I do," said Miss t)^, untying her bon-

net promptly. " 1 didn't feel like tak^nf? anything when
Val nad his this morning, and you^ c^>"^se smells good.

Are you fond of coffee. Miss Rose ?"

Miss Rose smiled a little as tJiay all took theii

places.
" Yes, I like it very well."
" Some folks like tea best," said M^fli To, pensively,

stDTing in a third teaspoonful of sugar in h cup, " but ]

don't. What sort of a journey had you, M"^^ Bose
"Very pleasant, indeed."
" You arrived yesterday ?"

Hiss Jlose ^^nto4^
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" Was it from Halifax you came f

'

"N'o, ma'am; from Montreal."
•* Oh, from Montreal ! You were bom in Montreal,

I suppose
" No, I was born in New York."
"Law!" cried Mrs. Marsh, "then, you're a Yankee,

Miss Eoae V\
" Do your folks live in Montreal, Miss Eose ?" recom

menced the persevering Miss Jo.

The faint, rosy light flickered and faded again in the

face of Miss Rose.

"I have no relatives," she said, without lifting her

«yes.
" None at all I Father, nor mother, nor brothers, nor

•iflters, nor nothing."
^'1 have none at all."

" Dear me, that's a pity ! Who are you in black for ?"

There was a pause—then Miss Rose answered, still

without looking up ;

" For my father."
" Oh, for your father ! Has he been long dead ? An-

other cup, if you please. Betsy Ann knows how to make
nice coffee."

" He has been dead ten months," said Miss Rose, a

flush of intolerable pain dyeing her pale cheeks at this

questioning.
" How do you think you'll like Speckport ?" went on

the dauntless Miss Jo. " It's not equal to Montreal or

New York, they tell me, but the Bluenoses think there's

no place like it. Poor things ! if they once saw Dublinj
it's little they'd think of such a place as this is."

" Halte la !" cried Charley ;
" please to remember,

Miss Jo, I am a native, to the manner born, an out-and out
Bluenose, and will stand no nonsense about iSpeci5:port \

There's no place like it. See Speckport and die ! MotJier,

I'll trouble you for some of that toast."
" Won't you have some, Miss Rose ?" said Mrs. Marsh.

" You ain't eating anything."
" Not any more, thank you. I like Speckport ?eiy

mxd^ hl^a I all I have seen of it"
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" That's right, Miss Rose !" exclaimed Charley ; ** sa^

jrou like fog and all. Are you going to commence teach-

ing t^>day r

'

I ehonld prefer commencing at once. Miss Marsh
laid she was coming this morning, did she notf Misa
Rose asked, lifting her shy brown eyes to Mi*s. Marsh.

*^ Yes, dear. Charley, what time did Natty go home
last night

" Sne didn't go home last night ; it was haK-past two
this morning."

" Did she walk ?"

" No ; the old lady sent that wheelbarrow of hers

after her."
" Wheelbarrow I" cried his mother, aghast " Why,

Charley, what dd you mean ?"

" It's the same thing," said Charley. " I'd as soon go
in a wheelban'ow as that carryall. Such a shabby old
rattle-trap ! It's like nothing but the old dame herself."

" Charley, you ought to be ashamed of yourself. Did
you go with her ?"

" Not 1 1 I was better engaged. Another gentleman
offered his services, but she declined."

" Who was it ? Captain Locksley ?"

" No, another captain—Captain Cavendish."
" Did he want to go home with Natty ?" asked Miae

Jo, with interest. ^' i thought he was more attentive to

her than to Jane McGregor ! Why wouldn't she have

8he would look line having him—an utter stranger

!

IE it had been Locksley, it would have been different

See here, Miss Rose," Charley cried, springing up in alarm,
" what is the matter ?"

" She is going to faint !" exclaimed Miss Jo, in con-

sternation. " Charley, run for a glass of water."

Miss Rose had fallen suddenly back in her seat, her

face growing so dreadfully white that they might well be
startled. It was nothing for Miss Rose to k^ok pale, only

this was like the pallor of deatli. Charley made a rusk

foi- the wator^ and was ba<& in a twinkling hddin^ it X»
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her lips. She drank a portion, pA.sLcd it away, and sat

np, tryirg to smile.
" I am afraid I have startled you," e!ie said, as if

necessary to apologize, " but I am not vei-y strong,

and
Ilcr voice, faltering throughout, died entiivly away

;

and, leaning her eVx Jwa on the table, she b(^\ved her fore-

head on her hands. Miss Jo looked at lier with com-

pressed lips and prophetic eye.
" You'll never stand that school. Miss Rose, and 1

thought so from the lirbt. Th(nn girls would try a con-

stitution of iron, let alone yours."

Miss Hose lifted her white face, and arose fi'om the

table.

" It is nothing," she said, faintly. " I do not often

get weak, like tliis. Thank you!"
She had gone to the wdndow^ as if for air, and Charley

had sprung forward and opened it.

" Does the air revive you, or shall 1 fetch you some
more water ?" inquired Charley, with a face full of con-

cern.
" Oh, no ! indeed, it is nothing. I am quite well

aow."
" You don't look like it," said Miss Jo

;
"you are a-s

white as a sheet yet. Don't you go neai' that school to-

day, mind."
Miss Rose essayed a smile.
" The school will do me no harm, Mies Blake—thank

you for your kindness all the same."
Miss J0 shook her head.

"You ain't fit for it, and that you'U find. Are voii

aff, Charley?"
"Very hard, isn't it. Miss Jq T said Charley, drawing

on his gioves. " But 1 must tear myself away. Old
Pestle and Mortar will be lit to bastinado me for staying

till this time of day."

"Look here, then," said Miss Jo, "have you any en-

gagement particular for this evening ?"

"Particular? no, Lot very, i promised Katty tq

•pend the evening up at B-edmon, that^s aU " '
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" Oh, that's nothing, then. I want yoa and yonf
mother, and Miss Rose, to come cx-er our house thig

evening, and take a cup of tea. I'll get Xatty to come,
too."

"All right," said Charley, boyishly, taking his "H/de*

awake. " I'll take two or three cups if you like. Good
morning, all. Miss Rose, don't you go and use yourself

up in that hot school-room to-day."

Off went Charley, whistling " Cheer, boys, cheer

and his hands rammed down in his coat-pockets ; and Miss
Jo got up and took her bonnet.

" You'll be sure to come, Mrs. Marsh, you and Miss
Rose, and come nice and early, so as we can have a

chat."
" Certainly," said Mrs. Marsh, if Miss Rose has no

objection."

Miss Rose hesitated a little, and glanced at her mourn-
ing dress, and from it to Miss Jo, with her soft, wistful

eyes.
" I have not gone out at all since—since

"

" Yes, dear, 1 know," said Miss Jo, kindly, interrupt-

ing. ''.But it isn't a party or anything, only just two or

three friends to spend a few hours. Now, don't make any
objection. I shall expect you both, without fail, so good-
bye."

With one of her familiar nods. Miss Jo strode out,

and nearly ran against a young lady, who was opening the

gate.
" Is it you. Miss Jo? You nearly knocked me down !

You must have been up with the birds this morning, to

get here so soon."

The speaker was a young lady w^ho had been at Mrs.

McGregor's the previous night ; a small, wiry damsel,

with sallow face, thin lips, drJl, yellow, Insterless hair, and
light, faded-looking eyes. She was not pretty, but she

looked pleasant—that is, if incessant smiles can make a

face pleasant—and she had the softest and sw^eetest of

voices—^you could liken it to nothing tut the purring uf a

cat; and hands wore lij^p and velvety, and catlike
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Miss Jo nodded hej recDgnition.
" How d'ye do, Catty t How do you feel after last

night «"

" Very well."
" Well enougli to spend this eve ning with me
Miss Cutty Clowrie laughed.

*'Iaiii always well enough for that, Miss Jo! Are
you going to eclipse Mrs. McGregor?"

"Nonsense! Mrs. Marsh and Miss Kose are coming
to take tea with nie, that's all, and I want you to come
up."

" I shall be very happy to. Are Natty and—Charley
coming ?"

Miss Jo nodded agahi, and without further parley

walked away. As she turned the corner of Cottage Street

into a more busy thoroughfare, known as Park Lane, she

saw a lady and gentleman taking the sidewalk in dashing

style. Everybody looked after them, and everybody
might have gone a long wiiy without finding anything
better worth looking after. The young lady's tall, slight,

willowy figure was set off by a close-fitting black cloth

basque, and a little, coquettish, black velvet cap was
placed above one of the most bewitching faces that ever

turned a man's head. Roseate, smiling, sunshiny, the

bright blue eyes flashing laughing light everywhere they
fell. Her gloved hands daintily uplifting her skirts, and
displaying the pretty high-heeled boots, as she sailed along

with a very peculiar, jaunty, swinging gait.

And quite as well wortli looking at, in his v/ay, was
hor cavalier, gallant and handsome, with an unmistakable
military stride, and an unmistakable military air general-

ly, although dressed in civilian's clothes. As they swept
past Miss Jo, the young lady made a dashing bow; and
the young gentleman lifted his hat. Miss Jo stood, with
her mouth open, gazing after them.

"j^ splendid couple, ain't they, Miss Blake ?" said a

man, passing. It was Mr. Clowrie, on his way to his

office, and Miss Jo. just deigning to acknowledge him,
walked on.

" My patience 1" was her mental ejaculation, " what
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a swell theJ cut 1 lie's iis handsome as a lord, that young
man ; and she's every bit as good-lookinj^ ! I must go up
to Redmon this afternoon, and ask her down. Wouldn't
it be great now^ if that should turn out to be a match I"

CHAPTER IV.

val's office.

l'f^2^\ lIMONG the many tall, dingy brick bulldiiigs,

fronting on that busy thoroughfare of Speck-

l^^^^l P^^'^' Qween Street, there stood one to the

1^^^' right as you went up, taller and dingier, if

possible, than its neighbors, and bearing this

legend along its grimy front, " Office of Speck|)ort

Spouter." There were a dozen newspapers, more or

less, published in Spcckport, weekly, semi-weekly, and
daily ; but the Sponter went ahead of them all, and
distanced all competitors.

Ai about half-past seven o'clock, this foggy spring

morning, two individuals of the manly sex occupied the

principal apartment of the printing establishment. A
dirty, nasty, noisy place it generally was ; and dirty and
nasty, though not vei-y noisy, it was this morning, for the

only sound to be heard was the voice of one of its occu-

pants, chattering incessantly, and the scratching of the

other's pen, as he wrote, perclied up on a high stool.

The writer was foreman in tlie office, a sober-looking,

middle-aged mam, who wore spectacles, and wrote away
as mechanically as if he was doing it by steam. The
speaker was a lively youth of twelve, office-boy, printer's

devil, and errand-runner, and gossiper-in-cliief to the

place. His name was in the baptismal register of Speck'

pjrt cathedral, WilMam Blair; but in every-day life lie

was Bill Blair, brother tj pretty Laura, v,'lio]ii Val Blake

jp^d ©ulogi^e4 ^^8
"

8U('J;j % girl \9 lawg^^"
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Laughter seemed to be a weakness in the ianii y, fai

Master I^ill's nioutli was generally stretched iu a steadj

grin from one week's end to the other, and was, just at

thie present moment. He was perched up on another

high stool, swinging his legs about, chewing gum, looking

out of the window, and talking.

" And there goes Old Leach in his gig, tearing along

as if Old Nick was after him," went on Master iiill, criti-

cising the passers-by. " Somebody's kicking the bucket

m Speckport ! And there's Sim Tod hol^bling along on
his stick ! Now, I should admire to know how long that

old codger's going to live ; he must be as old as Methu-
selah's cat by this time. And there, I vow, if there ain't

Miss Jo, streaking along as tall as a grenadier, and as spry

as if she hadn't been up all night at that rout in Golden
Row. What a frisky old girl it is

!"

" I tell you what, Bill Blair," said the foreman, Mr.
Gilcase, "if you don't take yourself down out of that,

and get to work, I'll report you to Mr. Blake as soon as

he comes in
!"

" No, you won't !" said Bill, snapping his gum be-

tween his teeth like a pistol-shot. " There ain't nothing

to do. I swept the office, and sprinkled this floor, and I

want a rest now, I should think. I feel as if I should

drop !"

" The office looks as if it had been swept," said Mr.
Gilcase, contempt Liously ; "there's the addresses to write

on those wrappers
;
go and do that

!"

" That's time enough," said Bill ;
" Blake won't be

here for an hour or two yet ; he's snoozing, I'll bet yon,

after being up all night. Look here, Mr. Gilcase, did

you know the new teacher was come'^"

"No," said the foreman, looking somewhat interested;

"ha? she r'

"Came last night," nodded Bill; "our Laury heard sc

last night at the party. Her name's Miss llose. Did
you know they had an officer last night at McGregor's?"

" I didn't think the officers visited McGregor's ?"

"None of 'em ever did before; but one of them waa
there last night, a captain, by the same token; and, J ex
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pect, old McGregor's as proud as a p'g with two taila.

As for Jane, there'll be no standing her now, and she was
stuck-up enough before. Oh, here's Clowrie, and about

as pleasant-looking as a wild cat with the whooping
cough !"

A heavy, himbering foot was ascending the steep dark

flairs, and the door jpened presently to admit a young
gentleman in a pea-jacket and glazed cap. A short and.

thick-set }'oung gentleman, with a sulky face, who was'

never known to laugh, and whose life it was the delight of

Master Bill Blair to torment and make a misery of. The
young gentleman was Mr. Jacob Clowrie, eldest son and
hope of Peter Clowrie, Esq., attorney-at-law.

"How are you, Jake V began Mr. Blair, in a friendly

tone, knocking his heels about on the stool. " You look

kind of sour this morning. Was the milk at breakfast

curdled, or didn't Cattv get up to make you any breakfast

atalU"
Mr. Clowrie's reply to this was a growl, as he hung up

his cap.
" I say, Jake, you weren't at McGregor's tea-splash last

night, w^ereyou? I know the old man and Catty were
there. Scaly lot not to ask you and me !"

Mr. Clowrie growled again, and sat down at a desk.
" I say, Jake," resumed that young demon. Bill, grin-

ning from ear to ear, " how's our Cherrie, eh ?—seen her

lately ?"

" What would you give to kriow ?" snapped Mr. Ciow-
rie, condescending to retort.

" But I do know, though, without giving nothing ! and
T know your cake's deugh, my boy ! Lor, I think I so*',

em now!" cried Bill, gciug 06 in a shout of laughter at

some lively recollection.

Mr. Clowrie glared i?t liun over the top of his desk,

with savage inquiry.

Oh, you're cut out, old fellow! you're dished, you
are! Cherrie's got a new beau, and you're left in Ihe

lurch !"

" WJiat do you mean, you young imp ?" inquired Mr.
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twist your neck for you, if yon don't look ehai-p 1

'

Mr. Blair winked.

"Don't you think you see yourself doing it, Jakey ? 1

tell you it's as true as preaching ! Cheri-ie's got a new
fellow, and the chap's name is Charley Marsh."

There was a pause. Bill looked triumphant, Mr. Clow-
i .e black as a thunderbolt, and the foreman amused in

spite of himself. Bill crunched his gum and waited for

his announcement to liave proper effect, and then resumed,

in an explanatory tone :

" You see, Jake, I had heard Charley was after her,

but I didn't believe it till last night, when I see them with

my own two blessed eyes. My governor and Laury were
off to McGregor's, so I cut over to Jim Tod's, to see a lot

of terrier-pups he's got—me and Tom Smith—and he prom-
ised us a pup apiece. Jim's folks wej-e at the jnnketing,

too ; so we had the house to ourselves. And Jim, he stole

in the pantry through the window and hooked a lot of pies

and cakes, and raspberry wine, and Tom had a pack of

cards in his trowsers pocket. And we went up to Jim's

room, and, crackey ! hadn't we a time ! There was no
hurry neither ; for we knew the old folks wouldn't be
home till all hours, so we staid till after three in the morn-
ing, and by this time Jim and me had lost three shillings

in pennies each, and the three of us were about ready tu

burst with all we had eat and drank ! It was foggy and
misty coming home, and me and Tom cut across them
fields and waste lots between Tod's and Park Lane, when
Just as we turned into Golden Row, who should we meet
but Charley Marsh and Cherrie. There they were, coming
along as large as life, linking together, and Charley's head
down, listening to her, till their noses were nearly touch-

ing. -Me and Tom laughed till w^e were fit to split
!"

Mr. Blair laughed again at the recollection, but Mr.
Clowrie, scowling more darkly than ever, replied not save

by scornful silence. Bill had his laugh out, and recom-
menced.

" So you see, Jake, it's no go 1 You can't get the beau-

tifulest mug that ever was looked at, and you haven't the
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sliadow of a chahcie against such a fellow m Oha: ley Mar&h!
O Lor

With the last ejaculatioL alarm, Bill sprang down
Irom his perch in consternation, as the door opened and
Mr. Yal Blake (;ntered. Ho had been so absorbed chaffing

Mr. Clowrio that lie had not heard Val coming iip-stairs,

and now made a desperate dasli at the nearest desk. Yal
sti etched out his long arm and pinned him.

You young vagabond I is this the way you spend
your time in my absence? What's that, about Charley
Marsh ?"

''Nothing, sir," said Bill, grinning a malicious grin

over at Mr. Clowrie. " I was only telling Jake how he
was being cut out !"

" Cut out ! What do you mean ?"

Why, with that Cherrie Nettleby ! Charley Marsh's

got her now !"

" What I" said Yal, shortly ;
" what are you talking

about, you little rascal

I can't help it, sir," said Bill, with an injured look,
^' if I am a rascal. I sa,w him seeing her home this morn-
ing between three and four o'clock, and if that don't look
like cutting Jake out, I don't know what does !"

" And what were you doing out at three o'clock in the
morning Master Blair?"

1 was over to Tod's spending the evening, me and a

lot more fellows, and that was the time we were getting

home. I don't see," said Bill, with a still more aggrieved
air, " why we shouldn't stop out a while, if ali the old

Rodgers in the town set us the example !"

Yal released him, and strode on to an inner room.

^'See if you can attend to your business for one morn-
ing, sir, and give your tongue a holiday. Mr, Gilcase,

was the postman here ?"

^' Yes, sir. The letters and papers are on your table."

Yal disappeared, closing the door behind him, and
Master Blair turned a someisaidt of delight and cut a

pigeon-wing afterward.
^' Get to work, sir I" slioiited Mr. Gilcase, " or I'll mak«

Mr. Blake turn you ont of the office 1''
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Mr. Blake knows better, retorted the incorrigible,

i rather think the Spouter would be no?fhero if f left;

Do jon kuow, Mr. Gilcase, I think Blakr '^us some notion

of taking me into partnership shortly 1 lie hat to work

like a horse now."

Yal had to work hard—no mistake abont it, :^()r he

was sole editor and pi'oprietor of the Snndaj and Weekly
Speckport Spouter. lie is sitting in his room now—and

a dusty, grimy, littered, disordered room it is-- before a

table heaped with papers, letters, books, and ii.anuscript

of all kinds, busily tearing the envelopes off sundry over

grown letters, and disgorging their contorts.

" What's this \ a private note from Miss Incognita
* Would I be so kind as to speak to tho. printers; they

made such frightful mistakes in her last sketch, tilled her

heroine's eyes with tars, instead of tears, and in the battle-

scene defeated Cromwell and his soldiers with wildest

laughter, instead of slaughter 1' Ilnmph.
It's her own fault

;
why don't she write decently ?

Very well. Miss Laura, I'll stick you in
;
you think I don't

know you, I suppose. Come in."

Val looked up from his literary labors to answer a tap

at the door. Mr. Gilcase put in his head.
" There's a gentleman here wants to see you, sir. Cap-

tain Cavendish."

Yal got up and went out. Captain Cavendish, in a

loose overcoat, and smoking a cigar, was lounging against

a desk, and being stared at by Messrs. Clowrie and Blair,

took out his cigar and extended his hand languidly t» Yal,

"Good morning! Are you very busy? Am I an ia

truder '\ If so, I'll go away again."
" I'm no busier than comm.on," said V al. Come in,

this is my sanctum, and here's the editorial chair; sit

down."
" Is it any barm to smoke ?" inquired the CaptaiDj

looking rather doubtful.
" iNot the least. I'll blow a cloud myscli. How did

you find your way here through the clouds of fog ?"

Not very easily. Does the sun ever shine at all iq

Speckport ?"
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Oc(^asionally—when it cannot help itself. But wbea
did jou tuke to early rising, pray ? You used to be loung-

ing over yonr breakfast about this hour when I knew you
in Halifax."

" Yes, I know—I'm a reformed character. Apropos,
early rising seems to be the style here. I met two ladies

©f my acquaintance figuring through the streets ever so

long ago."
" Who were they ?"

" Your sister was one ; Miss Marsh, the other."

"Natty, eh? Oh, she always was an early bird.

Were you speaking to her?"
" I had the pleasure of escorting her to her mother's.

By ^.he way, she does not live with her mother, does she?"
^' 'No ; she lives with old Lady Leroy, up at Redmon."
"Where is Redmon?"
" About a mile from Speckport. JSTatty walks it two

or three times a day, and thinks it's only a hen's jump.
Redmon's a fine place."

" Indeed."

"Not the house exactly—it's a great barn—but the

property. It's worth eight thousand pounds."

"So much?" said Captain Cavendish, looking inter-

ested. " And who is Lady Leroy ?"

"The wife—the widow of a dead Jew. Don't stare,

she only gets the title as a nickname, for she's the greatest

old oddity the sun ever shone on. She's a cousin of Natty's

mother, and Natty is to be her heiress."

Captain Cavendish's eyes lightened vividly.
" Her heiress ! Is she very rich, then?"
" Immensely ! Worth thirty thousand pounds or more,

and the stingiest old skinflint that ever breathed. Natty
has been with her over a year now, as a sort of companion,

md a fine time she has with the old toad, I know."
" And there 3S no doubt Miss Marsh is to be her heir-

^?"
" None at all—the will is made and in the hands ol

Darcy, her hiwyer. She has no children, and no relatives

that ever I lieard of nearer than Miss Marsh. She was old

Leroj's servant whe.i he mai-ried her—it happened in Ne'W
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Fork, where lie made his money. This \ lace, Keimoo,
was to be sold for debt

;
Leroj bid it in dirt cheap, and

rented it, employing Darcy as his agent to collect rents,

for thsre is quite a village attached to it. After the old

fellow's death, a year and a half ago, his venerable relict

came here, took up her abode at Eedinon, with as great an

oddity as herself for a .ervant. She took a great faiicy to

pretty Natty after awhile, and got her to go up there and

reside as companion."
" And those Marslies—what are they ? like the rest of

Speckport—begging your pardon !—nobody ?"

"l^amilj^, you mean? That question is so like an

Englishman. The father was a gentleman. His profession

was that of engineer, and his family, I have heard, was
something extra in England ; but he made a low marriage

over here, aiid they would have nothing more to do with

him. Mrs. Marsh was pretty, and as insipid as a mug of

milk and water, caring for nothing in the world wide but

sitting ill a rocking-chair reading novels. lie married her,

though ; and they lived quite in style until Charley was
fourteen and Natty twelve years old. Then Mr. Marsh
had a stroke of paralysis which left him altogether incapa-

ble of attending to his business, of doing anything, in fact,

but teaching. He started a school, and got a salary for

playing the organ in the cathedral, but he only lived two
years after. Before he died they had to give up their fine

house, dismiss their servants, auction their furniture, and
rent the cottage they live in now. Miss Natty, sir, kept
the school, gave mnsic-lessons after hours, took the organ
Sundays, an J supported the family for the next three

years; in point of fact, does to this day."
" How is that V 'said Captain Cavendish. Mrs. Lcroj

pays her a salary as companion, I supposed'
"She does; but that's only a pittance, wouldn't pay

lier mother's bills in the circulating: library. Natty ref used

to go to Kedmon unless under certain conditions. She
would retain the school, the organ, and her music-pupils
as usual, only she v^uld engnge another teaclier for the

school, coming there one hour a aay to superintend. TAat
Vould take about four hours a day, the rest was at the



servioe of Lady Leroy. He? ladyship grumbled, but had
to consent ; so Natty went to li^e up at Redmon, and be-

tween all has her hands full."

She is indeed a brave girl ! What are her duties at

the old lady's?"
" No trifle I She reads to her, retails all the news of

the town, writes her letters, keeps her accounts, receives

the rents, makes out the receipts, oversees the household

—

does a thousand things besides. If she had as many hands
as what's his name, the fellow in the mythology,—Briareiis,

wasn't it ?—the old vixen would keep them all occupied.

By the way, did you see Charley this morning when you
were in ?"

^' I wasn't in, I left Miss Natty at the door. I say, Yal,

you didn't tell me last night who that pretty girl was I saw
him with in the window. She was not a guest, though I'll

take my oath there wasn't a young lady present half so

pretty, save the belle of Speckport herself. Who was she ?''

" Cherrie, otherwise Miss Charlotte Nettleby. A little

flirting piece of conceit. She has had the young men
of Speckport tagging after her. Rumor set Charley

down lately as one of her killed or wounded ; but Speck-

port is always gossiping, and I paid no attention to it.

It seems it's true though, for that young scamp Blair in

the next room saw him escorting her home this morn-
ing."

" What was she doing at the house if not invited !"

" How should I know ? Cherrie is everywhere—she

knows the servants, I suppose."
" Oh, is that it ? Then she is nobody."
"I wish she heard you! If ever any one thought

themselves somebody it's the same Miss Cherrie. She
aspires to be a lady—bless your heart !—and that foolish

boy is to be entrapped into marrying her."

Yal stopped to knock the ashes ofl his cigar.

" Well ; and what thenV asked the captain.
" Why, Natty will go frantic, that is all. She thinka

the Princess Royal not half good enough for Charley."

"Is Miss Cherrie's positior in life so low, then?"

^'It'B not that. Her father is a gardener, a poor ma^
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but honest and respectable enough. It's Jlierrie herself
5

she's a shallow, vain, silly little beauty, as eyer made foola

of men, and her vanity, and hei idienci^^^ ind her dress,

and her flirtations ai-e the scandal of tlie town. Not that

anything worse can be said of little Cherrie, mind ; but

ehe is not the girl for Charley Marsh to marry."

"Charley a gentleman; perhaps he isn't going to

marry her," suggested Captain Cavendish, with a light

laugh, that told more of his character than folios could

have done.

"Being a gentleman," said Val, with emphasis, "he
means to marry her if he means anything at all."

And the young olhcer shrugged his shoulders.
" Chacundson goict. 1 nmst be going, 1 believe. Hero

1 have been trespassing on your time these two hours."

"The day's young yet," said Val; "have you any en-

gagement for this evening f
" I believe not, except a dinner at the mess-room, which

can be shirked."

"Then come up to llediiion. If you are a student of

character, Mrs. Leroy wiii amply repay the trouble."

"I'm there ! but not," said Captain Cavendish, laugh
ing, " to see Mrs. Leroy."

"1 understand. AVell, good morning."
" Until then, au revoirr
Mr. Bill Blair, perched on his high stool, his elbows

spread out on the desk, stared at him as he went out.
" Cracky, what a I'um swell them ohicer cha{)s are % i

Bay, Clowrie, wouldn't Cherrie like that cove for a beau \

He would be safe to win if he tried it on, and Charley
Marsh would be ivhere you are now—nowhere."

And little did Mr. William Blair or his hearers tiling

b9 was uttering a prophecy.
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CHAPTER V.

KILLING TWO 13IKDS WITH ONE STONE.

I^^JAPTAIISr CAYENDISH, boking very liaod
some and distingiiislied in tiie admiring ejes

S^^^^ of Speckport, lounged down Queen Street,

j and down half a dozen other streets, toward
the sea-shore. The tide was ebbing as ho

descended to the beach, and the long, lazy swell breaking
on the strand was singing the old everlasting song it has
sung through all time. Its mysterious music was lost on
Captain Cavendish ; his thoughts were hundreds of miles

away, ]^ot very pleasant thoughts, either, judging by
his contracted brow and compressed lips, as he leaned

against a tall rock, his eyes looking out to sea. He started

up after awhile, with a gesture of impatience.
" Pshaw !" he said ; what's the use of thinking of it

now ? it's all past and gone. It is Fate, I suppose ; and
if Fate has ordained I must marry a rich wife or none,

where is the good of my puny struggles ? But poor little

Winnie ! I have been the greatest villain that ever was
known to you."

He walked along the beach, sending pebbles skimming
over the waves us he went. Two fishermen in oilcloth

trowsers, very scaly and rattling, were drawing up their

boat, laden to the water's edge with gaspereaux, all ali^e

and kicking. Captain Cavendish stopped and looked at

them.
" Your freight looks lively, my men. You have got

a fine boatload there."

The two young men looked at him. They were tall,

strapping, sunburnt, black-eyed, good-looking fellows both,

and the one hauling up the boat answered ; the other,

pulling the fish out of the nets, went on with his work in

silence.

" Yes, sir, we had a good haul last night. The
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freshet's been stron^;;^ thl^
-'^o)

made the fishing

good."
" Were you out all nigkt?"
" Yes ; we have to go when the tide suits."

"You had a foggy night for it, then. Can you tell

ttie which is the road to Kednion V
The youLg hshernian turned and pointed to a patli

going up the hillside from the shore.
" Do you see that j)atli ? Well, follow it ; cut across

the held, and let down the bars t'other side. There's a

road there
;
keep straight on and it will fetch you to lled-

mon. You can't miss the house when you get to it ; it's

a big brick building on a sort of hill, with lots (»f trees

around it."

" Thank you. I'll find it, I think."

He sauntered lazily up the hillside-path, cut across the

fields, and let down the bars as he had been directed,

putting them conscientiously up again.

The road was a very quiet one
;
green meadows on

either hand, and clumps of cedar and spruce wood sparsely

dotting it here and there. The breeze swept up cool and
fresh from the sea ; the iown with its bustle and noise

was out of sight and hearing.

He was walking so slowly that it was nearly half an
hour before Redmon came in sight—a large weather-

beaten brick house on the summit of a hill, with bleak

corners and reedy marshes, and dark trees all around it,

the whole inclosed by a high wooden fence. The place

took its name from these marshes or moors about it, sown
in some time with crimson cranberries and pigeonberries,

like fields of red stars. But Captain Cavendish only

glanced once at Redmon ; for the instant it had come in

sight something 3lso had come in sight, too, a thousand
times better worth looking at. Just outside the extremity
of the fence nearest him there stood a cottage—a little

whitewashed affair, standing out in dazzling contrast to

the black cedar woods beside it, hop-vines clustering round
its door and windows, and a tall gate at one side openingf

into a well-cnltivatod vegetable garden.

Swinging back and forward on this gate was a young
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irl, whom Captain Cavondislx recognized in a moment
t was a face tluit few young men forgot easily, for ita

owner was a beauty born ; the figure was petite and
plump, delightfully rounded and ripe indeed, with uo
nasty sharp curves or harsh angles ; the complexion dark

and clear, the forehead low, with black, arching brows
,

the eyes like black beads ; the cheeks like June roses; the

lips as red, and ripe, and sw'eet as sunnnei" strawberrieST

the teeth they parted to disclose, litei-ally like peai-ls, and
they parted very often, indeed, to disclose them. The
hair v^as black as hair can be, and all chistering in little

short, shining rings and kirdvs about the forehead and neck.

Captain Cavendish had seen that face for the first time

last night, in the window with Charley Marsh, but he

was a sufficiently good judge of physiognomy to know it

was not necessary to be very ceremonious with Miss

Cherrie Nettleby. He therefore advanced at once, with

a neat httle fiction at the top of his tongue.

"I beg your pardon," he said politely, "but I am
very thirsty. Will you be kind enough to give me a

drink f
Miss Cherrie, though but nineteen in years, was forty

at least in penetration where handsome men were con-

cerned, and saw through the ruse at once. She sprang

down from the gate and held it open,- with the prettiest

affectation of timidity in the world.
" Yes, sir. Will you please to walk in."
" Thank you," said the captain, languidly, " I believe

1 will. My walk has completely used me up."

Miss Cherrie led the way into the cottage. The fi ( >ni

door opened directly into the parlor of the dwelling, a

neat little room, the floor covered with mats; a table, with

books and knicknacks in the center ; a lounge and a rock-

ing-chair, and some common colored prints on the walls. It

had an occupant as they came in, a saJow, dariv-eyed girl

of sixteen, whose hands fairly flew as she sat at tlie win-

dow, netting on a fiaherman's net, already some twoi:":}'

fathoms long.

"Ann," said CheriiOj placing a chair for their distiu-

guislip4 Yiaitor, "go i^ud f^toh the gentkmao a driuk,"
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The girl tTirned her sallow but somewhat sullen face,

without rising.

" There ain't no water in," she said, curtly.
'* Go for some now," said Cherrie. " I'll knit till yon

come back."

No, no !" hastily interposed Captain Cavendish. " 1

t)cg you will give yeurself no such trouble. I am not so

thirsty as I thought I was."
" Oh. wq'11 want the water anyhow to get the boys'

dinner,'' said Cherrie, throwing off her scarlet shawl.

"G^. Ann, and make haste."

Ann got up crossly, and strolled out of the room at a

snail's pace, and Miss Cherrie took her place, and went to

work industi-iously.

"Is that your sister?" he asked, watching Cherrie's

hand flying as swiftly in and out as Ann's had done.
" Yes, that's our Ann," replied the young lady, as if

every one should know Ann, as a matter of course.
" And do you and Ann live here alone together ?"

Cherrie giggled at the idea.

" Oh dear, no. There's father and the boys."
" The boys, and are they "

" My brothers," said Cherrie. " Two of 'em, Rob and
Eddie. They fish, you know, and Ann, she knits the

nets."

".Are those you are now making for them ?"

"Yes, these are shad-nets. I hate to knit, but the

boys pay Ann for doing it, and she does them all. J

gaess you'll be pretty thirsty," said Cherrie, laughing as

easily as if she had known him for the past ten years,

before Ann gets back w^h the water. She's horrid

slow."
" Never mind. The longer she is away, the better 1

fihall like -'t. Miss Cherrie."

Miss Cherrie dropped her needle and mesh-block, and
opened her black eyes.

" Why, how did you find out my name ? You don't
know me, do you V

" A littio. I trust we fihall be very well acquainted
before long."

$
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Clierric smiled graciously.

''Everybody knows me, I think. How did you &iei

out who I wasl"
" I saw you last night."

"No ! did you, though? What time? whers was I?"
" Sitting in a window, breaking a young gentleman's

li?art."

Cherrie giggled again.
" I'm sure I wasn't doing any such thing. That was

only Cliarley Marsh."
Only Cliarley Marsh. Had you and he a pleasant

walk home this morning ?"

"Kow, I never. How did you know he saw me
home ?"

" A little bird told me. I only wish it had been my
good fortune."

" Oh, what a story !" cried Cherrie, her wicked black

eyes dancing in her head ;
" I wonder you ain't ashamed

!

Didn't I hear you wanting to ride home with Miss Natty.

I was peeking out through the dining-room door, and I

beard you as plain as could be.'

'

" Well, I wanted to be polue, you know. Not having
the honor of your acquaintance, Cherrie, I knew there

was no hope of escorting you ; so I made the offer to

Miss Marsh in sheer despair. Now, Cherrie, I don't want
you to get too fond of that brother of hers."

Cherrie tittered once more.

"Now, how can you! I'm sure I don't care nothing

about him ; but I can't help his talking to me, and seeing

me home, can I?"
" I don't know. I wouldn't talk too much to him, if

I wore you ; and as for seeing you home, I'd rather do it

uiyselt. There is no telling what nonsense he may get

talking ! Does he come here often ?"

" Pretty often ; but all the young fellows come

!

Sandy McGregor, Jake Clowrie, Mr. Blake, Charley

Mareh, and the whole lot of 'em !"

" What tnne do they come ?"

" Eyenings, mostly. Then, there's a whole lot of BqU,



KILLING TWO BIBD8 WITH ONE 8T0NE, 51

and Eddie's friends come, too, and the house is full most

every night !"

" And what do you all do
"Oh^*iver so many things! Play cards, sing song?

and carry on, and dance, sometimes."
" May I come, too, Cherrie
" You may, if you like," said Cherrie, with coquettish

indifference. "But the young ladies in Speckport won't
like that

!"

" What do I care for the young ladies in Speckport

!

Oh, here's the water !"

Ann came in with a glass, and the captain drank it

without being the least thirsty.

"Bob and Eddie's coming up the road," said Ann
to her sister-, '>ou knit w4iile I peel the potatoes for

dinner."
" I am afraid I must go," said Captain Cavendish, ris-

ing, having no desire to make the acquaintance of the

Messrs. Nettleby. "I have been here nearly half an

hour."
" That ain't long, I'm sure," said Cherrie ;

" vrhat's

your hurry V
"1 have a call to make. May I come again, Misi

Cherrie ?"

" Oh, of course !" said Miss Cherrie, with perfect

coohiess; "we always like to see our friends. Are you
going to Redmon V

Captain Cavendish nodded, and took his hat. Fretty

Cherrie got up to escort him to the ^ate.

"Good-bye, Miss Cherrie," he said, making her a

flourishing bow. "I will have the pleasure of calling os

you to-morrow."

Cherrie smiled most gracious consent.

As he turned out of the gate he encountered the two
young fishermen who had directed him to Redmon. They
were Cherrie's brothers, then

;
and, laughing inwardly at

the memory of the late interview with ^-hat young lady,

he entered the grounds of Hedmon.
" She's a deuced pretty girl !" he said, slapping hiia

l^t witU a, rattan he ^arried ; " aLd^ faith^^ sUo's
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easy! nonsensical prr-^ciy about Miss CHerrie. I
mly hope I may get oii ^oi. with the golden-haired

heiress as 1 seem ha-v*? uone with the black-eyed

grisette

He opened tlie wooden gate, and sauntered along a

bleak avenue, the grounds on either hand overrun with
rank sveeds and spruce, and tamarack, and fir trees, casting

somber gloom around.

The honse, a great red bam, as Yal had said, looked
like a black, grimy jail ; the shutters were closed on ev^ery

window, the liall-door seemed hermetically scaled, and
swallows fiew about it, and built their nests in security on
the eaves and down tlie chimneys. There was a great,

grim iron knocker on the door, and the young man's
knock reverberated with a hollow and ghostly echo
througli the w^cird honse.

What a place for such a girl to live in !" he thought,

looking up at it. " Her desire for wealth must be strong

to tempt her to bury herself alive in such an old tomb.
The riches of the Rothschilds would not induce me."
A rusty key grated in a lock, the door swung open

with a creaking sound, and the bright face of Nathalie

Marsh looked out.

She smiled when she saw who it was, and frankly held

out her hand.
" Yon have lost no time. Monsieur. Walk in, and

please to excuse me a few moments. I must go back to

Mrs. Leroy."
They were in a long and dismal hall, flanked with

doors, and with a great, wide, old-fashioned staircase

Sv^eeping up and losing itself somehow in the upper
gloom. I^atty opened one of the doors, ushered him into

the reception parlor of the establishment, and then flew

swiftly np the stairs and was gone.

Captain Cavendish looked about ]iim, that is, as well

as be could for the gloom. The parlor of Redmon was
furnished after the style of the cabin of a certain fine

Duid Irish g'ntleman," immortalized in song, "with noth-

ing at al] for show." No carpet on the dreary Sahara of

floor; m curtaiua ou the gloomy windows; no pictuxqa
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on the dead, blank waste, wiiitewashed walls ; a few

chairs, a black, old malioi^'aiiy table, a dreary lioisehaii

sofa, about as soft as if ciiLliioned with bricks ; and that

was alL The silence of the place was something blood-

chilling; not the squeak of a mouse relieved its deathlike

quiet.

Five, ten, fifteen, twenty minutes passed, and the cap-

tain, getting desperate, was seriously thinking of making
his escape, when a light step came tripping down the

stairs, and ISTatty, all breathless and laughing, came breezily

in.

"Are you tired to death waiting?" she laughed gayly.

"Mrs. Leroy is dreadfully tiresome over her toilet, and I

am femme de chambre, if you please 1 It is over now,
and she desires me to escort you to her presence, and

be introduced. I hope you may make a favorable im
pression 1"

" But what am I to do ^" said Captain Cavendish,

with an appalled face. " How am I to insinuate myself

into her good graces? Where is the key to her

heart?"

"The key was lost years ago, and her heart is n(;w

closed. Don't contradict her, whatever you do. Hush I

here we are
!"

They had ascended to a hall like the one below

;

flanked, like it, by doors. Katty, with a glance of wicked
delight at his dolorous face, opened the first door to the

right, and ushered him at once into the presence of the

awful Lady Leroy.

Something—it ?ortaialy looked more like an Egyptian
mummy than anything else—swathed in shawls and
swaddling-clothes, was stuck up in a vast Sleepy Hollow
open arm-chair, and had its face turned to the door. That
face, and a very yellow, and seared, and wrinkled, and un-

lovely face it was, buried in the flapping obscurity of a

deeply-frilled white cap, was lit by a pair of little, twink-
ling eyes, bright and keen as two stilettos.

" Mrs. Leroy," said ISTatty, her tone demure, but her
mischievous eyes dancing under their lashos, "this is Cap-
tain Ca^'endish."
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"How d'ye do, CaptatT-v OiivendisU" said Mrs. Lcroj,

lu a shrill, squeaking voiet-. like a pp.nnj whistle out oi

tune; "sit down—do! Natty, can't you give the youn^t

man a cheer ?"

Natty did not cheer, but she ])laccd a chair for hiin,

'whispering, as she did so, " Speak loud, or she won't hear

you."
" What's the weather like out o' doors V 12 pired the

old lady, scanning him from head to foot with lier little

piercing eyes ;
" be the sun a-shining, hey

"No, Madum," said Captain Cavor.Jish, in a loud key,
" it is foggy."

She had paid no attention to liis reply ; she had been
staring at liim all the time, until even he, cool as any man
of the world could be, got a trifle disconcerted. Natty,

sitting demurely near, was enjoying it all with silent but
intense delight.

"So you're the young English captain Natty was tell

ing me about. You're not so handsome as slie said you
were

;
leastways, vou ain't to my taste !"

It was Nai"ty's turn now to look disconcerted, which
she did witli a vengeance, as tlie dark, Laughing cjes of

the young officer turned upon her,
" Miss Marsh does me too much honor to mention me

at all," he said, speaking more at the young lady than to

the old one.
" Hey ?" inquired Lady Leroy, shrilly. " What's

that ? What did you say
" I was saying how remarkably well you were looking,

ma'am," said the captain, raising his voice, " and that this

Redmon is a very tine old place."
" It's not !" screamed Lady Leroy, viciously ;

" it's the

hatefulest, daftoot, uncomfortablest hole ever anybody set

foot in ! Natty 1"

" Yes, ma'am !" said Natty. " What is it ?"

" Is old Nettleby planting them potatoes to-day ?"

"Yes, of course he is."

He'll plant Carters where he ought to plant Early

Blues 1 I know he will !" rried the old lady in an ecstasy

of alarm ; run out as fast as you can, Natty, and tell
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him not to plant any Cartet-s .3 Llie tlircC'Corncrcti tield.

Run, rnn, run !"

JSTatty knew Lady J-eroy a great deal too well to ex-

postnlate. "I will be back directly," she said, in a low

v:* -: v>e ""^nglung light in her eyes still, as slie j)assed

ht: "^iit'ccr; "d3 not get jntn trouble if yon can liclp it, ir

my absence."

Sbp. was gone, and La< ;
Leroy, with her eyes fixed on

the opposite wall, seemed to have gone off into a fit of

mnsing. Captain Cavendish tried to look about him,

which he had not ventured to do before, nnder tliose

basilisk eyes. It was a large square room, like all the rest

in the house, and stifiingly close and warm. No wonder,

for a small cooking-stove was burning away, and every

window was closed and shuttered. A bed stood in one
corner, an old-fashioned clock ticked in a loud hoarse

voice on the mantel-piece, a small round table stood at the

old lady's elbow, and the floor was covered with a carpet

that had been Brussels once, but which was dirty, and

colorless, and ragged now. There was an open cupboard
with dishes, and a sort of pantry with a half glass door,

through which he could see boxes and barrels, hams and
dried beef, and other commissary stores. The cliair

matched the flinty sofa down stairs, and the only thing to

attract attention in the room was a green cabinet of cov-

ered wood that stood beside the bed. While he was look-

ing at it, the old-fashioned clock began striking twelve in

a gm ff and surly way, as if it did it against its better

iudgriiDnt. The sound woke the old lady up from hci /

brown study—woke her up with a sharp jerk.

"It's twelve o'clock!" she exclaimed shrillj, ^'and i

want my dinner ! Call Midge !^'

This was addressed to Captain Cavendish, ana in so

peremptory a tone that that gallant young officer looked
alarmed and disconcci'ted.

" Call Midge, I tell you ! Call her quick I" yelped
Lady Leroy in an excited wav. " Call Midge, vtdll you!"

" Where is she ? Where will I call her said the young
man, in copsiderable consternation.
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" Open that door, stupid, and call Midge !" cried th«

old wouiau, violently excited ;
" call her quick, I tell you I"

Thus ordered, Captain Cavendish opened the door and
began calling loudly on the nnknown lady bearing the

name of Midge.
Out of the gloom and dismalness below a hoarse voice

shouted in ro}.ly, " I'm a coming and Captain Cavendisli

v^^ent back to his seat. The voice was that of a man, and
of a man with a shocking bad cold, too ; and the step lum-

bering up stairs was a man's step ; but for all that, Midgo
wasn't a man, but a woman. Such a woman ! the Egyptian
mummy in the arm-chair was a Parisian belle compared to

her. Between three and four feet high, and between four

and five feet broad. Midge was just able to waddle under
the weight of her own fair person, and no more. A shock

of hair, very like a tar-mop, stood, bristling defiance at

combs and brushes, up on end, like " quills upon the fretfu_

porcupine." To say she had no forehead, and only two
pinholes for eyes, and a little round lump of flesh in lieu

of a decent nose, would be doing no sort of justice to the

subject ; for the face, with its fat, juiffy cheeks, was alta

gether indescribable. The costume of the lady -was scant,

her dress displaying to the best advantage a pair of ankles

some fifteen inches in circumference, and a pair of power-
ful arms, bare to the shoulders, were rolled up in a cotton

apron. With the airy tread of an elephant inclined to

embonpoint, this sylph-like being crossed the hall and stood

in the doorway awaiting orders, while Captain Cavendish
stared aghast, and backed a few paces with a feeble " By
J.:vor

What do you want, ma'am ?" inquired the damsel in

the doorway, who might have been anywhere in the VRle

of years between twenty and fifty.

" Get my dinner ! It's after twelve ! Don't I alwa} g

tell you to come and get my dinner when you hear the

clock strike twe Ive

And how do you suppoee I can hcai that there clock

half a mile off, down in that kitchen !" retorted Midge,
BliaiT)ly. " T. ain't jest got ears as sharp as lanceta, I'd haT«
you Kno\r. PU take the key I"
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Mrs. Leroy produced a key from a pocket somewhere
about licr ; and Midge, rather jerknig it out of her hands
than otherwise, unlodved the pantry, and began busying

herself among the forage there. Mrs. Lcroy's keen eyes

followed every motion as a cat follows its prey, and Captain

Cavendish gazed too, as if fascinated, on the fairy foiiii of

Miss Midge. In passing to and fro. Midge had more than

once caught his eye, and at last her feelings got the better

of her, and, pausing abruptly before him, v/ith her arms
akimbo, burst out, " Look here, sir ! I don't know wdio

you are, but if you're a doggertype-man, come to take my
picter, I'd jest thank you to be quick about it, and not sit

there gaping like
"

Midge !" called a ringing voice in the doorway. It

was Nathalie, her face stern, her voice imperative. " Midge,
how dare you speak so

" Oh, never mind !" said Captain Cavendish, who, in

the main, was a good-natureA young officer. " I c'escrve

it, I dare say. I have made an unpardonably long call, I

believe. Mrs. Leroy, I you good morning."
" Good morning !" said Mrs. Leroy, w^ithout looking at

him, all her eyes b3ing absorbed in the doings of Midge
in the culinary department. " Natty, you let him out."

Natty did so, and they both laughed when at a safe

distance.

"What did you do to Midge ?" she inquired, " to tempt
her to pour the vials of her wrath on your head, as she

was doing when I came in."

"Staring yery hard, I am afraid! Where is Earn urn,

that he docs not get hold of that domestic monstrosity V
" Oh, hush !" said Natty. But the warning came too

late. Midge, descending the stairs, had heard the speech,

and gave the speaker a look so baleful and vindictive, that,

had he been troubled with those feminine miseries, nerves,

might have haunted him many a day. He smiled at it

then, but he remembered that look long after.

" She is acutely sensitive, dull as she seems," said Natty,
with a pained look. " I am sorry she heard you."

" I am sincerely sorry for my thoughtless words, the%
Miss Marsh, if they pain you."
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She saved Charley's life OBce," said Nattj^ •* when hi

was a little fellow. I have always liked Midge since, and
1 believe she loves me w'tli the faithful and blind fidelity

of-—but no irreverence—a do^. A. slighting word rankle?

in her memory long."
" I shall fetch her a peace-offering the next time 1 come,

which, by the way," he said, coolly, " is to be this e v^ening,

with your permission. Blake is to be my chaperon on the

occasion."

"I regret I shall not see either of you then; but,"

said Natty, with a funny look, " no doubt Mrs. Lcroy will

be delighted to entertain you till her bedtime comes, which
is precisely nine o'clock."

" Not see us ? Are you "

" I have promised to spend the evening out. When I

was with the gardener a few moments ago, Miss Blake
came in and asked me to spend the evening w^ith hev.

Mamma and Miss Rose, the new teacher, are to be there,

and I could not refuse."
" Then 1 shall postpone my call. Oh, there is a sum-

mons for you ! How impatient your old lady is
!"

They shook hands, and parted. Captain Cavendish lit

a cigar, a,nd went smoking, meditatingly, down the dreary

avenue, and out into the highroad. Standing near the

gate was pretty Cherrie, and a refulgent smile greeted him
from the rosy lips. He lifted his hat, and passed on

; for

standing in the doorway was the stalwart young fishermen

of the beach.
" Two very pretty girls !" he mused, over his Havana

^

" belle Monde, etjolie brunette. It's extremely conTcnient

their living so near together; one journey does for boik
I think I understand now what is meant by the old adage

oi killing two birds with one stone."
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CHAPTER Yl.

AN EVTENING AT MISS BLAKE 8.

^5^^^|HE establishment of Miss Joanna B'^ake was not

on a scale of magniticence. Miss Jo's only

parlor being abont ten feet square, was not too

WM^m^ grandly vast at any time, and not exactly

adapted for the mirth fnl throng to disport

themselves in. The style of furniture, too, was, some
people might think, on a trifle too grand a scale for its

dimensions. When Val, and his fourteen or fifteen frienda

aforesaid, lit their cigars, tilted back their chairs, elevated

the heels of their boots on the piano or table, and all puffed

away together, the parlor became rather obscure, and a

stranger suddenly entering miglit have conceived the idea

that the house was in flames ; and that, perhaps, was the

reason the parlor always smelt like a tobacconist's shop.

Besides the parlor. Miss Jo had a dining-room and a kitch-

en, and two bedrooms, in the floor, though, and she did

her own work.
In the parlor of No. 16 Great St. Peter's Street, the

lamp was lit, the drab moreen curtains let down, and the

table set for tea. There was a snowy cloth on the mahog-
any which hid the marks of the bootheels and the stains

of the punch-tumblers, and the china cups and saucers,

and the glass preserve-plates and butter-dish, and spoon-
bolder, not to speak of the spoons themselves, which were
of real silver, and had cost a dollar a j^iece, and had a big
capital "B" engraven thereon, glittered and flashed in

the light. There was buttered toast, and hot biscuit, and
pound-cake, and fruit-cake, and mince-pie, and quince-
jelly, and cold chicken, and coffee and tea—all the work
of Miss Jo's own fair hands ; and Miss Jo herself, rather
flushed with the heat, but very imposing and stately to

look at in a green poplin dress— real Irish poplin at that—
and a worked collar a finger length deep, presided at the
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tea-tray, and dispensed the hospitalities of the festive board.

V^al, sitting opposite, did lis part, which consisted cJiieilj

in attempting to pass the calve-]3lates, and sp:lh*i]g their

contents, of upsetting everything he touched, and looking

mildly but reproachfully at the refractory object afterward
Mrs. Marsh was there, placid, and insipid, and faded, and
feeble, as usual ; and Miss Rose was there, pale f.nd pretty

;

a-id Miss Clowrie was there, smiling and soft of voice, and
deft of touch, and purring more than ever ; and Miss Blair

was there, laughing at all the funny things, and rosy af

llebe herself ; and Charley Marsh was there, making a

martyr of himself in the attempt to be fascinating to three

young ladies at once ; and everybody had eaten and drank,

forced thereto by Miss Blake, until they were, as Charley

forcibly put it, "a misery to themselves." So a movo
was made to adjourn, which just consisted of pushing their

chairs about five inches from the table, not being able

to push them any further, and Miss Jo began rattling

among the tea-things, which she called clearing them off.

Miss Catty, always sweet and oblighig, and that sort of a

thing, insisted on helping her, and Charley opening the

upright, clattered a " Fisher's Hornpipe" in spirited style.

" Come and sing us a song, Laura—that's a good girl,''

he said, while Val, making an apology, slipped out.

" Come and sing ' The Laird o' Cockpen.' "

Miss Blair, all smiles, took her seat, and sung not

only "The Laird o' Cockpen," but a dozen others of I he
same kidney.

What do you think of that V inquired Miss BLiir,

triumphantly rising up, with a finishing bai-g. Who
says I can't sing? ISTow, Miss Rose, you sing, I know."

'"'Of course she does," said Charley. "Miss Rose^

permit me to lead you to the instrument."

Miss Rose looked as though she were about to excuse

herself, but that impulsiv^^ r.-^m-i) Blair ran over and caughi

her by both hands.
" tip witli you ! We won't take any excuses. Charley,

the young lady is at your mercy, lead her off."

Charley promptly did so. Mis3 Rose, smihng gra
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ciouslj, ran her wliite fingers over the jeHow kc cs,

looked np at liira.

"What shall I smg, Monsienr ?"

"Anything yon please, Mademoiselle. I am pixjparco

to be delighted with ' Old Dan Tucker,' if you chnse it.''
^

The white fingei-s still ran idly over the keys, break-

ing into a plaintive prelnde at last, and in a voice, " low
and sweet " as Annie Lanrie's own, the song began. The
words were those of a gifted yonng American poetess

;

the melody, a low sweet air, in a melancholy minor key

—

Miss Rose's own, perhaps.

The sweet voice faltered a little towiird the close ; bii>

as a buzz of congratulation ranaronnd the circle she arose

hastily. Arose to find herself face to face with two gen-

tlemen who had entered as she began her song, and who
had stood silently listening with tlie rest. It was Captain

'Cavendish and Yal; and the yonng officer's face ^vore a

look no one in that room had ever seen it wear before—

a

pale and startled look of anxiety, almost of fear—and as

she faced them he backed a few paces invohiiitarily.

Miss Rose, evidently taken completely by surprise, started

visibly, growing white and red by turns. Unt Vid was
introducing them, and only he and one other prescJit saw
the changing faces of the twain. That other was Miss
Catty Clowrio, whose eyes were as keen as any otiier cat's,

and v/lio watched them furtively, with vividest interest.

Miss Catty was enough of a mathematician to know there

is no effect without a cause. What, then, was the cause

of this? It was easily enough answered. Captain Cav-
endish and Miss Eose had met before, and had knowD
each other well, though they w^ere now bowing a? perfect

strangers. The elegant officer had recovered all his high-

brcnl sangfroid, and was smooth and bland as sweet oil

;

but Miss Rose's face had settled into so deadly a pallor

that Mrs. Marsh, albeit not the most eagle-sighted in the
world, noticed it.

" Dear me, Miss Rose, how pale you are \ A rcu't you
well?"

^ ^ y ^

Miss Rose murmured something about the •' or.t, an(3

iubsi(iedi iuto the ino§t shadowy cornor siii? couW tin4 \
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and Cliafley created a diversion by sitting down to the
piano himself and rattling off a jingling symphony.

In the midst of it carriage wheels rolled up to the
door of 1^0. 16, and the first-noor bell rang loudly a min-
ute after.

" That's Natty," said Charley.

Miss Jo met her in the hall and escorted her to her
bedroom, which was the dressing-room for the evening

;

and presently Miss Nathalie came in, dressed in black silk,

trimmed with l^lack lace, and all her beautiful golden hair

falling in glittering ringlets over hei* shoulders, her cheeks
glowing with the rapid ride through the night air. Bril-

liant she looked ; and Captain Cavendish's heart, or what-
ever the thing is that does duty for a heart with men of

the world, quickened its beating a little, as he shook hands.

Nathalie kissed Miss Rose, sitting so very still in her quiet

corner.
" My pale little girl ! Here you sit like a white shadow,

all by yourseK. Charley, what on earth are you sliouting

there ?"

" Now, Natty, it's your turn," said Miss Jo.
" Here's the cards," said Charley, laying hold of a pack.

''While Natty's singing we'll play 'Muggins.' Does any-

body here know ^ Muggins'
Nobody did.

" What a disgrace ! Then I'll teach you. Miss Jo,

I'll sit beside you. Come along, captain ; here Laura,

Catty, Ya], mother ; Miss Rose, won't you join us ?"

"Don't, Miss Rose," said Natty, v/ho was playing a

waltz. They're nothing but a noisy set. Come here
and sing with me."

Natty sung everything—Italian arias, French chan-

fonettes, German and Scotch ballads ; her full, rich soprano

voice hlhng the room with melody, as on Sundays it tilled

the long cathedral aisles. Natty's voice was superb—Miss
Rose listened like one entranced. So did another, Captain
Caver^plish, who made all sorts of bhmdei's in the game,
and could not learn it at all, for watching the two black

figures at the piano—the little pale girl with the modest

UrQW braids^ tuad the Bt^tely heiress with her shining yel-
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low curls. Catty Clowrie watched them aud the captain,

and the game too, noting everything, and making no mis-

takes. A very noisy party they were, every one laughing,

expostulating, and straining their voices together, and

Charley winning everything right and left.

I say, Cavendish, old fellow ! what are you thinking

of cried Yal. This is the third time I've told you tc

play."

Captain Cavendish started into recollection, and began
playing with the wildest rapidity, utterly at random.

" Look here, Natty," called Charley, as tlie card-party,

more noisy than ever, broke up ;
" 1 say it's not fair of

you to monopolize Miss Rose all the evening. Here's
Captain Cavendish has lost all his spare change, because
he couldn't watch the game for watching that piano.''

Miss Rose retreated hastily to her corner; Natty
wheeled round on the piano-stool.

"What noise you have been making. Have you
finished your game ?"

Charley jingled a pocketful of pennies—Speckport
pennies at that—as large as quoits.

" Yes, we have finished, for the simple reason I have
cleaned the whole party completely out, and I have won
small change enough to keep me in cigars for the next
two months. Who's this V

" It's somebody for me," said Natty, starting up

;

« that's Rob Nettleby's knock."

"Don't go yet. Natty," said Yal, "it is too early."
" It is half-past ten ; I should have been off hail an

hour ago. Miss Blake, my things, please."

Miss Jo produced a white cloud and large cloak, and
Natty's move was a signal for all to depart. Catty, Laura,
Miss Itose, and Mrs. Marsh's mufliings had to be got, and
the little parlor was a scene of " confusion worse ^on
founded."

Yal strolled over to where Captain Cavendish was
making himself useful, h'^lping Miss Marsh on with her

^l^attyjl'll go kome w\th you^if ycuUke," Ba,id poUtQ



04 AN EVlLmNG MT MISS BLAKE'S.

Va] ;
r w ill be rather a iL^Mal drive up there with «

Oiie l-.i3t ftob Nettlebj."

IM'r. l^Liko is forestalled," said Captain Cavendish,
coolly. " Miss Marsh has accorded the honor to me."

" All I'ight," said Yal, "Til o;o home with Laura Blair,

Hjou. Charley can take care of the other three, for Catty
r 7es next door."

Lady Leroy's carryall, with Cherrie Nettleby's elder

brother for driver, was waiting at the door. Good-byes
were said, Natty kissed her mamma, Laura and Miss Rose,
but only shook hands with Miss Clowrie. Captain Caven-
dish noticed the omission as he seated himself beside her,

and they drove ofl:.

" I don't like her," said Natty ;
" I never did, since I

was a child. She was such a crafty, cunning little thing

in those days—a sort of spy on the rest of us—a sort oi

female Uriah Ileep."

Is she so still f

'

" Oil, no ; she is well enough now; but old prejudices

cling to one, you know. I don't like her, because I don't

like her—an excellent female reason, you understand."
" Does your bi'other share your prejudices. Miss

Marsh ?" asked the young officer, with a meaning smile.
" Charley ? I don't know. Why ?"

" Because I fancy the young lady is rather disposed to

regard him favor. I may be mistaken, though."

Natty suddenly drew herself up.
" I think you are mistaken, Captain Cavendish. Catty

Clowrie has sense, whatever else she may lack, and nevei

would di G'un of so preposterous a thing."
" Pardon ! it has been my mistake, then. You seem

to be all old friends in this place."
" Oh," said Natty, with her gay laugh, " every one

knows every one else in Speckport, and a stranger is a

marked being at once. Apropos of strangers, what a per-

fect darling that Miss Rose is."

" How very young-ladylike ! Miss Rose does not

Mmnd like a family name ; has she no other cognomen ?"

Jler letter to me was signed. W. Rose. X don't kuQ^
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wliat the ^W is for. I think she lias the sweeteet face I

ever saw."
" What a lovely night it is f ' Wiis Captain Cavendish'*

somewhat irrelevant answer ; and had the moon been t^lnin-

iiig, Natty might have seen ihe flush his face wore. Per-

haps it was the sea-breeze, though ; for it was blowing u],

fresh and bracing, and a host of stars spangled a sky ol

cloudless blue. The monotonous plash of the waves on Uii*

shore came dully booming over the rattle of their own cai-

riage-wheels.
" What are the wild waves saying? Miss Rose and I

have a bond of sym])athy between us : we both love the

Bea. I suppose," said Natty, going otf into another suD-

ject, " Mrs. Leroy Vv'ill read me a lecture for my long si'dy,

when I get back."
" Will she not be asleep

"Asleep ? No, indeed ; I believe if 1 staid ont for a

week she would never close an eye until I got back."
" Is she so very fond of you, then T
"It is not that; though I think she is i\s fond of me

as it is in her nature to be of anything, except," with an-

other laugh, " eating and money. It is fear that keeps
her awake ; she dreads being left alone."

" Why ? Not from an evil conscience, I trust."

" For shame, sir. No, she always keeps a large sum
of money hi her chamber—you saw that queer cabinet

—

well, in that ; and she is terribly scared of robbers, in spite

of all our bolts and bai-s."

" She should not keep it about her, then."
" Very true ; but she will. I sleep in the room next

hers, and I presume she feels my presence there a sort of

Rafeguard against burglars. In Midge she has no eonU
dence whatever.^*

" And yet I should consider Midge the greatest po,8-

Bible safeguard. The sight of her might scare away an

army of robbers."

"Now, now 1^^ cried Natty. " I shall not have Midge
abused. She is the most faithful and trustworthy creature

that ever livei^.'*

"Perhaps so; but you will own that she is not the

mo6t lovelj. Whpn 1 was d, bgy ?tou^ I \m*l read
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German legends of beautiful princesses guarded bj malig-

oaiit spirits, in uncouth human forms. 1 thought of th«

stories this morning when I was at Redmon."
" That's a compliment, I suppose," said Natty, " but I

don't relish compliments, I can tell you, at Midge's ex-

pense. Here we are at the cottage."
" What cottage is it ?" Captain Cavendish asked, for-

getting suddenly that he had spent half an hour there that

very morning.
^' The Nettlebys. The father is our gardener ; the sons,

the whole familj^, make themselves useful about the place,

all but Cherrie, who is more for ornament than use. Here
we are at Redmon, and there is the light burning in Mrs
Leroy's window."

" Does it burn all night ?" he asked, looking up at it.

ISTo ; it is a beacon for me. 1 must go to her room
the first thing now, give an account of myself, and extin-

guish it. Good-night ; I hope you will enjoy your soli-

tary journey back."
" I shall have pleasant thoughts of a lady fair to keep

me company. Are you sure you can get in
" Midge is opening the door now ; once more, good-

night."

Waving her hand to him, she was gone while sho

spoke. Midge stood blinking in the doorway, holding a

candle above her head, which tar-mop was now tied up in

a red flannel petticoat.

She shaded her eyes with her hand^ peering out at the

tall figure in the loose overcoat ; and when she made sure

of his identity, slamming the door to with a bang that left

no doubt of her feelings toward him.
"Midge, why did you do thatf^ Katty said, reprov*

ingly.
" Because I never want to see his wicked face here,

Miss Natty ; that's why !" cried Midge, slirilly ;
" and 1

don't want to see him with you, for he is a villain, and ho
will turn out one, if he was ten ofHcers, ten times over."

But Natty was flying up the polislied stairs with a new
happiness at her heart, siijgirg iis she f^out a snatch oj

to Young Dream.^^
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CHAPTER VII.

TOO iM:ANY IKONS IN THE FIBE.

K. VAL BLAKE was a yoiin<.> gentleman pos-

sessing a great many admirable virtues, among
otliers the fearful one of always saying what ho
tliought. Another, not quite so terrible to so-

ciety, was that of eai'ly rising. The sun, when-
ever that luminary condescended to show its face in Speck-
port, which wasn't so very often, never found him in bed,

either winter or summer. Val might be up until two
o'clock in the office, as he sometimes was in busy seasons,

such as election times, but that never prevented his rising

at half-past four the next morning, as bright as a new
penny.

Val had escorted Miss Laura Blair home from his sis-

ter's little sociable—not only escorted her home, in fact,

but had gone in with her. It was past eleven then, but
Papa Blair had invited him to blow a friendly cloud, and
Val had accepted the invitation. There they sat, smoking
and talking politics until after one, and it was half-past

when he got back to No. IG Great St. Peter's Street ; but
for all that, here he was next morning at the hour of six,

coming striding along the sea-shore, a pipe in his mouth,
and a towel in his hand. Val had been taking a sea-bath,

his invariable custom every fine morning, from the first of

May to the last of October, che alarming ;'ncreaso of his

appetite for breakfast. There were few to be met on the
Band, at that hour, except in the tishing seasons ; and the

fishermen not being in yet from the night's work, the
ifhore was entirely deserted. Tlie editor of the Speckport
Gazette had not the slioi-e all to himself after all

;
for, as

he passed a jutting bowlder, lie came in view of a fluttering

Hgure walking slowly on before. The black dre-)S waving
41 tiio broezCj the slender form in the long black ruantl^,
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the little straw hat, aad .he browu braid were familiar by
this time.

Miss Hose, the. pretty little school-teacher, was taking

au early coastitiitioiial as well as himself, with a book [or

her only compaiiion. Veal's long legs were beginning t©

measuro off the sand in vast strides, to join her, when hs
was forestalled most unexpectedly. Starting up from be-

hind a tall rock, in whose shadow on the warm sand he
had been lying, his hat pulled over his eyes to protect him
from the sun, a gentleman came forward, lifted his hat,

and accosted her. Yal knev/ the gentleman quite as well

as he did the lady, and stopped. At the sound of his voice

coming so suddenly, she had recoiled v/itli a suppressed

cry, but at sight of whom it was, she stood perfectly still,

as if transfixed.

There was a path up the hillside—the very path Ca]>

tain Cavendish had been shown by the .young JNTettlcbys

the day before. Yal turned up this, with his hands in his

pockets, and his mind in a state of soliloquy.
" I'm not wanted, I expect ; so I'll keep clear ! There's

something queer about this—they were both taken aback
last night, were tliey not ? She's a pretty little thing, and
he's been in Montreal, I know ; was quartered there before

he was ordered to Halifax. I suppose it's the old story

—

he always was a flirt, and his handsome face sets the girls

loony wherever he goes. Miss Rose looks sensible, but I

dare say she's as bad as the rest."

Yal's suspicions might have become certainty had he
been listening to the conversation of the young officer and
the little school-teacher; but there was no one to listen,

except the waves and the wind, and the seagulls clanging

over their heads.

"Winnie!" Captain Cavendish was hurriedly saying,

"I knew you would be here, and I have been waiting for

the past half hour. No, do not go ! Pray stay and hear

me out."
" I must go!" Miss Hose said, in a violent tremor and

agitation. "You have nothing to say to me. Captain Q^y
^adisl^. I cannot ]^ gQQftliere with you,"
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" There is oo one to see us—the shor*^ is deserted 1

Winnie 1 you mast stay."

She had turned to go ; but he caught lier hand, his

own face pale as hers had turned.

^'Let go my hand, sir!" she cried, in so peremptory a

tone that he dropped it at once ;
" every word you speak

•"o me is an insult ! Let me go !"

" Only one moment, Winnie."
Again she interposed, her eyes quite flashing.

" Have the goodness, Captain Cavendish, to be a little

less familiar ; to cease calling me Winnie."
" What shall I call you, then ?" he said, with a strange

look, '^Miss Rose?"
Slie turned away, and made a little passionate gesture

with her hand.

You have no right to call me anything—to speak to

me at all ! I do not know what evil fate lias driven us

together here ; but if you have one feeling of honor, Cap-
tain Cavendish, you will leave me in peace—you will let

me alone. My lot is not such a happy one that you should

wish to destroy the little comfort I have left."

Her voice choked and something fell on her book and
wet it. The face of the English officer looked strangely

moved for him.
" Heaven knows, Winnie, 1 have no desire to disturb

it ; I have been a villain—we both know that—but des-

tiny was against me. I am poor ; I am in debt—I was
then—what could I do V

"Will you let me go?" was her answer, without turn^

ing her averted face to him.
" Am I, tlien, utterly hateful to you ?" he asked, with

some bitterness. " You have soon forgotten the past, but

I deserve it ! I do not ask what chain of circumstances

brought you here : I on\y ask, being here, that you will

not reveal the story of—of what is past and gone. Will
you promise me this, Winnie?"

What right have you to ask any promise of me ?"

she demanded, her gentle voice full of indignation.
" Very little, I know ; but still, I want the promisei

Winnie, for your own sake, as well as for me."
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" I am not likely U tell ; the stoiy of one's own follj

is not too pleasant to repeat. And now, in return, Gap
tain Cavendish, I want, 1 demand, a promise from you 1

We met last night as strangers, as strangers let us meet
henceforth. Go your own way. I shall not molest you,

never fear ; and be generous enough to grant me the same
favor. My hfe is to be one of hard work. 1 do not regret

that. Let me iind happiness in my own way, and do not

disturb me any more."
^' And it has all come to this !" he said, moodily, look-

ing out over the wide sea. " Well, Winnie, let it be as

you wish, only I never thought you could be so unforgiv-

ing."
" I liave forgiven long ago ; I want to ti-y and forget

as well !"

She walked rapidly away. Only, once had she looked

at him all the time—after that first glance of recognition,

her face had been averted.

Captain Cavendish watched her out of sight, took two
or three turns up and down the sand, and then strolled

away to his lodgings. Ills rooms were in the Speckport
House, fronting on Queen Street ; and after disposing of

his beefsteak and coffee with a very good appetite, he
seated himself near an open window, to smoke no end of

cigars and watch the passers-by.

A great many passers-by there were, and nearly all

stranger? to him ; bat presentlj^, two young men went
gtjutting past, arm-in-arm, and, chancing to look at his

window, lifted their hats in passing. A sudden thought
seemed to flash through the otficcr's mind as he saw them,
snd, seizing his hat. he started out after them. It was
young McGregor and Charley Marsh, and he speedily

overtook them.
1 have been pitting there for over half an hour," ho

said, taking Charley's other arm, familiarly, " watching
society go by, and yon two were the first I knew. Beiim
tired of my own company, I thought 1 would join yoa
{lave a cigar ?"

" You find Speckport rather slow, I suppose V' sai^
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Charley, ligliting his weed. "I should myself, if I had
nothing to do."

" Oh, I am used to it
;
and," with a droll look, " I have

discovered there is more than one pill to kill time, even in

Speckport."
" Already ! where do you mean ?"

Prince Street, for instance."

Charley laughed, and young McGregor smiled.
" You go there, do you ? Well, I have lived all my lile

in Speckport, but 1 have never set foot over the threshold

you mean, yet."
" Nor I," said young McGregor. " By George, wouldn't

the old man look half-a-dozen ways at once if he thought

I would dare look at it twice.''

There was a smile on Captain Cavendish's face, half

of amusement, half of contempt.

^'I am going there now, and w^as about asking you to

accompany me for an liour's amusement. Come on, better

late than never.''

Charley lnjsitated, coloring and laughing, but McGreg
or caught at the invitation at once.

" 1 say. Marsh, let us go ! I've always wanted to go
there, but never had a chance without the governor find-

ing it out, and kicking up the deuce of a row!"
"I have the entree," said Captain Cavendish ; "no one

will be the wiser, and if they should, what matter? It is

only to kill time, after all."

But still Charley hesitated, half laughing, half tempt-

ed, half reluctant. " That is all very well from Captain
Cavendish, nephew of a baronet, and with more money
than he knows what to do w^ith ; but it's of no use going

to that place with empty pockets, and medical students, it

is proverbial, never have anything to spare. No, 1 think

you must hold me excused."
" Oh, confound it, Charley," exclaimed McGregor,

impatiently, " I'll lend you whatever you want. Fetch
him along, captain ; what he says is only gammon."

"Perhaps," said the captain, with a cynical smile,
" Mr Marsh has conscientious scruples—some people have,

I am told. If 80 "



n too MAl^t mons lil TMM FIMM.

He did not iinisli the sentence, but tlic smile deepened
'That mocking smile did more to overthrow Charley's reso-

lution than any words could have done. He turned at

once in the direction of Prince Street • " The only scruj^les

I know anything about relate to weights and measures,

and I believe these are in a dram. I have a couple of hours

before dinnei
; so until then, I am at your service, captain."

The trio turned into Prince Street—a quiet street, with
*(:aid rows of white houses, and only one of any pretension,

at one of its quiet corners. Captain Cavendish ran up
the steps, with the air of a man perfectly at home, opened
the outer door and rang the bell. There were few people
passing, but Charley and McGregor glanced uneasily

about them, before going in, and closed the street door
after them with some precipitation.

Charley had told the captain he was at his service for

tw© hours, but over four passed before the three issued

forth again. Charley looked flushed, excited, and in high
spirits, so did Alick McGregor ; but Captain Cavendislx,

though laughing, was a trifle serious, too. " I had no idea

you were such an adept, Mr. Marsh," he was saying, " but
you must give me my revenge. Better luck next time."

" All right," said Charley, in his boyish way, " whenever
you like, now that the ice is broken. What do you say,

Mac?"
" I'm your man. The sooner the better, as I intend

keeping on until I make a fortune on my own account.

Would not the governor stare if he knew the pile I made
this morning."

As they passed into Queen Street, the town clock

itruck three. Charley looked aghast.
" Three o'clock ! I had no idea it was two. Won't

they be wondering what has become of me at home. I

feel as though I should like m}^ dinner."
" Dine with me," said the captain ;

" 1 ordered din-

ner at half-past three, and we will be in the nick of

time."

The two young Speckportians accepted the mvitation,

and the three went up crowded Queen Street together.

Streaming down among the crowd came Miss Cherri^
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Nettlebj. One kid-gloved hand uplifted her silken .obe,

and displayed an elaborately embroidered under-skirt to

the admiring beholder; the other poised a blue parasol;

and, gorgeous to behold, Miss Nettleby flashed like a

meteor througli Speckport. All the men spoke to her

—

idl the women turned up their fair noses and sailed by in

delicate disdain, Charley blushed vividly at sight of her.

"Don't blush, Charley," drawled young McGregor,
" it's too young-lady-like, but I suppose you can't help it

any more than you can being in love with her. Good
afternoon, Miss Cherrie."

Miss Cherrie smiled graciously, made them a bow that

ballooned her silk skirt over the whole sidewalk, and sailed

on. Charley looked as if he should like to follow her, but
that was next to impossible, so he walked on.

" Cherrie comes out to show herself every afternoon,"

explained Alick
;
"you don't know her, Captain ^Caven-

dish, do you ?"

" I have seen her before, I think. A very pretty girl."

" Charley thinks so—don't you, old fellow ? Half the

young men in the town are looney about her."

"I must make her acquaintance, then," said Captai'i

Cavendish, rnnning up the hotel steps. " The girl that

all are praising is just the girl for me. This way, gentle-

men."
While the triad sat over their dinner and dessert. Miss

Nettleby did her shopping—that is, she chatted with the

good-looking clerks over the counter, and swept past tlio

old and ugly ones in silent contempt. Cherrie was in no
hurry ; she had made up her mind before starting to go
through every drygoods store in Speckport, and kept her

.word. It was growing dusk when the dress was iinally

bought, cut olf, and paid for—a brig] it pink ground, with
a brighter pink sprig running through it.

••Shall we send it. Miss Ncttlcby?" insinuated the

gentlemanly clerk, tying it up with his most fascinating

smile.

" Of course," aaid Cherrie, shaking out her skirts with
an air; "Mr. JSettleby's, KedmDii Koad. Good evaaing,
Mr. Johnstoxi."

4
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Cherrie was soliloquizing as she gained the street.

" Now, I do wonder if he'll be home. They have tea

at six, I know, and it's only a quarter to six, now. I can

say I want a book, and he'll l)e sure to come home with
me. I must see that new teacher."

Walking very fast Cherrie reached Cottage Street ae

the clocks of Speckport were chiming six, and the laborers'

bells ringing their dismissal. Catty Clowrie was standing

in her own doorway, but Cherrie did not stop to speak, onl y

nodded, and knocked at Mrs. Marsh's door, Betsy Ann
opened it and Cherrie walked into the sitting-room, whci'e

a lire burned, warm as the afternoon had been, and Mrs.

Marsh, with a shawl about her and a novel in lier hand,

swayed to and fro in her rocking-chair. Miss Rose in the

parlor was trying her new piano, which Natty had ordered

that morning, and which had just come home.
"Dear me!" said Mrs. Marsh, looking up from the

book and holding out her hand, " is it you, Cherrie ? How
do you do ? Sit down."

Cherrie did so.

"I've been out all the afternoon shopping for Miss
Natty, and I thought I would call here before I went
home to ask you for another book. That last one was
real nice."

. " Of course. What were you buying for Natty ?"

" Oh, it was only a calico dress for Midge ; it's being

sent up. Mrs. Marsh, who's that playing the piano ?"

" That's Miss Rose, Natty's teacher. Have you seen

her yet?"

"No. How nice she plays. Don't she?"

"She plays very well. And so you liked that last

hook—what's this it was— ' Regina,' wasn't it ?"

" Yes," said Cherrie ;
" and oh, it was lovely. That

earl was so nice, and 1 liked Regina, too. What's that

you're reading ?"

This is ' Queechy '—a very good story. Did you
-^"/er read ' The Lamplighter?' I'll lend you that."

" Thank you, ma'am," said Cherrie. " It's getting lato.

i aappose I must go."

w "Stay for tea," said Mrs. Marsh, who liked Cherrie
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^it^s all ready, a d we are only waiting for Charley. 1

don't see where hc\« gone too ; ho wasn't home to dinner,

either."
" I saw him this afternoon," said Cherrie ;

^' him and
young McGregor and Captain Cavendish were goijig up
Queen SCreet."

"Was he? Perhaps they had dinner together there.

How did you know Captain Cavendish, Cherrie?"

"I saw him at Redmon. lie was up all yesterday

forenoon. 1 guess he is after Miss Natty."

Mrs. Marsli smiled and settled her cap.

" Oh, I don't know. Take off your things, Cherrie,

and stay for tea. It's of no use waiting for Charley. Betsy
Ann, bring us the teapot, and call Miss Iwose."

Cherrie laid aside her turban and lace, and was dulj

made accpiainted with Miss liose. Cherrie had heard the

new teacher was pretty, but she had hoped she was not so

rery pretty as this, and a pang of jealousy went through her

vain little heart. She had stayed for tea, hoping Charley

would partake of that repast with them, and afterward

escort her home ; but it commenced and was over, but

that young gentleman did not appear.

Miss Kose played after tea, and Cherrie lingered and
lingered, under pretense of being charmed ; but it got

dark, and still that provoking Charley did not come.
Cherrie could wait no longer, and a little cross and a goa l

deal disappointed, she arose to go.
" You will perish in that lace mantle," said Mi^s Rose,

kindly. " You had better wear my shawl ; these spring

nights arc chilly."

Cherrie a^-cepted the offer, rolled her lace up in aco])y

of the " 8pcckport Spoutcr," and started on her homeward
journey. The street lamps were lit, the shop windows
ablaze with illumination, and the cold, keen stars \\q.vq

cleaving sharp and chili through the blue concave above.

A pale young crescent moon shone serene in their midst,

but it might have been an old oil-lamp for all Miss Nettlel)j

carea, in her present irate and vexed frame of mind. But
there was balm i^ Gilead; a step was behind her, a man's
step, firm and (jul^ik ; a tall form w as making rapid Uead-
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way in her direction. Cherrie looked behind, half iright*

ened, but there was no mistaking that commanding pres-

ence, that military stride, in the handsome face with the

thick black nnsta3he, looking down upon her. Cherrie'a

heart was bounding, but how was he to know that.

" I knew it was you, Cherrie," he said, familiarly.

Are you not afraid to take so long and lonely a walk at

tliis hour
"I couldn't help it," said Cherrie, all her good humor

returning. " There was no one to come with me. I was
down at Mrs. Marsh's, and Charley wasn't home."

" 1 don't want you to go to Mi's. Marsh's, and I am
glad Charley wasn't home."

" I didn't go to see Charley," said Cherrie, coquettish-

Ij. " I wanted a book, and I wanted to see Miss Rose-
Do you know where Charley is ?"

" He is up at Redmon."
"And you are going there, too, I suppose."

"I am going to see you home, just now. Let m©
carry that parcel, Cherrie, and don't walk so fast. There's

no hurry, now that I am with yon. Cherrie, you looked
like an angel this afternoon, in Queen Street."

As we do not generally picture angelic beings in shot
silks and blue parasols, not to speak of turban hats, it is

to be presumed Captain Cavendish's ideas on the subject

must have been somewhat vague. Cherrie obeyed hi«

injunction not to hurry, and it was an hour before they
reached the cottage.

Captain Cavendish declined going in, but stood in the

shadow of the trees, opposite the house, tattling to her
for another half hour, then shook hands, and went to Lady
Leroy's, where he and Charley and Mr. Blake were to

spend the evening.

Yal and Charley were there before him, the former
having but just entered. The captain had not seen Yal,

but Yal had seen the captain, and watched him now
with a comical look, playing the devoted to Nathalie.

In Mrs. Leroy's mansion tliere was no lack of rooms
—^Natty had two to herself—sleeping-room adjoining the

old lady's, and a parlcr adjoining that. In was in thi*
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parlor N'atty received her own friends and visitorg. and
there the three gentlemen were now. Natty's rooms were
the only light and cheerful ones in the vast, gloomy old

house, and Natty had titted tliem up at her own expenfc.

Delicate paper on the walls
;
pretty drawings and land-

scapes, in water- colors, the work of her own artistic fin-

gers, hung around ; a lounge, cushioned in chintz ; an

arm-chair, cushioned in the same ; attractive triiies of all

sorts, books, a work-table, aiul an old piano—made the

apartment quite pleasant and home-like. The only thing

it wanted was a tire ; for it was essentially a bleak house,

full of draughts—but a tire in any room save her own
was a piece of extravagance Lady Leroy would not hear

of. So tJie gentlemen sat in their overcoats ; and Lady
Leroy, who luul been wheeled in, in her arm-chair, looked

more like an Egyptian mummy than ever.

Midge sat behind her, on her hunkers, if you know
what that is ; her elbows on her knees, her chin between
her hands, glaring balefnlly on Captain Cavendish, mak-
ing himself fascinating to her young mistress. If that

fallant young otiiccr had ever heard the legend of the

Ivil Eye, he might have thc.ught of it then, with Midge's
malignant regards upon him.

Lady Leroy, who dearly loved gossip, was chattering

like a supci-annuatad magpie to Vtil and Charley. Mr.
Blake was giving her what he knew of the captain's

history.

"His nnclc," said Val, "is a baronet—a Yorkshire
baronet at that—and Captain Cavendish is next heir to

the title. Meantime, he has nothing but his pay, which
would be enough for any reasonable man, but isn't a tithe

to him."
" And he wants a rich w^fe," said Lady Leroy, with a

8pit<*ful glance over at him. " Ah ! I see what he's com-
ing after, ^^'atty

!"

"Ma'am!" said Natty, looking up, and still laugh
ing at some anecdote Captain Cavendish had been m
lating.

Wliat arQ you laili^hing at r,he said, sharply.
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" Only at a story I have been listening to ! Do yo«
want anything ?"

" Yes. Go into my room and see what time it is."

" We bring Time with us/' said Mr. B^ake, producing
a watch as big as a small football ; it's five minutes to

nine."
" Then it's my bedtime ! Natty, go and make me my

punch. Midge, wheel me in, and warm the bed. Young
men, it's time for you to go."

Captain Cavendish and Yal exchanged an amused
glance and arose. Charley stepped forward and laid his

hand on the arm-chair.
" I'll wheel you in, Mrs. Leroy. Stand clear, Midge,

or the train will run into you. Go ahead, fellows, I'll be
after you."

You must not mind Mrs. Leroy's eccentricities, you
know," said I^atty, shaking hands shyly and wistfully at

the front door with the captain. ''Mr. Blake is quite

used to it, and thinks nothing of it."

" Think better of me, Miss Marsh. I do not mind
her brusqueness any more than he does ; in proof whereof
I shall speedily pay my respects at Redmon again. Good
night I"

" Tell Charley to overtake us. Good night, Natty
called Yal, striding down the moon-lit avenue, and out'

into the road.

Captain Cavendish lit a cigar, handed another to his

companion, took his arm and walked along, thinking.

The Nettleby cottage was in a state of illumination, as

they passed it ; and the shrieks of an accordion, atrociously

played, and somebody singing a totally different air, and
shouts of laughter, mingling together, came noisily to

their listening ears. Yal nodded toward it.

Cherrie holds a levee every night—the house is full

now. Will you come in ? ' All the more the merrier,' is

the motto there."

"No," said the captain, shrinking fastidiously;

I have no fancy for making one in Miss Cherrie't

menagerie.''
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**Does the objoctioii extend to Miss Clierrie herself?"

asked Mr. Blake, puffing energetically.

" What do I know of Miss Cherrie?"

"Can't say, only I should suppose you found ou(

something while seeing her home an hour ago, and stand-

ing making love to her under the trees afterward."

Captain Cavendish took out his cigar and looked at

him.
" Where were you ?"

" Coming through the rye—I mean the fields. The
next time you try it on, take a more secluded spot, my
dear fellow, than the queen's highroad !"

" Oh, hang it !" exclaimed the young officer, impa-

tiently ; it seems to me, Blake, you see more than you
have any business to do. Suppose I did talk to the little

girl. I met her on the road alone. Could I do less than

escort her home
" Look here," said Yal, " there is an old saying, ' If

you have too many irons in the lire, some of them must
cool.^ Now, that's your case exactly. You have too

many irons in the hre."
" I don't understand."
" Don't you ? Here it is, then ! This morning, bright

and early, I saw you promenading the shore with Miss
Rose. This evening, I saw you making up to Cherrie

Nettleby
;
and, ten minutes ago, you were as sweet as

iugar-candy on Natty Marsh. No man can be in love

with three women at once, without getting into trouble.

Therefore, take a friend's advice, and drop two of them,"
" Which two?"
" That's your affair. Please yourself."
" Precisely what I mean to do ; and now, Val, old

boy, kee]) your own counsel ; there's no harm done, and
there will be none. A man cannot help being polite to

a pretty girl— it's nature, you know; and, dear old fellow,

don't see so much, i f you can help it. It is lather an.

noying, and will do neither of us any good."
Perhaps Captain Cavendish would have been still

more annoyed had he known Val was not the only witness
of that little flirtation with Cherrie. As that young lady,
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"wKen he left her, after watching liun out of fight, wai
about crossing the road to go into the house, a voice sud-

denly called, Hallo, Clierrie ! How are you ?"

Cherric looked up greatly astonished, for the voice

came from above her head. Was it the voice of a spirit!

—if so, the spirit must have a shocking bad cold in the
head, and inclined to over-familiarity at that. The voic^

came again, and still from above.
" 1 say, Clierrie ! You put in a pretty long stretch of

courting that time ! I like to see you cutting out the roBt

of the Speckport girls, and getting that military swell ail

to yourself."

Cherrie beheld the speaker at last ; and a very sub-

stantial spirit he was, perched up on a very high branch
of a tree, his legs dangling about in the atmosphere, and
his hands stuck in his trowsers.

"Lor!" cried Miss JSTettleby, quite startled, "if it

ain't that Bill Blair ! I declare I took it for a ghost !"

Bill kicked his heels about in an ecstasy.

" Oh, crickey ! Wasn't it prime ! I ain't heard any-

thing like it this month of Sundays. Can't he keep
company stunning, Clierrie? I say, Charley's dished,

ahi't he, Cherrie ?"

"How long have you been up there, you young imp
asked Cherrie, her wrath rising.

" Long enough to hear every word of it! Don't be

mad, Cherrie—Oh, no, I never mentions it, its name is

never heard—-honor bright, you know.''

"Oh, if I had you here," cried Miss Nettleby
looking viciously up at him, " wouldn't I box your earg

for you'"
" Oh, uo, you wouldn't !' said Bill, swinging about.

" How was I to know when I roosted up here that yoq
were going to take a wiiack at courting over there. 1

was going over to Jim Tod's, and, feeling tired, I got up
here to rest. I say, Cherrie ? would you like to hear a

secret?"

Chenie would like nothing better, only before he told

she would rather got down. It gave her th^
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fidgets to look at him up there. Bill got lazily down
accordingly.

Now, what's the secret V asked the young lady.

" It's this," replied the young gentleman. " Do you
know who Captaiu Cavendish liappens to be ?"

"I know he's an EngUshman," said Gherrie; "all the

officers are that.''

" Yes ; but you don't know who his folks are, 1 bet/*

" No. Who are they 1 Very rich, 1 suppcee ?"

" Eich !" exclaimed Mr. Blair, contemptuously. " I

M,y, Cherrie, you won't tell, will you ? It's a secret."

" Of course not, stupid. Go on."

"Say, 'pon your word and honor."
" 'Fon my word ! JMow go on."
" Well, then," said Bill, in a mysterious whisper, " he's

—Queen Victoria's—eldest—son!"

"What !"

" I told you it was a secret, and it is. 1 heard him
telling my boss—Blake, you know, and they didn't think

I was listening. Queen Yictoria, when she was a young
woman, was married secretly to a duke, the Duke of

Cavendish, and had one son. When her folks found it

out—jimminy ! wasn't there a row, and the Duke was
beheaded for high treason, and she was married to Prince

Albert. Now, you'll never tell, will you, Cherrie f
"Never!" answered Cherrie, breathlessly. "Well?"
" Well, Captain Cavendish was brought up private,

and is the right heir to the throne ; and he expects his

mother to leave it to him in her will when she dies,

instead of the Prince of Wales. Now, if he marries you,

Cherrie, and I am pretty sure he will before long— then

yoa are <iueen of England at once."
" Now, Billy Blair," said Cherrie, puzzled whether

tt) believe his solemn face or not, " J do believe you're

telling lies."

"It's true as preaching, I tell you. Didn't I hear

'em with my own ears. That chap's sure to be King ol"

England ^ome day, and when you're queen, Cherrie, send
for Bill Blair to be your prime-minister. Ani mm \

miiat go~-go(Ml night

"
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IS 3 NATHALIE MAESH was not the onlj

person in existence who took a violent fanc)

to the pretty, pale little school-mistress, Miss
liose. Before the end of the month, Speck-
port prononiiced her perfection

;
though, to do

Speckport justice, it was not greatly given to overpraise.

Indeed, it was a common saying with the inhabitants that

Speckport would find fault with an archangel, did one
of these celestial spirits think fit to alight there, and the

very person most vehement in this assertion w^ould have
been the lirst in the backbiting. Yet Speckport praised

Miss Kose, and said their Johnnys and Marys had never
get on so fast in their A B abs, before, and the little ones

themselves chanted her praises with all their hearts. If

she appeared in the streets, they rushed headlong to meet
her, sure of a smile for their pains. They brought lier

flowers every morning, and a reproachful look was the

severest punishment known in the schoolroom. The old

women dropped their courtesies ; the old men pronounced
her the nicest young woman they had seen for many a

day, and the young men—poor things ! fell in love.

There was some one else winning golden opinions, but

not from all sorts of people. Only from young ladies,

who were ready to tear each other's deai- littio eyes out, if

it could have helped the matter : and the man was Captam
Ojorge Cavendish. Speckport was ])roud ro have him at

itB parties ; for was he not to be a baronet some day ? and

was his family in England, their Alma Mater, not as old

as the hills, and older? But he was an expensive luxury.

Their daughters fell in love with him, and their sons

spent their money frightfully fast with him ; imd all sons

Oi' daugl'lcrs got in return were fiiscin.ating smiles, courtly

k^^^i^rivl gaJkat spcecUos, wivi^ uot ;\ marry iini; viuu^
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chat was evident ; aud yet he did seem rather . eri with

Nathalie Marsh. Miss Marsh was the handsomest girl in

Speckport ; she would be the richest, and she was foi

certain the only one that ever had a grandfather—that id,

to speak of : in the course of nature they all had, perhaps

'mt the grandfathers were less than nobody—peddlers, rag

men, and fish-hawkers. But her father and grandfather

had been gentlemen born; audit is well to have good
blood in one's veins, even on one side. So the youiig

ladies hated Miss Marsh, and were jealous of each othci*

;

and that high-steppiug young heiress laughed in their

face, and walked and talked, and rode and sailed, and
sang and danced with Captain Cavendish, and triumphed
over them like a princess born.

It was June, and very hot. Speckport was being

grilled alive, and the dust Hew in choking simooms.
Cool through all the heat, Captain Cavendish walked

up Queen Street in the broiling noonday sun. Charley

Marsh and Alick McGregor walked on either side of him,
like that other day on which tliey had met Cherrie ; and
Charley's face w^as Hushed and clouded, and young
McGregor's drawn down to a most lugubrious length.

They had just come from Prince Street—an every-day

resort now ; and Charley and McGregor seldom left it of

that late without clouded expression. Captain Cavendish
was laughing at them both.

" All in the downs !" he cried ;
" nonsense, Marsh.

One would think you were ruined for life."

" I soon shall be at this rate. I owe you a smaJ
fortune now."

" Only fifty pounds," said the capta n, as careiessly as

if it were fifty pence, " a mere trifle."

"And 1 owe you twice as much," said young Mc-
Gregor, with a sort of groan ;

" won't there be the dickens
to pay when it's found out at home."

" Don't let them find it out, then," said Captain Caven-
dish, in the same off-hand manner.

" That's easily said. How am I to help it

"Your father has a clieck-book—-help yourself."

^^XUa^t wouild U killing t)ie gooso that laj's the gol<i<?#
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eggs," said Charley. " Let the old man find that out and
good-bye to Aleck's chance of ever seeing Prince Street
again. Here are my quarters —no use asking you in to

hear the row old Leach will make at my delay, I sup-

pose"
He nodded, with his own careless laugh, ini entered

the ofiice of Doctor Leach. Captain Cavendish looked at

his watch.

"Half-past eleven ! I believe I owe jour people a

call, McGregor ; so en avant
Miss Jeannctte McGregor was at home, and received

the captain and her brother in her boudoir, a charining

little room, with velvet-pile carpet, gilding, and ormolu,
and medallion pictures of celebrated beauties set in the

oval paneled walls. A copy of Longfellow, all gold and
azure, was in her hand ; she had once heard Captain Caven-
dish express his admiration of the great American poet

;

and having seen her brother and he coming up the front

steps, she had arranged this little tableau expressly for the

occasion. If there was one young lady in all Speckport who
more than another sincerely hated Nathalie Marsh, or more
sincerely admired Captain Cavendish, that one was Miss
McGregor. She had long been jealous of ISfatty's beauty,

but now she detested her with an honest earnestness that,

I think, only women ever feel. She kissed her whenever
they met ; she invited her to every party they gave ; she

made calls at Redmon : and she hated her all the time,

and could have seen her laid in her cofiin with the greatest

pleasure. It is a very common case, my brethren; Judas
tscariot was not a woman, but kisses after his fashion are

very popular among the gentler sex.

"Evangeline," said.Captain Cavendish, taking up her

book ;
" I always liked that, but never half sc well as since

I came to Speckport."
" Because you saw Miss Marsh in the character," said

Jeannette, laughing, as young ladits must, in these cases.

" Miss Marsh took her character very veil, but that is

not the only reason why I shall long remember that

laight."

A glajace accompanied tixis speech that brought «k glo^
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to Miss Mc(:Jrogors clieek ai-d a flutter to her heart.

Captain Caver.dish was a clever man. lie had more irong

in the fire tlian even Yal knew of, and allowed none of

them to cool ; and it does take a clever man to make lev®

discreetly to half-a-dozen women at once.

Natty looked stunning that night," put in Aleck
;

" she is the handsomest girl in Speckport."
" You think so—we all know that," said Jeannette,

flashing a spiteful glance at him ;
" you have been mak-

ing a simpleton of yourself about her for the last two
years. Why don't you propose at once."

" Because she wouldn't have me," blurted honest

Alick ;
" I wish to heaven she would ! I would soon do

the popping."
" Faint heart never won fair lady ; take courage and

try," said the captain.

Jeannette looked at him with her most taking smile.
" Are you quite sincere in that, Captain Cavendish ?"

"Quite! Whv not?"
" Oh, nothingl Only rumor says you are going to

carry a IBluenose bride back to Merrie England."
" Perhaps I may. You are a Bluenose, are you not.

Miss Jeannette ?"

Before Jeannette could answer, a sort of shout from
Alick, who was at the window, took their attention

Miss McGregor looked languidly over.
" Oh, how noisy you are ! What is it, pray ?"

The door-bell rang loudly.
" It's Natty herself and Laura Blair You ought to

have seen Natty driving up, captain ; she handles tht:

ribbons in tiptop style, and that black mare of Blairs is

no joke to drive."

Before he had finished speaking, fho, door opened, and
a servant showed in the two young ladies. Miss tfean-

netto sprang up with the utmost eliu^on, and kissed eacli

on both cheeks.
" You darling Natty ! It is ages since you were here.

Laura, how good it is of you to ff^tch l>er! for I know it

must have been you."
" So it was," said Laura, shaking hands with Captain
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Oavendisiio ''^
I haven t time, I haven't time, is alwayil

her cry, I tell her there will be time when we are all

dead- -won't there, captain?"

I presume so, itnless at the loss of Miss Laura Blair

the whole economy of creation blows up wntli a crash."

"And so you see," said Laura, sitting down on a

chair, and flirting out her skirts all around her, I drove

up to E-edmon this morning, with a great basketful of

English strawbernes the size of crab-apples, as a coaxer to

Lady Leroy ; and through their eloquence, and the

promise of another, got her to let Natty come to town
with me on business."

" On business ;" said Captain Cavendish ;
" that means

shopping."
" No, sir, it doesn't ; it means something serious, and

that you must take share" in. You, too, Jeannette, and
you, Alick, if we run short."

" Thank you," said Alick, " what is it ?"

"Why, you know," began Miss Blair, with tht air

of one about entering upon a story, " there's that Mrs.

Hill—you know her, Alick ?"

" What ! the wife of the pilot who was drowned in

the storm last week f
" That's the one," nodded Laura. " Well, she's poor

—Oh, dear me ! ever so poor, and her two children down
in the measles, and herself half dead wit^i rheumatism. 1

shouldn't have known a thing about it only for Miss^

Rose. I do declare Miss Ivose is next door to an angel

;

she found her out, and did lots of things for her, and told

me at last how poor she was, and asked mo to send iier

some things. So then I made up this plan."
" What plan ?" inquired Jeannette, as Laura stopped

for want of breath, and Nathalie sat listening with sai

amused look.
" Oh, didn't I tell you ? Why, we're going to have a

play, and every one of us turn into actors
;
admission,

half a dollar. Won't it be grand ?"

"And the play is Laura's own," sail Nathalie;
" nothing less than the adventures of TelemAchui
dramatized."
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That IS delightful," said Joaiiiiette, with epirkling

eyes. iiavG I a part, Laura ?"

" To be sui-e, and so has Natty, and myself, and
Captain Cavendish, and Yal Blake, and Charley Marsh,

and as many more as we want. The new wing that pa
has built to our house is jubt finished, and, being un-

furnisked, will make a lovely theater. Only a select

number of tickets will be issued, and the place is sure to

be crowded. The proceeds will be a little fortune to

Mri. Hill."
" You should have given Miss Rose a part, as she was

the head of it," suggested Alick.
" She wouldn't have it. I tried hard enough, but she

was resolute. She is such a timid little thing, you know,
and she would make a lovely nymph, too."

" What part have you assigned me ?" inquired Captain
Cavendish.

" Being a soldier and a hero, you are Ulysses, of

course
;
Charley is Telemachus ; Yal is Mentor—fancy

Yal with flowing white hair and he^rd, like an old nanny-

foat. Jeannette, you will be Calypso; Natty will take

lucharis
;

I, Penelope. I wanted Miss Rose to ho

Eucharis—the part would have suited her so well."
" I don't believe it would come natural to Charley to

make love to her," said Alick; "he'll have to, won't he,

if he is Telemachus?"
^*Yoii must change tl^e casts, Miss Blair," said the

captain, decidedly. "Jf Telemachus is to do the love-

making, I must be Telemaehus. Mr. Marsh and I must
fhanga"

"You would make such a nice Ulysses," s;iid Lniim,

mcditatingly, while Nathalie blushed; "but please your-

Bclf. You must all spend the evening at our liouse, and
when the whole dramatis persomje are gathered, we can

discuss and settle the thing for good, fix the rehearsal jmd
the night of the play. Don't fail to come."

" You need not be in a hurry," said Jeannette, as Laura
rose and was sailing off ;

" stnj for lunclicon."

"Couldn't possibly—jiruiinscd to leave Natty back
safe and sound in an houi-. and it ordy wants ten mmnle«
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now. If we fail o'je second, she will never get off for

rehearsals. Remember, you are all engaged for thii

evening."

The two long parlors of the Blairs were pretty well
filled that night with young ladies and gentlemen, and a

very gay party they were. There was so much laughing
and chaffing over it, that it was some trouble to settle pre-

liminaries; but Laura was intensely in earnest, and could

see nothing to laugh at, and Captain Cavendish commg
gallantly to her aid, matters were arranged at last. Charley
Marsh, who was a Rubens on a small scale, undertook to

paint the scenery, superintend the carpenters and the

machinery of the stage. The young ladies arranged the

costumes
;
everybody got their parts in MS. ; rehearsak'.

were appointed, and some time before midnight the

amateurs dispersed. In the June moonlight, the English

officer drove Nathalie home, and it was not all theatricals

they talked by the way. There was a good deal of trouble

about the thing yet, now that it ^ras finally started. In
the first place, there was that tiresome Lady Leroy, who
made a row every time ]Natty went to rehearsal, and re-

quired lots of strawberries, and jellies, and bottles of old

wine, to bring her to reason. Then they bungled so in

their parts, and wanted so much prompting, and Miss
Elvira Tod, sister to the Rev. Augustus, who was tall and
prim, and played Minerva, objected to wearing a tin shield,

and wanted to keep on her hoops.
" Now, Miss Tod," expostulated Laui-a, ready to cry,

*'you know the goddess Minerva always is painted with a

breastplate, to conceal her want of a bust ; and as for your
skeleton, you would be a nice goddess with hoo[g--*

wouldn't you V
On the whole, things progressed as favorably as could

be expected ; and the ev^entful night was announced, tick-

ets were issued and eagerly bought, and Spcckport was on
the qui vive for the great event. When the appointed

night came, the impromptu theater was crow^ded at an

early hour, and with nothing but the upper-crust, either,'

the military band, which formed the orchestra, piayod tk*
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"Nymf 'i's Dance'' mvisbingly, aod amid a breathleai

hush, ih'i curtain rose.

M/^ Hill, the destitute widow, was made happy next

day b<;' mme twenty pounds, the produce of the play, and

SpecVpoit could talk of nothing else for a week. The
^^peckport Spouter even went into personalities. Miss

"Nathalie Mai'sh,''' that journal said, "as Eucharis, aston-

ished every one. The tire, the energy, the ])athos of hoi

actin>r could not be surpassed by the greatest professionals

of the day. Captain Cavendish, as the hero, performed
his mrt to the life—it seemed more like reality than mere
actin^y ; and Mr. C. Marsh as Ulysses, and Miss Laura
Blair {/ts Penelope, were also excellent."

Oh the morning after this laudatory notice appeared

in the Spouter, a young gentleman, one of the employees
of ihhL olhce, walked slowly along Queen Street, his hands
thrui?.{. deep in his coat-pockets, his cap very nmch on one
side i.t his head, and his face lengthened \o preternatural

solep.nity. The young gentleman was Bill Blair; and
thac ne had something on his mind w^as evident, for his

couiicenance was seriously, not to say dismally, meditative.

lO^aching the office, he walked deliberately up stairs, en-

tered the outer room, swung himself nimbly up on the

handiest stool, and began flinging his legs about, without
tlie ceremony of removing his cap. Mr. Clowrie, the

only other occupant of the apartment, looked at him over

his desk with a frown.
" I thought Mr. Blake told you to be here at half-past

eix this morning, and now it's a quarter past eight,'' began
Mr. Clowrie ;

" if I was Blake, I would turn you out of

the office."

But you ain't Blake 1" retorted Master Blair ;
" so

don't ruffle your fine feathers for nothing, Jakey ! If you
had been up till half-past one this morning, perhaps you
wouldn't be any spryer than I am."

"What kept you up till that time ? Some devilment,
ril be bound."

"No, it wasnH," eaid Bill; "our folks, the whole
crowd but me, streaked off to the theatre ; so as I couldn't
ee the fun of playing Robinson Crusce at home, I just
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went over to Jim Tod's to have a game of all-fonre, and a

look at tlie pups, and they're growing lovely I didn't

mean to stay long, but some of the rest of the fellows

were there, and Jim had a box of cigars, and a bottle of

filierry he had cribbaged out of the sideboard, and it wa9
'Mi so jolly I'll be blowed if it didn't strike twelve before

we knew where we were."
" Well, now you've come, go to work, or there will be

precious row when the boss comes."
" Blake won't row," said Bill, nodding mysterioi^rJy

;

" but I know where there will be one before long.

Cracky, won't there be a iiare-np when it's found out !"

Mr. Clowrie laid down his pen and looked up.
" When what'fi found out ?"

" That's my secret," replied Bill, Avith a perfect shower
of mysterious nods. " I saw the rummiest go last night

when I was coming home ever you heard tell of."
" I don't believe it," said Jake, disdainfully

;
you're

always finding mare's-nests, and a lot they come to when
all's done !"

" Jake, look here I you won't tell, will you ?"

"Bosh ! go to work. What should I tell for?"
" Well, then," said Bill, lowering his voice, " I've found

out who stole that hundred pounds from old McGregor."
"Wkatr
" You remember that hundred pounds old McGregor

had stole a week ago, and that went so mysteriously ?

Well, I've found out who took it."

" You have !" cried Mr. Clowrie, excited ;
" why, thero's

I reward of fifty dollars out for the thief I"

Bill nodded again.
" I know it, but I ain't going to apply. You won't

cell-—lienor bright 1"

" I won't tell ! who was it ?"

"Don't faint if you can ! It was his own son^ Alick 1"

"Wha-a-tl"^
"Itellyoait was; I heard iiim eay so myself, last

night."

Mr. Clowrie sat thunderstruck, btaring. Master Blaii

went on

:
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Charley Marsh U in the mess too—I don't mean
about the moiiey-stealing, mind ! but Iiim and Sandy Mc-

Gregor are galloping tlie road to ruin at a 2.40 rate!"
" What do you mean
Bill looked round as il fearful the very walls would

hear him.
" They go to Prince Street, Jake ! I met them coming

out of a certam house there past twelve o'clock last

night !"

"By ginger!'' exclamied Mr. Clowrie, aghast. "You
never mean to say young McGregor stole the money to

gam—

"

" Ilu-sh-sh ! I wouldn't have it found out through
me for the world. It's all the work of that dandified

officer ; he was with them in a long overcoat, but I knew
him the minute I clapped eyes on him. They were talk-

ing about the bank-note, and tlie captain was laughing and
smoking away as jolly as you please ; but i saw Charley's

face as they passed a gas-lamp, and I swear he was as

white as a ghost !"

" I suppose he'd been losing."

"I reckon so, and Alick didn't look much bettei.

That captain's a regular scape—he's after Cherrie Nettle-

by as regular as clock-work now."
Mr. Clowrie scowled suddenly, but Bill clattered on

:

" I saw him twice last night ; once before I met them
in Pi-ince Street. It was about nine, and Cherrie was with
him. There the two of them were standing, like Paul
end Virginny, at the gate, making love like sixty ! That
Cherrie's the preciousest fool that ever drew breath, I do
think. Why don't you "

He stopped short in consternation, for the door swung
open and Val strode in, and, as he had done once before,

collared him. With the other hand he turned the key in

the lock to keep out intruders, and Bill fairly quaked, for

Yal's face looked ominous.
" Now, look youj Master Bill Blair," he began, ir a

tone exceedingly in earnest, " I have been listening out
there for some time, and I have just got this to say to you

:

if ever I find you repeat It to mortal man or woman, aui
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long {18 you live, I'll break every bone in your body 1 Th
you hear that f

Yes, Master Bill lieard, and jerked himself free with a

very red and sulky face.

" Don't forget, now !" reiterated Val ;
" I'll thrash you

within an inch of yo^ir life, as sure as your name's l>ill I

And you, Clowrie, if you want to keep yourself out of

trouble, take my advice and say nothing about it. IS^ow

get to work, you, sir, and no more gossiping."

Yal strode off to his own room, and sat down to look

over a file of exchanges, and read his letters. But he
could neither read nor do anything else with comfort this

morning. The boy's gossip had disturbed him more than

he would have owned ; and at last, in desperation, he
pitched all from him, seized his hat, and went out.

" I played Mentor the other night on the stage. I

think I'll try it in real life. Confound that Cavendish;
why can't he let the boy alone? I don't mind McGregor

;

he's only a noodle at best, and the old man can afford to

lose the money; but Charley's another e'^o^yl That
Cherrie, too! The fellow's a scoundrej^ and she's a---!

Oh, here she comes !"

Sure enough, tripping along, her blue parasol up, hei

turban on, a little white lace vail down, a black silk mantle
flapping in the breeze, a buff calico morning- wrapper, with

a perfect hailstorm of white buttons all over it, sweeping
the dust, came Miss ISTettleby herself, arrayed as usual for

sonquest. The incessant smile, ever parting her rosy lips,

greeted Yal. Cherrie always kept a large assortment of

different quality on hand for different gentlemen. Yal

greeted her and turned.
" Where are you going, Cherrie ?"

" Down to Mrs. Marsh's. I've got a book of hers to

return. How's Miss Jo
" She's well. I'll walk with you, Cherrie ; I have

something to say to you."

His tone was so serious that Cherrie stsired.

" Lord, Mr. Blake ! what is it ?"

" Let us go down this strecit—it is quiet. Cherrie,
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does Captain Cavendish go to see you every e'teniug in

the week ?"

" Gracious m(5, Mr. Bkkc !" giggled Cheiry, wliat *

question
!"

" Answer it, Cherrie."
I

" jSTow, Mr. Blake, I never ! if you ain't the oddest

man ! I shan't tell you a thing ahout it
!"

" He was with you last niglit, was he not V
It's none of your business !" said polite Cherrie ;»

" he has as much right to be with me as any one else, I

hope. You come yourself sometimes, for that matter."

Yes ; but I don't make love to you, you know."
" It wouldn't be any use for you if you did," said Misa

Cherrie, bridling.
" It's a different case altogether," said Val ; " you and

I are old friends—he is a stranger."
" He's not ! I've known him more than five weeks

!

If you only came to preach, Mr. Blake, I guess you had
better go back, and I'll find Mrs. Marsh's alone."

" Cherrie, I want to warn you—the less you have to

do with Captain Cavendish the better. People are talking

about you now."
" Let 'em talk," retorted Miss Nettleby, loftily ;

" when
Speckport stops talking the world will come to an end.

I'll just do as I please, and talk to whom I like ; and ii

everybody minded their own business, it would be better

for some folks.

"

"With which the young lady swept away majestically,

leaving Mr. Blake to turn back or follow if he pleased.

He chose the former, and walked along to Dr. Leach's
i)tKce. Charley was standing, looking out of the window,
iiid whistling a tune.

" Hallo, Yal I" was his greeting, " what brings you
here ? Want a tooth pulled, or a little bleeding, or a trifle

of physic of any kind 1 Happy to serve you in the ab-

sence of the doctor."

"^o, I don't want any physic, but I have come to

give you a dose. Are you alone ?"

''Quite. Leach went to visit a patient teu miaut-e^
ai^o. WUiikt'sthQBiattexl"
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" Everything's the matter ! What's thLi I hear jou
havo been about lately ?"

" Turning actor—do you mean that? Much obliged
trt yon, Tal, for the puff you gave me in yesterday's

Sponter.'*
" No, sir, I don't mean that ! Isn't Aliek McGregor

a nice fellow to rob his own father and you hia aider and
abettor? Fine doings that!"

Charley fairly bounded.
" Oh, the d ! Where did you find that out ?"

Never mind, I liave found it out ; that is enough !"

"Is it known ? Who else knows it?"
" Two that are not quite so safe to keep it as I am

!

No, I won't tell you who they are. Charley, what are you
coming to ?"

" The gallows, I suppose ; but I had no hand in that.

If McGregor took the money, it was his own doings, and
his father could spare it."

"What did he want of it ?"

"Am I his keeper ? How should I know?"
"You do know! When did you turn gambler,

Charley ?"

Charley turned round, his face white.
" You know that, too ?"

"I do ! McGregor stole the hundred pounds to pay a

gambling-debt to Captain Cavendish. And you—where
does your money come from. Marsh ?"

" I don't steal it," said Charley, turning from pale to

red ;
" be sure of that

!"

" Come, my boy, don't be angry. You know I don't

deserve that speech ; but surely, Charley, this sort oi

thing should not go on. , Where will it end?"
" Where, indeed ?" said Charley, gloomily. * Yal, I

wish you would tell me how you found this out?"
" Pshaw ! do you really expect to go in and out of the

most notorious gambling-house in Speckport, at all hours

of the day and night, and it not be discovered? You
ought to know this place better."

" That is true ; Jut how did that infernal business of

^(jGregor's Iqak Qut \ No oue knew it but our^^vQ^k"
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"It has leaked out, and is known to two perscias, who
may blow on yon all at any moment."

" And I wanted to keep it from Natty. Yal, old fellow,

do tell me who they are."

" You know I won't ; it would do no good. CLarley,

I wish you would stop in time."
" Stuff ! it's no hanging matter after all. Dozens go

th«*re as well as I
J'^

" You won't g±ve it up, then ?"

"Not until I win back what I have lost. My coifeis

are not so full that I can lose without trying to win it

back. Don't talk to me, BLike, it's of no use ; win I must,

there is no alternative. Won't Alick go into white hor
ror when he finds the murder's out ?"

Yal turned to leave.

" You're going, are you said Charley. " I need hard

ly tell you to keep dark about this ; it will only mar, not

mend matters, to let it get wind. Do:i't look so solemn,

old boy, all's not lost that's in danger."

Yal said nothing—what was the use ? lie passed out
and went home to his domain.

"I knew how it would be," he said to himself,

going along ;
" but I have done my duty, and that's satis-

factory. I'll keep my eye on you. Captain Cavendish, and
if ever I get a chance, won't I play you a good turn for

thill"

CHAPTER IX.

WOOED AND WON.

ND if ever I find her going prancing round
with liim any more," said Lady Leroy, claw-
ing the air viciously with her skinny fi^ngcrs,

"or letting him come home with her again,

I'll turn her out of doors, I wilK as sure
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" Which it isn't," said Midge ;
^* for I was christenevi

Prisciller. And as for turning her out, jou know right

well, ma'am, jou caii never get along wiihout her, so

whore's the good of your gabbing."

The dialogue between mistress and maid took place,

of course, in the former's room, which she rarely left.

Midge was preparing lier ladyship's dinner, all the cooking
being done in the chamber, and all the edibles being kept
nnder lock and key, and doled out in ounces. Midge and
Lady Leroy fought regular pitched battles every day over

the stinted allowance awarded her ; and E"atty had to come
to the resue by purchasing, from her own private purse,

the wherewithal to satisfy Midge. No other servant would
have lived at Redmon on the penurious wages the old lady

grumblingly gave, probably on no wages at all, considering

the loneliness of the place, its crabbed and miserly mistress,

and hard work ; but Midge stayed, through her love of

Nathalie, and contradicted aad bickered with Lady Lero^
from morning till night. In the days when the Marshes
were rich and prosperous, Midge had been a hanger-on of

the household, doing pretty mxich as she pleased, and com-
ing and going, and working or loafing as she liked. She
had saved Charley's life once, nearly at the risk of her
own, and loved him and Nathalie with a depth of self-

sacrificing and jealous tenderness few would have given

her credit for. Nathalie was good to her always, consid-

erate and kind, putting up with her humor and querulous-

ness, and ready to shield her from slights at any time.

Midge scolded the young lady roundly on many an occa-

sion, and Natty took it good-humoredly always. She was
out now, and Lady Leroy's wrath had been kindled by
something that had happened the preceding niglit, and
which she had found out through Cherrie Nettleby, for

Midge told no tales. Captain Cavendish, contrary to her

express orders, had seen Nathalie home from a little socia-

ble at her mother's. Yal, Miss Jo, Laura Blair, Cattj'

Clowi'ie, Jeannotte and Alick McGregor, Charley, and
Captain Cavendish only had been there; for some pick

pauper Iiad sent for Miss Hose, and she had gone, glad to

^facape. Cherrivi had mm tlio captain and Mifis Marsh
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pass tho cotta(n3, and, spiteful and jealous, liad tattled next
morning. Lady Leroy disliked Captain Cavendish—she
•did most people for that matter, but she honored him with
especial aversion. Nathalie had gone off after breakfast

10 Speckport, to attend to her music-pupils and visit t';^'

school. Cherrie had come in afterward to retail tho town-

gossip, and had but just departed ; and now the old ladj

was raging to Midge.
"I tell you, Midge, I don't like him !" she shrilly ci-icd,

''I don't like him, and I don't want him coming here."

"No more don't I," retorted Midge, "I'd go to his

hanging with tlie greatest pleasure ; but where's tlie odds?
lie don't care Nvhether we like him or not ; he only laughs

and jeers at both of us, so long as she does."

"It ain't her he likes," said Lady Leroy, "it's my
money, my money, that I've pinched and spared to save,

and that he thinks to squander. But I'll be a match for

him, and for her too, the ungrateful minx, if she thinks to

play upon me."
"She ain't an ungrateful minx, ma'am!" sharply con-

tradicted Midge ; "she's better nor ever you were or ever

will be! She lives shut up here from one week's end to

t'other, slavin' herself for you, and much she gets for it

!

She can do what she likes with the money when you're

dead!''

Lady Leroy's face turned so horribly ghastly at this

speech that it was quite dreadful to look at. The thought
of death was her nightmare, her daily horror. She never
thought of it at all if she could, and thus forcibly reminded,
her features worked for a moment as if she liad a lit. I><.:i

Midge grew a little scared at what she had done.
" There, ma'am !" she cried, " you needn't go into lits

about it. My speaking of it won't make yon die any sooner.

I dessay you're good for twenty years yet, if your appetite

holds out I"

The old woman's livid face grew a shade less deathlike.
" Do you think so. Midge ? Do you think so
" Oh, I think so fast enough ! Folks like you always

\% euro to spin oat till everybody's tirej to death of 'em,«
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Here's jour dinner ready now; so swallow it md save

your breath for that !"

The sight of her meals always had an inspiring effect

on the mistress of Redmon, and Natty was for the moment
forgotten. Perhaps it might have spoiled her appetite a

little had she seen the way that young lady was returning

home, and in what company. Not walking discrectlj

along Redmon road, and not alone. In the pretty boat,

all white and gold, with the name "Nathalie" in golden
letters—the boat that had been poor Alick McGregor's
gift—a merry little party were skimming over the sunlit

waves, reaching Redmon by sea instead of land. The
snow-white sail was set, and Nathalie Marsh was steering

;

the sea-wind blowing about her tangled yellow curls, flut-

tering the azure ribbons of her pretty hat, deepening the

roses in her cheeks, and brightening the starry eyes. She
sang as she steered, " Over the Sea in my Fairy Bark/''

and the melodious voice rang sweetly out over the wide
ftea. Near her Captain Cavendisli lounged over the side,

watching the ripples as they flew along in the teeth of the

breeze, and looking perfectly content to stay there forever.

Beside him sat Laura Blair, and, near her, Miss Jo Blake.

Laura was often with Miss Jo, whom slie liked, partly for

her own sake—for she was the best-natured old maid that

ever petted a cat—and partly for her brother's, whom Miss
Blair considered but one remove from an angel.

The quartet had " met by chance, the usual way," and
Nathalie had invited him to have a sail. She had rowed
herself to town in her batteau, but the sail back was incon-

ceivably pleasanter. As the batteau ran up on the beach

])elow Redmon, Natty did not ask them to the house, but
no one was surprised at that. They acv3ompanied her to

the gate. Captain Cavendish slinging the light oars over

his shoulder.
" And you will be at the picnic day after to-morrow^

without fail," Laura was saying to Nathalie.

"Can't promise," replied Natty. "Mrs. Leroy may
take it into her head to refuse permission, and I have l)cei/

^ut a great deal lately."

^' I don't care," said I-^aura^ yc must come 1 I f Mrs,,
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Lcr'^j turns inexorable, I will go up with a basket of

orang'js and let them plead in your behalf. You see,

captain, we have to 'stay that old lady with flagons and

comfort her with apples ' when we want Natty very badly,

ind she turns refractory."

All the oranges in Seville would not be thrown away
in such a cause. I3y all means, Miss Marsh, come to the

picnic."

Spcckport was famous for its picnics, and excursions

by land and water. This one was the lirst of the season,

and was to be held on Lady Leroy's grounds—a pretty

high price having to be paid for the privilege.

There won't be any fun without you, Natty," said

Miss Jo ; "I won't hear of your absenting yourself at all.

Is Miss Rose to have a holiday on the occasion ?"

" I offered her one, but she declined ; she did not care

for going, she said."

"What a singular girl she is!" said
,
Laura, thought-

fully ;
" she seems to care very little for pleasure of any

kind for herself ; but the poor of Speckport look upon
her as an angel sent down expressly to write their letters,

look after them in sickness, make them beef-tea, and teach

tlieir children for nothing. I wish you would make hei

go to the picnic. Natty, and not let her mope herself to

death, drudging in that horrid school-room."

Captain George Cavendish, leaning on the oars he had
been carrying, seemed not to be listening. He was look-

ing dreamily before him, seeing neither the broad green
fields with the summer sunlight sleeping in sheets of gold

upon them, nor the white, winding, dusty highroad, nor
the ceaseless sea, spreading away and away until it kissed

the horizon-sky, nor tall Miss lilake, nor even the two
pretty girls who talked. It had all faded from before

.liim ; and he was many a mile away in a strange, foreign-

,

looking city, with narrow, crooked streets, tilled with
foreign-looking men and women, and priests in long black

soutanes, and queer hats, and black nuns and gray nuns,

and Notre Dame nuns and Sisters of Charity and Mercy,
all talking in French, and looking at each other with dark
Canadian eyes. He wis back in Montreal, he saw tha
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Cliamp-de-Mars, tlie Place d Arme, the gi-e^t eonveutfi^

tlic inmiiaerable cliurclies with their tall crosses pointing
to the lieavcn we are all trying to reach, and he saw liira-

sclf beside 6110—fairer in his eyes than all the dusky
Canadii^n beauties in the world, witn their purple-black
hair and great Hashing black eyes. " Winnie! Winnie!
Winnie!" his false heart was pass:.';nately crying, as that

old time came back, and golden-liaked, violet-eycd Nath-
alie Marsh was no more to hiui than if she had been but
the fantasy of a dream. lie had Hi: ted and played the

lovci" to scores; played it so long and iio often that it had
become second nature, as necessary as th'3 air he breathed

;

but he had only loved one, and he ceeri^^d in a fair way
of going on to the end. lie had been r traitor, but he
could not forget. The girl he had jilted was avenged if

she wished for vengeance : no pang he had ever given
could be keener than what he felt himself

A laugh aroused him, a meriy, girlish laugh. He
awoke from his dream with a start, and found them all

looking at him.
" So you have aw^oke at last," laughed Laura. " Three

times have I told you we were going, and there you stood,

staring at emjDty space, and paying no more attention than

if you were stone-deaf. Pray, Captain Cavendinh, where
were you just now ?"

Before he could answer, the gate against which Nath-
alie leaned was pushed violently open, and the thicjk

dwarhsh figure and unlovely face of Midge w^as thrust

out—not made more prepossessing by an ugly scowl.

"Miss Natty," she shrilly cried, "I want to know if

v'ju mean to stand hci'e all day long ? It's past two now,
and when you go up to the house, pcj'haps the old woman
won't give it you—and serve you right, too !" added Miss

Midge, sotto voce.

"So late!" Nathalie cried, in alarm. "I had no

Idea of it Good-bye, Miss Jo
;

good-bye, Laura. I

xnust go !"

She had smiled and nodded her farewell to the «:ap-

taiu, and was off hke a (hrt Midge slammed the gat^ io
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In considerable consternation^ Nathal^ic ran iip-stairs

and into the awful presence of the mistress oi the house.

She knew well she was in for a scolding, and was bracing

herself to meet it.

Lady Leroy had never been so furiously angiy since

the first day the young lady had entered beneath her roof,

and the storm burst befox'e Miss Marsh was fairly in the

I'oom. Such a tempept of angry words, such a tornado of

r,colding, such a wrathful outbreak of old woman's fury,

it has been the ill-fortune of bnt few to hear. Nathalie

bore it like a heroine, without flinching and without re-

treat, though her cheeks were scarlet, and her blue eyes

flashing fire. She had clinched one little hand involun-

tarily, and set her teeth, and compressed her lips, as if to

force herself not to fling back the old woman's rage in

her face ; but the struggle was hard. Passionate and
proud Nathalie's nature was, but the fiery steeds of pride

and passion she had been taught, long ago, at her father's

knee, to rein with the curb of patience. But I am afraid

it was not this Christian motive that held her silent always

under Lady Leroy's unreasonable abuse. Ambition was
the girl's ruling passion. With her whole heart and soul

she longed for wealth and power, and the first of these

priceless blessings, in whose train the second followed,

could only be obtained through this vituperative old bel-

dame. If Nathalie let nature and passion have their

way, and flung back fury for fury, she would find herself

incontinently turned out of doors, and back again, prob-

ably, the day after, in that odious school-room, wearing
out her heart, and going mad slowly with the dull drudg-
ery of a poor teacher's life. This motive in itself waa
Btrong enough, but of late days anotlier and a stronger

had been added. If she were Miss Marsh, tiie school-

mistress. Captain Cavendish, the heir of a baronet, would
doubtless admire, and—have nothing whatever to say to

her; but Miss Marsh, the heiress of Eedmon and of Lady
Leroy'? 'housands, was quite another thing, lie was poor
now, comparatively speaking

; slie knew that—how sweet
it would be to lay a fortune at the feet of the man she
loved I Some day in the bright future he would lay a
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title at her fair feet in return, and all her iieams of lovd^

ani power, and greatness, would be more than realized.

Not that Nathalie for one instant fancied George Caven-
dish sought her for her fortune- -she would have flung

back such a suspicion furiously in the face of the profferer

—but she knew enough of the fitness of things to be aware
that, however much he might secretly adore her rose-hued

cheeks, golden liair, and violet eyes, he con Id never marry
a portionless bride. On this tiger-cat ohl Tartar, then, all

these sweet dreams depended for their fruition ; and she

must pocket her pride, and eat humble pie, and make no
wry faces over that unpalatable pastry. She must be pa-

tient and long-sulfering now, that she might reign like a

princess royal Iiereafter ; so while Lady Leroy stormed
and poured no end of vials of wrath on her ward's un-

fortunate head, that young person only sliut her rosy lips

the harder, and bated her breath not to reply. We are so

strong to conquer ourselves, you see, when pounds, shil-

lings, and pence are concerned, and so weak and cow^ardly

to obey the commands of One who was led " as a lamb to

the slaughter, and who opened not his mouth." So Nath-
alie stood, breathing quick, and only holding herself from
riying at her tormentress by main force, and Lady Leroy
stormed on until forced to stop from want of breath.

" And now, Miss," she wound up, her little eyes glar-

ing on the young lady, " 1 should like to know what
youVe got to say for yourself."

" I have nothing to say," replied Nathalie, speaking

for the first time.
" Oh, I dare say not! All T say goes in one ear and

^eat t'other, doesn't it, now? Ain't you ashamed of your-

:03\f
,
you minx ?"

" No !" quietly said Nathahe.
Mrs. Leroy glared upon her witli a look of fury, hor

v-ibly revolting in that old and wrinkled face.

" Do you mean to say you'll ever do it again ? Do
jou mean to say you'll go with that man any more? Do
jou mean to say you defy and disobey me ? Tell me I"

cried Lady Leroy, clawing the air as if she were clawing
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the eves out of Captain Uavendish's handsome head, "tell

me ii you mean to do this
!"

" 1 es !" v/as the fiery answer flaming in the giri'p

crimson cheeks and flasliing eyes, " I defy yon to the

death !" But prudence sidled up to her and whispered,

''Heiress of Redmon, remember what you risk !" and so--

oli, that I should have to tell it !—Nathalie Marsh smoothed
her contracted brows, vailed the angry brightness of lie;

blue eyes under their sweeping lashes, and steadily said :

"Mrs. Leroy, you know I have no wish to willfully .

defy or disobey you. I should be sorry to be anything

but true and dutiful to you, and I am not conscious of

being anything else now."
"You are— you know you are!" the old woman pas

sionately cried. "You know I hate this man—this

spendthrift, this fortune-seeker, this smooth-spoken, false-

hearted hypocrite ! Give up this man—promise me
never to speak to him again, and then I will believe

you 1"

Nathalie stood silent.

" Promise," shrilly screamed Lady Leroy, " promise or

else
"

She stopped short, but the white rage in her distorted

face finished the sentence with emphasis.
" I v/ill promise you one thing," said Nathalie, turning

pale and cold, " that he shall not come to Redmon any
more. You accuse him unjustly, Mrs. Leroy—he is none
of the things you say. Do not ask me to promise any-

thing^else—I cannot do it
!"

What Lady Leroy w^ould have said to this Nathalie

never knew ; for at that moment there came a loud knocl:

at the front door, and Miss Marsh, only too glad to escape,

flew down to answer it.

The alarm at the outer door proved to come from
Charley Marsh ; and Nathalie stared, as she saw how pale

and haggard he looked—so unlike her bright-faced

brother.
" What ?ils you, Charley ?" she anxiously asked. " Are

you sick?"

"Sick? Nol Why shouldlbesickr
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" You are as pale and worn-looking as if jou had been
il] for a month. Something has gone wroi g."

"I have heen up all night,'' said Cha.'lej, omitting^

however, to add, playing billiards.^ " That's whj. Nath-
alie," hurriedly and nervously, have you any money ? I

can't ask before that old virago up-stairs."

" Money ! Yes, 1 have some. Do you want it ?"

" I want you to lend me as much as you can, for a

short time. There !" he said, impatiently, " don't begin

asking questions, Natty. I want it parti cnLarly, and I

will pay you back as soon as I can. How much ha^o you
got

" I have nearly twenty pounds, more or less. Will
that do?"

" It will help. Don't say anything about it, Natty,

like a good girl. Who's in ?"

" No one but Mrs. Leroy. Won't you come up ?"

"I must, I suppose. Get the njoney wliile I am talk-

ing to her, and give it to me as I go out. What a solemn
face you have got. Natty!"

He laughed as he spoke—Charley's careless, boyish

laugh, hut Nathalie only sighed as tliey ascended the stairs

together.
" Mrs. Leroy has been scolding ever since I came from

town. If ever a fortune was dearly bought, Charley, mine
will be."

" Paying too dear for your whistle—cli ? Never mind,
Natty! it can't last forever, and neither can I.ady Leroy."

All the shadow had gone from Charley's brow, and
the change was magical. Whether it was the promise of

the money, or his natural elasticity of s])irit rebounding,

he knew best ; but certainly when he shook hands with
the mistress of the domain, the sunshine outside was not
brighter than his handsome face. Mrs. Lc-ioy i-athcr hked
Charley, which is saying folios in the young man's favor,

considering how few that cantankerous old cat admitted

to her favor—but every one liked (vharley Marsh.
While Nathalie went to her own room for the money^

Nathalie's brother wa'S holding Mrs. Leroj^ spell-bound

with his brilliant flow of conversation. All the gossip acd
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Bcandal of Speckport was retailed—business, ][)i.easiu*e,

fashion, and lights, related with appetizing gusto ; and

where the reality fell short, Mr. Marsh called upon his

iiv^ely imagination for a few extra facts. The forthcoming

picnic and its delights were diitUissed, and Charley advised

ner to strain a point and be p:.'esent.

" Midge can wheel you about the held, you know, in

your chair," said Charle3^ "You won't take cokl—tlie

day's sure to be delightful, and I know every one wil]

enjoy themselves ten times better for having ycu there.

You had better come. Yal Blake and I will carry you
down stairs

!"

To the astonishment of Nathalie, Mrs. Leroy assented

readily to the odd proposition ; and Charley departed,

having charmed the old lady into utter forgetfulness, for

the time being, of her antipathy to Captain Cavendish.

Speckport could talk of nothing for a week beforehand
but the picnic—the first of the season. All Speckport
was going, young and old, rich and poor. Admission,
twenty-five cents

;
children, half price.

The Redmon grounds, where the picnic was to be
held, were extensive and beautiful. Broad velvety fields,

green lanes, among miniature forests of fragrant cedar

and spruce, and all sloping down to the smooth, white
Bands of the beach, with the gray sea tramping dully in,

and the salt spray dashing up in your face. And " I liopc

it won't be foggy ! I do hoj^e it won't be foggy !" was
the burden of every one's cry ; the fog generally choosing

to step in and stay a week or two, whenever Speckport
proposed a picnic. How many blinds were drawn aside

m the gray and dismal dawn of that eventful morning,
and how many eager pairs of eyes, shaded by night-cap

borders, turned anxiously heavenward ; and how delight-

edly they were drawn in again ! for, wonderful to tell,

the sky was blue and without a cloud, and the sun, rising

in a canopy of rose and amber, promised all beholders a

day of unremitting sunshine.

Before nine o'clock the Redmon road was alive with
|>eople— all in gorgeous array. Before ten, the droves of

men, women, and children increased fourfold, and the
5*
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dust vvas p<>'netiiing awful. The sun fairly I lazed in th«
sky; had it ever sh.n.3 s dazzlingly before, or was thers

ever so brilliantly blue a sky, or such henps and heaps of

billows of snowy white, floating through it ? Before eleven,

that boiling seaside sun would have grilled you alive only

for the strong sea-breeze, heaven-sent, sweeping up from
the bay. Through fiery heat, and choking dust, the crj

was btill they come," and iiedmon grounds swarmed with

people, as the lields of Egypt once sw^armed with locust.

A great arch of evergreens surmounted the entrance-gate,

and the Union Jack floated loyally over it in the morning
sunshine. The clanging of the band and the roll of the

drum greeted your delighted ears the moment you en.tered

the fairy arch, and you found yourself lost and bew^ildei'ed

in a sea of people you never saw before. The swings

were flying with dizzying velocity, young belles went up
until the toes of their gaiters nearly touched the Armament,
and your head reeled to look at them. Some two or three

hundred ladies and gentlemen were tripping the light

fantastic toe to the inspiring music of a set of Irish quad-

rilles ; and some eight hundred spectators were gathered

in tremendous circles about them, looking on, gazing as if

never in all their lives had so glorious and wonderful a

- vision as their fellow-sinners jigging up and down,
dazzled their enchanted eyes. The refreshment tents were
in such a crowded and jammed and sufl'ocating state, that

you could see the steam ascending from them as from an

escape-valve ; and the fair ones behind the tables, be-

wildered by two dozen clamorous voices, demanding the
" attention of each one at once, passed pies and tarts, and
sandwiches and soda water, and coffee and cakes frantically

and at random, and let little boys feed in corners unnoticed,

and were altogether reduced to a state of utter imbecility

by the necessity of doing half a dozen things at one and

the same time. Fink and blue, and yellow and green

ribbons fluttered, and silks and muslins and bareges trailed

the grass and got torn off the waist by masculine boot-

heels ; and the picnic was too delightful for description,

and, over all, the tiery noonday Jwly sun blazed like a

wheel of fire, and the sea wind swept up fresh and deli
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eioue, and the waves sang their old song down on the

shore, and no one listened to their mystic i:iUsic or won-
dered, like poor little Paul Dombey, what they were
saying.

No one ! Yes, there was one sitting on a green bank,

all alone, who had been very busy all morning until now,
arranging tables and waiting on hungry pieasure-seektrn,

making little boys and girls behave themselves, and
swinging little people who could get no one else to attend

them. The breeze that set the tall reeds and fern at

fandangoing waved her black barege dress, and flung

back tlie little black lace vail falling from lier hat. Tired

and hot, slie had wandered here to listen to the waves and
to the tumult behind her.

What were the thouglits of the man who leaned against

a tall tamarack tree and watched the reclining hgure as a

cat does a mouse? There are some souls so dark that all

the beauty of earth and heaven are as blank pages to them.
They see w^ithout comprehending, without one feeling of

thouglitfulness for all the glory around them. Surely it

were better for such to have been born blind. This man
saw no wide sea spreading before him, glittering as if

sown with stars. There was more to him worth watching
in one flutter of that thin black dress on the bank than in

all the world beside, and he stood and watched with his

eyes half closed, waiting until she should see him.

He had not to wait long. Some prescience that some-
thing out of harmon}^ with the scene w\as near, made 4ier

restless. She rose up on her elbow, and looked round—
a second after, her face flushed, she was up off the grass

and on her feet. The man lifted his hat and advanced.
" Pardon my intrusion, Winnie—Miss Rose, and—no,

no—I beg you will not go !"

She had made to turn away, but he himself interposeci

—something of agitation in his manner, and it was but
rarely, indeed, Captain George Cavendish allowed himself
to be agitated. She stopped gently enough, the surprised

flush faded out from her face—that pretty, pale face,

tranquil as face could be, was only very grave.
" If you have anything to say to me, Captain Caveor
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difih, please to saj it quickly. I do not wish to be seoa

here."
" Is it such a disgrace, then, to be teen foi one pool

instant with me he said, bitterly.

She did not reply, save by an impatient tapping of one
foot on the grass, and a backward glance at tlie crowded
grounds.

"Winnie!" he broke out, passionately, as if stung by
her manner, "have you turned into aliirt? Have you
entirely forgotten what is past? You cannot—you can-

not have ceased altogether to care for me, since 1 cannot,

do what I will, forget you !"

Miss Rose looked at him—steadily, quietly, gravely,

out of her brown eyes. If he had hoped for anything,

that one look would have shivered his air-castles as a stone

shivers brittle glass.

"I told you once before, Captain Cavendish, that such

words from you to me were insults. The past, where you
are concerned, is no more to me than if you had never ex-

isted. I have not foi'gotten it, but it has no more power
to move me than the waves there can move those piles of

rock. No ! 1 have not forgotten it. I look back often

enough now with wonder and pity at myself, that I ever

should have been the idiot that I was."

His face turned crimson at the unmistakable earnest-

ness of her words.
" Then I need scruple or hesitate no longej," he said,

launching his last pitiful shaft. " I need hesitate no lon-

ger, on your score, to speak the words that will make one

who is rich and beautiful, and who loves rie, happy. I

iMime here willingly to make what atonement I could for

the past, by telling you beforehand, lest the shock of my
marriage -"

He stopped in actual confusion, but raging inwardly

at the humiliation she was making him feel—this poor

little pale schoolmistress, whom he could have lifted with

one hand and flung easily over the bank. She was smiling

as she listened to him, a smile not of mockery or disdain,

only so gallingly full of utter indifference to him.

^ " There is no atonement necessary," she said, with that
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oonscioiis smile kiiH hovering on l.er lips; ^'noue, i assure

you. I have no hard feelings toward you, Captain Cav-

endish, nothing to resent or forgive. If I was an idiot, ii

was ray own fault, I dare say, and I would not blot out

one day that is gone if I could. MaiTy when you will,

marry as soon as you please, and no one will wish you joy

mo)"e sincerely on your wedding day than I."

It halfmaddened him, that supremu indifference, that

serene face. He knew that he loved hex, herself, and her

alone ; and while he fancied her pining and love-lorn, he

V7as veiy well satished and quite complaccxit over her case.

But this tui-n of the story was a little too mortifying to

any man's pride to stand, and the man a lady-killer by pro-

fession at that.

" 1 don't believe it," he said, savagely, '^'you have not

forgotten—you cared for me too much for that. I did

not think you could stoop to falsehood while playing the

role of a saint."

Miss Rose gave him a look—a look before which, with

all his fury, he shrank. She had turned to walk away,
but she stopped for a moment.

1 am telling no falseliood. Captain Cavendish : before

1 stoop to that, I pray I may die. You know in your
heart I mean what I say, and you know that you believe

me. I have many things to be thankful for, but chief

among them, when I kneel down to thank God for his

mercies, I thank him that I am not your wife !"

She walked slowly away, and he did not follow her;

he only stood there, swallowing the bitter pill, and digest-

ing it as best he might. It was provoking, no doubt, not

to be able to forget this wretched little school-ma'am, while
she so coolly banished him from her memory—so utterly

and entirely banished him; for Captain Cavendish knew
better than to disbelieve her. lie had nlted her, it is true,

as he had many another ; but where was his triumph now i

If he could only have forgotten her himself ; but when
the gi-a])es were within his reach, he had despised them,
and now that they grew above his head, and he did want
tlieni, it was exasperating that he could not get thern.

*U'ah!" ho thought bitt(,n;l.)s/' what a tool I uiu] J
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could not marry her were she ever so wilhug uow, anj
more than I could then. This cursed debt is drii^ging me
to—perdition—1 was going to say, and I mii-t niany a for-

tune, and that soon. Nathalie Marsh is the richest |'irl

in Speckport, tlierefore I shall marry JSTathahe Marsh. Slie

i£ ten times more beautiful than that little quakeress wlio

is just gone; but I can't love her, and I can't forget the

other."

Captain Cavendish leaned against the tamarack a long
time, thinking. The uproar behind him and the roar of

the surf on the shore blended together in a dull, meaning-
less tumult in his ears. He was thinking of this marriage
de convenance he must make, of this bride he must one
day take home to England. He was a gambler and a

spendthrift, this man, over head and ears in deiat, and with
no way but this one of ever getting out of it. From his

friends in England ? He had no friends in England on
whom he could rely. His only rich relative, his uncle, the

baronet, had taken it into his head, at the age of fifty-five,

to get married ; and what was more, there was an heir, a

young gentleman of five months old, between him and the

baronetcy. His commission had been purchased by his

uncle, and it seemed all he need ever expect from him.
He had never seen service, and had no particular desire to

see any. He must marry a rich wife—there was no alter-

native—and he knew the power of his handsome face ex-

tremely well. He had no fear of a refusal ; there was no
use in delaying ; he would make the heiress of RedmoB
liappy that very day.

The sun was going down behind the waves, in an ori'

flamme of gold and crimson and purple and rose, flushing

the whole sky with its tropical beauty, when the young
officer turned away to seek for his future wife. As if his

thoughts had evoked her she was coming toward him, and
all alone ; her white dress floating mistily about her, ail her

golden curls lianging damp and loose o^er her shoulders,

and her cheeks flushed with the heat, bhe had taken off

her hat, and was swinging it by its azure ribbons, as she

cameun; «ad she lookV beautifV- *-hat the young Eng-
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glisliman tliouglit that it would not be so very dreadful a

thing to sell himself to this violet-ejed sultana after all.

" Truant !" said iN'athaiie, " where have you been al-

the afternoon ? I thought you had gone Jiway."

And all tlie time I have been standing here, like Pa
tience on a monument, wishing you would come up."

" Did you want me, then
" When do I not want you
Nathalie laughed, but she also blushed. " Then you

ehould have gone in search of me, sir. Mrs. Leroy wanta

to go home now, and I must go with her."
" But not just yet. I have something to say to you,

Nathalie.''

And so here, in the hot warmth of the red sunset, the

old, old story was told—the story that has been told over

and over again since the world began, and will be told

until its end, and yet is ever new. The story to which
two little words, yes or no, ends so ecstatically, or gives

the deathblow. It was yes this time ; and when Nathalie
Marsh, half an hour after, went home with Mrs. Leroy, she

was wondering if there was one among all those thousands
—one in all the wide woi'ld—as happy as sh(!

!

The last red glimmer of the sunset had faded out of

the sky, and the summer moon was up, round and white
and full, before the last of the picnickers went home. And
in its pale rays, with his hands in his pockets and a cigar

k^etween his lips, Captain Cs^vendish went home with
Cherrie Nettle by.
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CHAPTER X.

FAST AND LOOSE.

ISS NATHALIE MAKSII was not the onlj
young lady )v]io received a proposal that mem-
orable picnic-day. Flashing in and out among
the other belles of Spcchport, and eclipsing

them all as she went, the belle of the bourgeois,

par excdlcncc, came Miss Cherrie JSTettleby, quite dazzling

to look at in a pink and white plaid silk, a white lace

mantle, the blue parasol you wot of, the turban-hat, with
a long white feather streaking round it, and the colored

white lace vail over her blooming brunette face. Miss
Nettleby had fawn-colored kid gloves, an embroidered
kerchief sticking out of her pocket

;
and, to crown all, two

or three yards of gold chain around her neck, and hanging
ever so far below her waist. An overgrown locket and a

carnelian cross dangled from the chain ; and no giddy
young peacock ever strutted about prouder of its tnil than
did the little black-eyed belle of these glittering fetters.

She had only received the chain, and locket, and cross the

night before
;
they had come in a box, with a huge bouq net,

under the weight of which a small black boy staggered,

with the compliments of Captain Cavendish, and Wi^uld

Miss jSTettleby do him the honor of accepting them \ Net-

tleby did him the honor, and was not able to sleep a wink
all night for rapture. A gold chain had been the desire

^f her heart for many and many a day
;
and, at last, some

good fairy had taken pity on her and sent it, with the

handsomest man in Speckport for her ambassador. Cher-

rie's ecstasies are not to be described ; a chain from any
one would have been a delightful gift ; but from Captain

Cavendish, one smile from whom Cherrie would have
given all the rest of her admirers for, delightedly She
had hugged Ann in her transports, until that 3^oung per-

6Qn, breaking indignantly from 1}.qi\ dem.i^ucled tp know il
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she had gone mad ; and she Lad dressed for the picnic, ex-

pecting to have the young Englishman deTotedly by hei

side the wliole day long, before the aggravated and envioaa

eyes of all Speckport. Ihit Cherrie had never made a

greater mistake in all her life ; the blue parasol, tlie pink

gilk, the svliite lace mantle, and fawn-colored kid gloves

were powerless tc charm—Captain Cavendish never camo
near her. He had not come at all nntil late, and then he
had driven in in the McGregor barouche, with the heiress

of that honse by his side, resplendent to look at ; and he

had w^alked about v^ith her, and with Miss Laura Blair,

and Miss Marsh, and sundry other young ladies, a step or

two higher up the ladder of life than Miss Nettleby, but

he had not once walked with her. He had passed her two
or three times, as he could not very well help doing, since

she had put herself straight in his way ; and he had
nodded and ainiled, and walked deliberately on. Cherrie

could have cried with chagrin ; but she didn't, not wishing

to redden her eyes and swell lier nose there, and she con-

fided herself by flirting outrageously with everybody who
would be flirted with.

As the afternoon wore on, Cheri-ie began to experience

that fatigue which five or six hours' dancing in a blazing

July sun is apt to engender, and informed her partner in

the quadrille she was roasted to death. The partner—who
was Mr. Charles Marsh, and who had been her most de-

voted all day—"was leaning ao^ainst a stout elderly gentle-

man as against a post, fannmg himself with his straw

wideawake, ieisurely set that headpiece sideways on his

brown locks and presented his arm.
" I thought you would come to that by-and-by. Miss

Nettleby, in spite of your love of dancing. Quadrilles are

all very well in December, but I can't say that I fancy

them in the dog-days. Suppose we go down to the shore

and get a whiff of fresh air."

Miss Nettleby put her fawm-colored kid-glove inside

Mr. Marsh's coat-sleeve, and poising her azure parasol in

the other liand, strolled with him to the beacli. On their

^vay, Kathalie, standing with Caj^ttuiu Loi'ksley, young
llcGr^<«'^ nxid 5t uwiubcT of other gcntlomoa mX U<ii^
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espied them, and lier color rose and her blue eyes flashed

at the siglit.

" Egad ! I think they'll make a match of it !" laughed
Locks]ey. " Charley seems to be completely taken in tow
by that flyaway Cherrie."

Nathalie said nothing, but her brow contracted omi-

nou^y as she turned impatiently away.
Oh, that's nothing," said the Reverend Augustus Tod

;

" it's the fashion to go with Cherrie, and Charley is readj

to follow fashion's lead. The little girl will settle down
some day, I dare say, into a sensible, hard-working lishcr-

man's wife."

Even JSTatlialie laughed at the idea of Miss Nettleby
hard-working and sensible ; and that young lady and her

eecort sauntered leisurely on to the breezy seashore. The
sun was dipping behind the western waves, the sky all

flushed and radiant with the scarlet raid golden glory of

its decline, the blue sea itself flooded with crinison radi-

ance. Even Mr. Marsh was moved to admiration of ita

gorgeous splendor.
" Neat thing in the way of sunsets, Cherrie," he re-

marked, taking out a cigar, and lighting it.

" What a nice magenta color them clouds is !" said

Miss Nettleby, admiringly ;
" they would make a lovely

dress trimmed with black braid. And that mauve cloud

over there with the yellow edge, I should like to have a

scarf of that."
" Well," said Charley, " I can't get you the mauve

cloud, but if there's a scarf at all like it in Speckport you
shall have it. By the way, Cherrie, where did you get

that chain?"
" You didn't give it to me, anyhow," replied Miss

Nettleby, tossing her turban. " I might wait a long time
for anything before I got it from you."

" 1 didn't know you wanted one, or I might. I wish
you wouldn't take presents fr^m anybody but me,
Cherrie."

From anybody but you !" rctcrt^Ml Cherrie, with

scorn. " I'd like to know the time y : i^rave me anythlDg,
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Come now, Cherrie, I don't want to be moan, but
that's a little too bad !"

" I su]3pose you're hinting at that coral set you sent

me last week?" said Cherrie, in a resentful l«ono. " Butj

I can tell you, tlicrc's lots of folks, not a thousand niiitt

off, would be glad to give nie ten times as nuich if 1 would
take it."

"Don't take their gifts, Cherrie; there's a good girl;

it's not ladylike, you know ; and some day you shall have
whatever you want—when I am rich and you a,re my wife,

Cherrie."
" The idea !" giggled Cherrie, her color rising, " your

wife, .indeed ; I think I see myself !"

AVouldn't you hav^e me, Cherrie ?"

lie was still smoking, and still looking at the sunset

—

not seeing it, however. Poor Charley Mai-sh, light as

was his tone, was exceedingly in earnest. Miss Nettleby
stole a glance at hiui from under the blue parasol, not

quite certain whether he were in jest or in earnest, and
her silly little heart beating a trifle faster than was its

wont.
" I suppose, Mr. Marsh," said the young lady, after a

moment's deliberation, thinking it best to stand on her
dignity, "you think it a fine thing to make fun of me;
but I can tell you I ain't going to stand it, if you are a

doctor, and me only a gardener's daughter. I think you
might find something else to amuse you."

" I'll take my oath, Cherrie," said Charley, throwing
his cigar over the bank, " I never was so much in eanieet

in aU my life."

" I don't believe it," said Miss Nettleby.
" What's the reason you don't ? Haven't I been

going with you long enough ? What djid you suppose I
meant ?"

" I didn't suppose nothing at all about it. You, aren't;

the only one that pays attention to me."

^
"-No; but I djn't think any of the others mean any-

thing. I intend to niarry you, Cherrie, if you'll consent.'*

'

Cherrie tossed her turban disdainfully, hut in lier secret

h&txt she was in raptui-es.. ^ot tU^t diii meant to i^ccept
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him just then, with Captain Cavendish in the back^onnd;
hut neither had she the slightest intention of refusing him.
The handsome Englishman had given her a gold chain, to

be sure, but then he had also given her the cold shoulder
all that day ; and if tilings did not turn out with him as

she co^ild wish, Charley Marsh would do as a dernier re-

sort. Cherrie liked Charley, and he could make her a

lady; and if she failed in becoming Mrs. Cavendish, it

would be a very nice thing to become Mrs. Marsh, and
half the young ladies in Speckport would be djang of

envy, Cherrie thought all this in about two seconds and
a half.

" Well, Cherrie, have you nothing to say V inquired

Charley, rather anxiously.
" Mr. Marsh," said Miss Nettleby, with dignity, re-

membering how the heroine of the last novel she had read

had answered in a similar case, I requii'e time to pon

—

ponder over it. On some other occasion, when I have
seriously reflected on it, you shall have my answer."

Mr. Marsh stood aghast for a moment, staring at the

young lady, and then went olf into a tit of uproarious

laughter.
" Well," demanded Cherrie, facing round, rather fierce-

ly, " and what are you laughing at, sir ^"

" Oh, I beg your pardon, Cherrie," said Charley, re-

covering from his paroxysm ;
" but really you did that so

well that I
"

Charley came near going off again
;

but, seeing the
black eyes flashing, recovei-ed himself.

" Come, Cherrie, never mind Laura-Matilda speeches,

but tell me, like a sensible little girl, that you like me,
and by-and-by will be my wife."

" I'll do nothing of the sort !" cried Miss Nettleby, in

a state of exasperation, " either now or at any other time,

if I don't choose. You'll just wait for your answer,. or go
without."

She sailed away as she spoke, leaving Charley too

much taken aback, not to sny mortifled, to follow her.

Hang it I" was Mr, Mavbh'y exclamation, as lie turne<i
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Answer from that girl ! What would Natty say ? She
would think it bad enough my proposing at all, but to get

Buch a reply."

Yet, even in the midst of his chagrin, he laughed again

at tli3 recollection of Miss Nettlcby's speech—carelcb?

Charley, who never let anything trouble him long.

^'She'll come to it, I dare say," he reliected, as he went
along, "aud I can wait. I do like her, she's such a pretty,

little thing, and good, too, in the main, though rather

frivolous on the surface. Well, Miss Rose, hovf are you
enjoying yourself

Miss Rose's fair, sweet face was rather a striking con-

trast after Cherrie's, but Charley was not thinking of that,

as he offered her his arm. Clierrie in the distance saw
the act, and felt a pang of jealousy.

" He's gone oft* with that pale-faced school-mistress,

now," she thought, resentfully. " I dare say she'd be glad

to catch him, if slie could. Oh !"

She stopped short with an exclamation half suppressed.

She had come upon Captain Cavendish leaning against a

tall tree, and talking to Nathalie Marsh. Another jealous

pang pierced the frivolous heart, and—I am sorry to tell

it—she crept in close under the tree, with the blue parasol

furled, and—yes, she did—she listened. Listened for over

twenty minutes, her color coming and going, her breath

bated, her hands clenched. Then she fluttered hurriedly

oif, just in time, to escape them, as they walked away,
plighted lovers.

There was a little clump of cedar-bushes, forming a

sort of dell, up the side of the bank. Cherrie Nettleby
fell down here in the tall grass, dashing the blue parasol

down beside her, crumpling the turban, soiling the white
feather, and smearing the pink dress, tore off the gold
chain, and burst into such a passion of spiteful, jealous, and
enraged tears, as she had never before shed in her life.

To think that ail her hopes should have come to this ; that

the gold chain was only a glittering delusiop ; all his pretty

speeches and lovcr-likc attentions only hollow<cl|.eats, and
Nathalie Marsh going to be his wife I Cherrie seized J;ha
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chain in a paroxysm of fury, as she thought of it, an<J

hurled it over the bank.
^' The hateful, lying, deceitful scamp," she passionate-

ly cried. " I hate him, and 1*11 go and marry Charley
marsh, just for spite."

Charley was not hard to find, lie was playing qur/ilg

with a lot of other young Speckportians ; and Miss Catty
Clowrie was standing gazing admiringly on, and ready to

talk to him between whiles. Chen-ie tapped him on the

arm with her parasol, and looked shyly up in his face

with a rosy blush. But the shy look and the blush were
exceedingly well got up, and Charley dropped the quoits

with a delighted face.

" Cherrie 1 what is it ? Have you made up your mind,
then?"

_

" Yes, Charley ! You didn't beKeve I was in earnest

that time, did you ? I do like you, and I will be your
wife as soon as ever you like."

Did Miss Catty Clowrie, standing unheeded by, with

ears as sharp as lances, hear this very straightforward

avowal ? She had flashed a keen, quick glance from one
to the other ; had di-opped her vail suddenly over her face,

and turned away. Neither noticed lier.

Charley was in raptures, and might have fallen on
Miss Nettleby and embraced her there and then, only

that before that maiden had quite finished speaking,

Nathalie confronted them, her face haughty, her step

ringing, her voice imperious.
" Charley, Mrs. Leroy is going home, and desires you

to come immediately and assist Mr. Blake."

"Oh, bother I" cried Charley, politely, "let her gel

Bome of the other fellows ; I can't go."
" Charley I"

" Why can't she get McGregor, or some of the rest ?"

Baid Charley, impatiently ; " don't you see I'm plaving

quoits, Natty ?"

" I see you're doing nothing of the sort, sir, and I in-

eist on yon coming this instant! Don't trouble yourself

about Miss Nettloby, she has lei^ions of adorers here, whQ
will only be too happy to attend her home."
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Mist. Marsh swept away hke a young queen
; I.er violet

eyes flushing, her perfect lips cul ling. Charh^y turned to

follow, saying, hurriedly, as he went

:

''I'll be back in half an hour, Cherrie, wait for mo
hero."

••^ Proud, hateful thing!" exclaimed Chci-iic, apos-
'

trophizing the receding form of Miss Marsh ; "she looked

at me that time as if she scorned to touch mo ! Wait un-

til I am her brother's wife, we will see who will put on
unstress." From where she stood, Cherrie could see the

party for Redmon come. Charley and Yal Blake wlieelod

Mrs. Leroy in her chair of state over Ihe grass, that

mummy having consented to be exhumed for the occa-

sion, and having been the chief curiosity and attraction

of the picnic. Nathalie walked on one side, and Midge
on the other, but Captain Cavendish did not make one of

the party now, for the moment they were out of sight,

that gallant officer hurriedly walked deliberately up iQ

her. Cherrie tossed her turban again, and curled hei

lip suspiciously, not deigning to notice him by so much afc=

a glance.
'' Come, Cherrie, what's the matter ?" he began,

in a free and easy way; "how have I got into dis-

grace ?"

" Oh, it's you. Captain Cavendish, is it?" said Cherrie,
loftily, condescending to become aware of his presence,
" I don't know what you mean."

"Nonsense, Cherrie! What is the matter? Come
now, be reasonable, and tell me what I have done."

" You haven't done anything to me," quite frigidly,

though ;
" how could you ?"

"That's precisely what I want to know. Where
is that chain I saw aroimd your neck a short time
ago?"

" In my pocket. You had better take it back again,
r don't want it."

Captain Cavendish stared. Miss Nettleby, grasping
the parasol firmlj^, though the sun had gone down, ana
the moon was rising, with a very l)ecoming glow in her
clieeks, and bright, angry light in her eyes, looked
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straight before lier, and addressed empty space when she

spoke.
" There is some mystery here, and I am going to get

at the bottom of it," he said, resolutely ;
" Cherrie, let me

go home with yDu, and see if we cannot clear it up by t lie

way."
"With me ?" said Cherrie, stepping back, and looking

at him disdainfully ;
" why, what would Miss Marsh say

to that ?"

A light broke on the captain.
" Miss Marsh ! Why, what have I to do with Miss

Marsh?"
"A great deal, I should think, after what passed be-

tween you over there on the beach."
" Cherrie ! where were you ? Not listening ?"

" I was passing," said Miss Nettleby, stiffly, " and 1

chanced to overhear. It wasn't my fault if you spoke
out loud."

Even Captain Cavendish stood for a moment non
plussed by tliis turn of affairs. lie had no desire his pro-

posal to Miss Marsh should become public property, for

many reasons ; and he knew he might as well have pub-
lish 3d it in the Speckport S230uter, as let Clierrie hnd it

out Another thing he did not want—to lose Cherrie

she >'as a great deal too pretty, and he fancied her a great

dea 100 much for that.

" Cherrie, that was all an—an accident ! I didn't

mean anything! There are too many people looking at

)is here, to talk; but, if you will go home, I will explain

by the way."
^^]^^o," said Cherrie, standing resolutely on her dignity,

but trying to keep from crying, '

' I can't. I promised
Mr. Marsh to wait for him."

" Oh, confound Mr. Marsh ! Come with me, and
lacver mind him."

" No, Captain Cavendish ; I think I'll wait. Charley
thinks more of me than you do, since he asked me to

marry him this afternoon, and I am going to do it."

Captain Cavendish looked at her. He knew Clieri'ie'a

regard for truth was not the most stringent; that she
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would invent, and tell a lib witli ail the composure in

life, but she was palpably telling no falsehood this time.

He saw it in the triumpliant Hash of her black eyes, in

the flush of her face, and set his teeth inwardly with

anger and mortification. "How blessings brii^hten as

they take their flight !" Kever had Cherrie iS^oUleby

looked so beautiful; never had her eyes been so much
like black diamonds as now, when their light seemed set-

ting to him forever. Captain Cavendish believed her.

and resolved not to lose her, in spite of all the Charley

Marshes in the world.
" So Marsh has asked you to be his wife, has he ?

Now, Cherrie, suppose I asked you the same question,

what would you say ?"

"You asked Miss Marsh to-day, and I think that's

enough."
"I did not mean it, Cherrie. I swear I did not ! I

am fifty times as much in love with you as I am with

her."

And Captain Cavendish was speaking truth. Humi-
liating as it is to say so of one's heroine, the black-eyed

grisette was a hundred times more to his taste than the

blue-eyed lady. Could they have changed places, he
would have married Cherrie off-hand, and never given

one sigh to Nathalie. It was the prospective fortune of

that young lady he was in love with.
" Cherrie, you don't believe me," he said, seeing in-

credulity in her face, "but I swear I am telling the

truth. Let me prove it—^give up Charley Marsh and
marry me!"

" Captain !'

" I mean it ! Which of us do you like best—Marsh
oi I?"

" You know well enough," said Cherrie, cr3^ing. " I

like you ever so much the best ; but when I heard yoa
ftsknig Miss Natty, I—I " here the voice broke
down in good earnei;'", and Cherrie's tears began to.

flow.

Captain Cavendish looked linrricdiy about him. Tim
last rays oi the sunset had burned themselves out, and

'ft
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the moon was making for herself a track of silver eheefl

over the sea. The crowd were flocking homeward, tired

out, and there was no one near ; but in the distance his

eagle eye saw Charley Marsh striding over the dewy
evening grass. Poor Charley \ The captain drew Cheriie'd

arm inside his own, and walked her rapidly away.

They were out on the Redmon road before either spoke
again.

"I did not mean one word of what I said to Miss

Marsh. But I'll tell you a secret, Cherrie, if you'll never

mention it again."
" I won't," said Cherrie. " What is it ?"

" I should like to share her fortune—that is, you and
I—and if she thinks I am in love with her, I stand a good
chance. I should like to be richer than I am, for your
sake, you know ; so you must not be jealous. I don't

care a straw for her, but for her money."
" And you do care for me ?"

"You know I do! Are you ready to give up Char*

ley, and marry me?"
" Oh 1" said Cherrie, and it was all she replied ; but it

was uttered so rapturously that it perfectly satisfied him.
" Then that is settled ? Let me see—suppose we get

married next week, or the week after
" Oh ! Captain !" cried the enraptured Clierrie.

" Then that is settled too. What a little darling you
are, Cherrie ! And now I have only one request to make
of you—that you will not breathe one word of this to a

living soul. Not a syllable—do you understand ?"

" Why?" said Cherrie, a little disappointed.

"My dear girl, it would ruin us both! We will

married privately—no one shall know it but the clergyman
and—Mr. Blake."

"Mr. Blake? Yal?"
" Yes," said Captain Cavendish, gravely, " he sliall he

present at the ceremony, but not another being in Speck-
port must find it out. If they do, Cherrie, I will have to

leave you forever. There are many reasons for this that

I cannot now explain. You will continue to li\'e at

home, and no one but ourselves shall be the wiser. There|



don't look 60 disappointed ; it won't last long, my darling.

Let Charley still think himself your lover; but, mind
y(yi, keep him at a respectful distancb, Chei'rie."

They reached the cottage at last, but it took them a

very long time. Captain Cavendish walked back to

Speekport in the moonlight, smoking, and with an odd
little smile on his handsome face.

" I'll do it, too," he said, glancing up at the moon, a^

if informing that luminary in confidence. " There's a

law against bigamy, I believe ; but I'll marry them both,

the maid first, the mistress afterward."

CHAPTER XI.

HOW CAPTAIN CAVENDISH MEANT TO MARRY CHER-
RIE.

HE clerk of the weather in Speekport might
have been a woman, so fickle and changeable

in his mind was he. You never could put any

1
trust in him ; if you did, you were sure to be
taken in. A bleak, raw, cheerless, gloomy

morning, making parlor tires pleasant in spite of its being

July, and hot coffee as delicious a 'leverage as cool soda-

water had been the day before ; a morning not at all

•uited for constitutionals
;
yet on this cold, wet, raw,

foggy morning Charley Marsh had arisen at five o'clock,

and gone off for a walk, and was only opening the front*

door of the little cottage as the clock on the sitting-room

mantel was chiming nine. Breakfast was over, and there

was no one in the room but Mrs. Marsh, in her shawl and
rocker, beside the tire which was burning in the Franklin,

immersed ten fathoms deep in the adventures of a gentle-

man, inclosed between twu yellow covers, and bearing (he

euphonious name of " Rhialdo Rinaldi." Miss Rose had
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gone to school, Betsy Ann was clattering among the pota

in the Idtclieii ; the breakfast-table looked sloppy and
Jittered; the room, altogether dreary. Perhaps it was iiis

"walk in that cheerless fog, but Chai'ley looked as dreary

as the room ; his bright face haggard and pale, his eyes

h^^ayy, and with dark circles nnder them, bespeaking a

,i«icepless night. Mrs. Marsh dropped Rinaldo Rinaldi,"

:nd looked up with a fretful air.

"Dear me, Charley, how late you are! What wiil

Doctor Leach say ? Where have you been ?"

" Out for a walk."
" Such a hateful morning—it's enough to give you

your death ! Betsy Ann, bring in the coffee-pot
!"

Betsy Ann appeared with that household god, and a

face shining with smiles and yellow soap, and her mistress

relapsed into " E-inaldo Rinaldi " again. Charley seemed
to have lost his appetite as well as his spirits. lie drank
a cup of coffee, pushed the bread and butter impatiently

away, donned liis hat and overcoat, the former pulled

very much over his eyes, and set out for tlie office.

Charley had enough to trouble him. It was not only

Cherrie's desertion, though that was enough, for he
really loved the girl with the whole fervor and strength

of a fresh young heart, and meant to make her his hon-

ored wife. He was infatuated, no doubt ; he knew her

to be illiterate, silly, unprincipled, false and foolish, a

little dressy piece of ignorance, vanity, selfishness and

conceit, or might have known it if he chose ; but he
knew, too, she was a beautiful, brilliant, bewitching little

fairy, T^ith good-natured and generous impulses now and
then, and the dearest httle thing generally that ever wag
born. In short, he was in love with her, and love knows
nothing about common sense ; so when he had seen her

walk off the previous evening with Captain Cavendish,

desert him, he had leaned against a tree, feeling

—

^•aven only knows how deeply and how bitterly. Once
'he had started up to follow them^ but had stopped—-the

memory of a heavy debt, contracted in Priiicc Street,

owing to tin's man, and hanging like an incubus about his

neck, night and day, thrust him back as with a hand ol
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iron. He was in tlie power of the Eiiglisli oilicer, beyend

redemption ; he could not afford to make him liis enemy
How that long morning dragged on, Cliarley never

knew
;

certainly his medical studies did not progress

mucli. Poor and m debt, in love and deserted, those

were the changes on which his thoughts rang. A sullvy-

faced clock, striking one, made him start. It was time to

go home to dinner, and he arose and went ont. As he

opened the shop-door, he stopped short. Tripping gayly

along the foggy and sloppy streets came Clierrie her-

self, her dress pinned artistically up, to display a bril-

liant Balmoral skirt, of all the colors of a dyin.g dol-

phin; her high-heeled boots clinking briskly over the

pavement. Charley's foolish heart gave a great bound,

and he stepped impulsively forward, with her name on

his lips.

" Cherrie ?"

Cherrie had not seen him until he spoke, and slie re-

coiled with a scream.
" Sir ! Charley Marsh ! how you scare me I I wish

yoti wouldn't shout out so sudden and fi'igliten me out of

my wits
!"

" You may spare your hysterics, Cherrie," said Char-
ley, rather coldly ;

" you could stand more than that if

Captain Cavendish was in question."

Clierrie laughed, and tripped along beside him with
dancing eyes. She hked Charley, though in a far less

degree than the dashing and elegant young officer, and
was in a particularly good-natured state of mind that

morning. There was more than her liking for Charley
to induce her to keep good friends with him—the warning
of the captain and her own prudence. Cherrie, faithless

.herself, had no very profound trust in her fellow-crea-

si.'-es. Until she was actually the captain's wife, she waa
^ot sure of him ; there is many a slip, she knew ; and if

Siled her, Charley was the next best in Speckport.
Therefore, at his insinuation, she only tossed her tui baned
iiead after her coquettish fashion until all her black curia

d'lucod a fandaugo, and sliowei \m bviUlaM \^fiuto. totU
Nft a gaj little luugk
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" Oh, you're jealous, are you V she said. I thought
yoa would be !"

" Cherrie !"

" There, now, Charley, don't be cross I I just did it

to make you jealous, and nothing else I I was mad at yon
for going off the way jou did 1"

You know I could not help it
!"

^^Oh, I dare say not. I'm nobody beside Miss Natty 1

So, when Captain Cavendish came up and asked leave to

see mo, home, I just let him ! I thought it wouldn't do
you any L arm to be a little jealous, you know, Charley."

Charley's hopes were high again ; but his heart had
been too deej^ly pained for him to forget its soreness at

one encouraging word. Something wanting in Cherrie,

he could not quite define what, had often struck him be-

fore, but never so palpably as now. That want was prin-

ciple, of which the black-eyed young lady was totally

devoid ; and he was vaguely realizing that trusting to her

was much like leaning on a broken reed.

Cherrie, a good deal piqued, and a little alarmed by
his silence, looked at him askance.

" Oh, you're sulky, are you ? Yery well, sir, you can

just please yourself. If you've a mind to get mad for

nothing, you may."
" Cherrie," Charley said, quite gravely for him, " do

you think you did right last night ? After promising to

be my wife, to go off and leave me as you did ?"

"I didn't, either!" retorted Cherrie; "it was you
went off and left me."

That was no fault of mine, and I didn't go with an-

other young lady. Cherrie, I want you to promise me
you will let Captain Cavendish see you home no more."

" I shall promise nothing of the sort !" cried Cherrie,

with shrill indignation. "Because I promised to marry
you, I suppose you would like me to live like a nun for

the rest of my life, and not even look at any other man.
I'll just do as I did before, Mr. Charley Marsh; and if

you ain't satisfied with that, you may ^o and marry some-

body else—Mi.^ Eose^ or M'V^s Clowne— she'd have yoii,

^^^st enough 1"
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" I don't want Miss Clowrie ; I only want you,

Cherrie ; and if you cared for me, you wouldn't act and

talk as you do."

Some of poor Charley's pain was in his voice and it

touched the coquette's frivolous heart. She stopped, at

a diy-goods store, for an encouraging word before

entering.
^' You know very well, Charley, 1 like you ever m

much—a great deal better than I do any one else ; but I

can't help being pretty, and having the young men after

me, and I hate to be cross to them, too. Come up to

Redmon this evening, I haven't time to stop to talk

now."
With which the little hypocrite made a smiling

obeisance, and darted into the shop, leaving her lover

to pursue his homeward way, a little lighter in the region

of the heart, but still dissatisfied and mistrustful.

The afternoon was as long and dreary as the morning.
Charley sat in the dismal little back-office, listening

listlessly to the customers coming in and out of the

surgery, to buy Epsom-salts and senna, or hair-oil and
bilious pills ; and the shopboy droning over a song-book,

which he read half aloud, in a monotonous sing-song way,
when alone, staring vacantly at the rotten leaves, and bits

of chips and straw and paper fluttering about the wet
yard in the chill afternoon wind. And still the fog
settled down thicker, and wetter, and colder than ever

;

and when the shopboy came in a little after six, to light

the flaring gas-jet—it was already growing dark—Charley
arose, drearily, to go.

" What a long day it has been !" he said, gaping im

the boy's face ; "it seems like a week since I got tkii

morning, Where's the doctor ?"

" Up t3 Squire Todd's, sir. The old gentleman's
took bad again with the gout."

Tlie lamps were flaring* through the foggy streets &3

he walked along, and the few people abroad flitted in and
out of the wet gloom, like shadowy phantoms. Queen
Street was bright enough with the illumination from
abop-windiiws, but the less boy thorou^hfaies looked^
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mal and deserted, and the spectral passers-bj more
shadowy than ever. As he was turning the corner ol

Cottage Street, one of these phantoms, I^uttoned up in an
overcoat, and bearing an umbrella, accosted hirr. ni a

very unpliantomlike voice, and with a very unphantom-
like slap on the shoulder.

Jlow are you. Marsh ? I thought I should come
upon you here !"

Charley turned round, and, with no particular ex-

])ression of rapture, recognized Captain Caven4ish.

Good evening," he said, coldly ; were you looking

for me
The captain turned and linked his arm within Lis

own.
" I was. What became of you last night ? We

expected you at Prince Street."
" I made another engagement."
''You will be there to night, of course? I owe you

your revenge, you know."
"Which means," said Charley, with a laugh, that

sounded strange and bitter from him, " you will get me
some thirty or forty dollars more in your debt !"

" Talking of debt," said Captain Cavendish, in an in-

different matter-of-fact tone, " could you oblige me with

a trifle on account—say twenty pounds ?"

Charley silently produced his pocketbook, and handed
over the twenty he had received from Nathalie a few
days before. The nonchalant young officer pocketed it

as coolly as if it had been twenty pence.
" ThankiH ! One often needs a triiie of this son on an

occasion. Is this your house ? Who is that playing ?

Not your sister?"

They had halted in front of the cottage, and could

hear the sound of the piano from within.
" It is Miss Rose, I presume," said Charley, in the

same cold voice ;
" will you come in ?"

" Kot now. You will be up at Prince Street for cer-

tain then to-night f
Charley nodded, and entered the house,

4t \k^x door ^tQod Oa.tt^ OIqwiiq^ Sk^i
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was often standing there ; ar'd though she returned the

captain's bow, it was alter Chancy she looked until he
disappearea. Tliere was no one in tiie sitting- room
when he entered ; his mother's rocking chair w:;s vacant,

and Miss Rose was playing and singing in the parlor-
touching the keys so lightly and singing so sweetly tliat

it seemed more an echo of the wind and waves tiian uny-

thing else. The table was set for tea, and Detsy Ann
was scouring knives in the kitchen, humming some dole-

ful ditty at her work. There was a lounge under the

window overlooking the bay, sullen and stormy to-night.

Charley flung himself upon it, his arm across the pillow,

his face lying in it, and listencid in a vague and dismal

way to the nmsic. The song was weird and mournful,
truly an echo of the wailing wind and sea.

" Come to supper, ma'am !" at this juncture shrilly

pealed the voice of lietsy Ann at the foot of the stairs, to

Bome invisible person above; '"^Mr. Charley's here, and
the biscuit is getting cold."

The song died away, as if it had drifted out on the

gale surging up from the black bay, and Mrs. Marsh
crept shivering down stairs.

" Come in. Miss Rose," she said, looking in at the

parlor door before entering the room ;
" tea is ready, and

Charley is here."

Charley started up
;
and, as he did so, the front door

unceremoniously opened, and Nathalie, wrapped in a

large shawl, and wearing a white cloud about her head,

stepped in, to the surprise of all.

" Gracious me! Natty ! is it you?" cried her mamma,
in feeble consternation, " whatever has taken you out

Buch an evening
" What's the matter with the evening ?" said Nathalie,

kissing her and Miss Rose. " A little cold sea-fog is

nothing new, that it should keep me in-doors. (iood
evening, Charley."

" It's not a good evening,'^ said Charley ;
" it's a verj

bad one, and you deserve to get your death of cold for

venturing out in it. Did the old lady send you V
" N^, indeed I I had hard work to get o5. Is tef
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readj'^ mamma ? I have had no dinner, and am alniMl

famished."
Mrs. Marsh was profuse in her sympathy ^xiother

cup and plate were laid, and the quartet sat down to tea.

It was wonderful how Nathalie's bright presence radiatefA

the before gloomy room ; the laughing light of her violet

eyes made sunshine of their own, and all lier luxu/iant

golden hair, falling loose and damp, in curls short and long

around her face and shoulders, never looked so much lite

silky sunbeams before.

How did you get on in school to-day V she waa
asking Miss Eose ;

" f could not get down. The picnic

must have disagreed with Mrs. Leroy ; for I never saw
her so cross."

" I should say all the cake, and pastry, and nastinees

of that sort she devoured, would have disagreed with a

horse," said Charley ;
" it was' a sight only to see Laura

Blair cramming her."
'* I got on very well," answered Miss Rose, smiling at

Charley's remark, which was perfectly true ;
" but the day

eeems long, Miss Marsh, when you do not visit us, and
the children seem to think so too. I have got a new
music-pupil—^little Yattie Gates."

" You will make your fortune. Miss Rose, if you are

not careful," said Charley ;
" eight dollars per quartei

from each of those music-pupils, beside your sehool-salary.

What do you mean to do with it all ?"

" I should say rather she will work herself to death,"

said Nathalie. " Do you want to kill yourself. Miss Rose,
that you take so many pupdls

" Dear me I I think it agrees with her," remarked
Mrs. Marsh, languidly, stirring her tea ;

" she is getting

fat."

Everybody laughed. Miss Rose was not getting very
fat ; but she certainly had gained flesh and color since

her advent in Speckport, though the small face was still ^
rather pale, and the small brow soraet;[nes too thoughtful
and anxious. As they (iro«u from table, Miss Clowrie
came in with her crotchet ini^ to spend the evening, Natty
W^nt to the piano, Miss, Ko^q,,. >oi;ac very unfancifuj
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looking work in a dropsical work-basket, gat down at the

window to &ew while the last gray ray of daylight

lingered in the sky, and Charley lor_i?:ged on the sofa,

beside Catty.
" What are you making, Miss Hose V inquired Miss

Clowrie, Icokii.g curiously at the small black figure,

drooping over the work, at tlie window. Miss Rose
laughed, and threaded her needle.

" You needn't ask," said Nathalie ;
" clothes for all the

Eoor in Speckport, of course. Why don't you become a

ister of Charity at once. Miss Winnie
" I came very near it one time," smiled Miss Rose

;

" perhaps I may yet. I wish I could."

There was no mistaking the sinceiity of her tone.

Nathalie shrugged her shoulders—to her it looked

like wishing for something very dreary and dismal

indeed. The world seemed a very bright and beautiful

place to the heiress of Iledmon that foggy summer night.

"Why don't you become one, then?" asked Catty,

who would have been very glad of it ;
" I should tliink

they would be pleased to get you."
" I am not so sui-e of that ; I would be no great acqui-

sition. But just at present tlicre is a reason that renders

it impossible."

Of course, no one could ask the reason, though all

would have liked to know. When it grew too dark to

sew or play, the lamp was lit, and they liad cards, and it

was nine when Nathalie arose to go.

"Couldn't you stay all night, Natty?" asked her
mother; "it's dreadfully foggy to go up to Kedmon
fco-niglit."

"if it were ten times as foggy, I should have to go. I

don't mind it, though, in company with Charley and an
umbrella."

She kissed them all good night, even Catty, in the hap-
piness of her heart

;
and, wrapped in her shawl and cloud,

she took her brother's arm and started. The fog waa
thicker, and wetter, and colder than ever ; the night as

wretched a one for a walk as could well be imagined, and
the bleak sea wind blew raw in their faces all the way.
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How confoundedly cold it is !" exclaimed Charlejj

"more like January than July. You will perish, Natty,

before we get to Rcdmon ! You should not have come
out this ev^ening.'^

" I wanted to talk to you, Charley, on a very important

matter indeed 1"

Charley stared at her grave tone, but it all flashed upor
him directly. Nathalie was used to talk to him more ai

a mother than a sister, in her superior woman's wisdom,
and Charley was accustomed to take her lectures cheerfully

enough ; but in the damp darkness his face flushed i-ebel-

liously now.
He would not speak again, and his sister, after waiting

a moment, broke the silence herself.

" It is about that girl, Charley ?"

" What girl ?" inquired Mr. Marsh, rather sulkily.

" You know well enough—Cherrie Nettleby.''
" Well, what of Cherrie Nettleby ?" this time defiantly.
" Charley, what do you mean by going with her as you

do?"
" Nathalie," said Charley, mimicking her tone, " what

do you mean by going with Captain Cavendish as you do
" My going with Captain Cavendish has nothing what-

ever to do with it ; but if you want to know what I mean
—I mean to marry him !"

"Nathalie, I don't want you to have anything to do
with that man," Charley burst out passionately. " He is

a villain
!"

"Charley!"
" He is, I tell you 1 You know nothing about him—

I

do ! I tell you lie is a villain 1"

" This is ungenerous of you, Charley," she calmly said

;

" it is cowardly. Is not Captain Cavendish your friend ?"

" A friend I could throttle with the greatest pleasure

m life !" exclaimed Charley, savagely.
" What has he done «"

"More than I would like to tell yoii—more than you
would care to hear ! All I have to say is, I would rather

ftlioot you than see you his wife !"

^^You are slaacloriag UiiP T' §Ai4 Ni^tUalicj Uer passtQ«
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rising in spite of herself. You are trying to baffle me

;

to keep me from talking of Clierrie, but I'll not be put

off. You cannot—you cannot mean to marry that girl."

" "N^atty. look here," he said, more gently, " J don't

want to be disagreeable, but I cannot be dictated to in

this ! I am a man, and must choose for myself. I have

obeyed you all my life ; but in this you must let me be

my own master."
" You know what a name she has ! She is the talk of

all Speckport !"

" Is Speckport ever done talking ? Wouldn't it slan-

der an archangel, if it got the chance ?"

But it is true in this instance—she is all that Speck-

port says—an idle, silly, senseless, flirty, foolish, dressy,

extj'avagant thing ! She has nothing in the wide world to

recommend her but her good looks."

Neither has Captain Cavendish, if it comes to that
!"

" Charley, it is false ! Pie is a gentleman by birth,

rank, and education !"

" Yes," said Charley, bitterly. Nature did her best

to make a gentleman of him, but I know street-sweepers

in Speckport ten times more of a gentleman than he ! I

tell you he is corrupt to the core of his heart—a spend-

thrift and a foi'tune-hunter ! If you were isj Marsh, the

school-teacher, as you were two or three years ago, he
would as soon ask Miss Jo Blake to be his wife as you !"

" I don't doubt it," said Nathalie, quite calmly ;
" he

may not be able to afford the luxury of a penniless bride,

and for all that be no fortune-hunter. You can't shake
my faith in him, Charley !"

^ You are blind !" Charley cried, vehemently. " I am
telling you Heaven's truth. Natty, with no other motive
than your good !"

" We will drop the subject," said Nathalie, loftily,

" and talk of you and Cherrie Nettleby 1"

"We'll do nothing of the sort," replied Charley, reso-

lutely ;
" go your own way^ Natty, if you will, and I will

go mine! The one mii-riage can be no madder than the
other !"

" And you will really marry this girl I"
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" I really will, if she will have me !'

Nathalie laughed a low and bitter laugh.

"Have you ? Oh, there is little doubt of that, I fancjr.

Every one knows how she has been running after yon this

many a day !"

"But there is doubt of it. Your tine Captain Caven-
dish pursues her like her shadow."

Charley, I wilL not listen to another v/ord," cried

Nathalie, imperiously. " Your infatuation seems to have
changed your very nature. Why, oh why, has this girl

crossed your path ? If you wanted to marry, why could

you not have chosen some one else ? Wliy could you not

have chosen Miss Rose ?"

Charley smiled under cover of the darkness. The
question was absurd. Why could she not have chosen any
of her other suitors, all good and honoi-able men ? Why
could she not have chosen Captain Locksley, young, hand-
eomo, rich, and the soul of integrity. He did not say so,

however, and neither spoke again till the gate of Redmon
was reached.

" Good night," Nathalie briefly said, her voice full of

inward pain.
" Good night, Natty," Charley replied, " and God bless

you and," lowering his voice as he turned away " keep yon
from ever becoming the wife of Captain Cavendish

He walked on and entered the Nettleby cottage, where
he found Cherrie in the parlor alone, bending over a novel.

Cherrie's welcome to her lover was uncommonly cordial, for

she was ennuied nearly to death. Slie had expected Cap-
tain Cavendish all the afternoon, and had been disappoint-

ed. Had she known that officer was making arrangements

for their speedy nuptials, she might perhaps liave forgiven

him ; and at that very moment, wliilst talking to Charley

of the time when she should be Mrs. Marsh, eveiything

was arranged for her becoming, the very next week, Mrs.

Captain George Cavendish.

About five o'clock of that foggy July afternoon, Mr.
Val Blake sat in his private room, in the otHcc of the

Speckport Sponter, his shirt-collar limj) and wilted with

the heat, his hair wildly disheveled, and his expression
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altogether bewildered and distracted. The table at which
he sat was, as usual, heaped with MS., ^etters, books, buti

envelopes, and newspapers; and Mr. Blake was poring

over some sheets of white ruled foolscap, closely written

in a very cramp and spidery hand. It was a story from
" the fascinating pen of our gifted and talented contribu-

tor 'Incognita,' whose previous charming productiouei

have held spellbound hosts of readers," as the Spoutei

said, in announcing it the following week, and tl)c title of

the fascinating production was the " Ten Daughters of

Dives." Miss Laura Blair had just finished reading the

"Seven Loves of Mammon," by Mr. George Augustus
Sala ; hence the title and the quaint style in which the

thing was written. So extremely quaint and original in-

deed was the style, that it soared totally beyond the com-
prehension of all ordinary intellects, beginning in the most
disconcertingly abrupt manner, and ending with a jerk,

while you were endeavoring to make out what it was all

about.
" It's of no use trying," he murmured, pensively, " the

thing is beyond me altogether. I'll put it in, hit or miss,

or Laura will never forgive me ; and I dare say the women
will make out what it means, though I can't make top or

tail of it."

There was a tap at the door as he arrived at this con-

clusion, and Master Bill Blair, in a state of ink, and with
a paper cap on his head, labeled with the startling word
" Devil " made his appearance, and announced that Cap-
tain Cavendish was in the office and wanted to see him.

"Tell him to come in," said Yal, rather glad than
otherwise of a chat by way of relaxation after his late

severe mental labor."

The captain accordingly came in, smoking a cigar, and
presented his cigar-case the first thing to Yal. That gen -

tleman helped himself, and the twain puffed in concert,
and discussed the foggy state of the weather and the pros-

pects of the " Spouter." As this desultory conversation
began to flag, and tlie weed smcked oi Mr, Blake re*

membered he was in a hurry.

"I say, capt\in, you'll excuse nae, won't you, if I



CAPTAIN OAVENDISIL

tell you 1 haven t mucli time to spare this evening "W^
go press to to-morrow, and I shall have to get to w( rk."

Captain Cavendish came out of a brown study ho had
fallen into, and lit another cigar.

" I won't detain you long, Yal. I know you're a good
fellow, and would do me a favor if you could."

Vai nodded an i lit a cigar also.

" I want you to do me the greatest service, and I shail

be forevei" your debtor."
" Eright," said Yal ;

" let us hear what it is."

" You won't faint, will you? I am going to be mar-
ried."

"Are you?" said Mr. Blake, no way discomposed.
" To whom?"

"To Cherrie JSTettleby."

Val did start this time, and stared with all his eyes.

"To what? You're joking, ain't you? To Cherrie

Nettlebyl"
" Yes, to Cherrie Nettleby, but on the cross you know,

not on the square. Do you comprehend ?"

" Not a bit of it. 1 thought you were after Natty
Marsh all the time."

Captain Cavendish laughed.
" You dear old daisy, you're as innocent as a new-bom

babe. I'm not going to marry Cherrie in earnest, only

sham a marriage, and 1 cannot do it without your help.

The girl is ready to run away with me any day ; but to

make matters smooth for her, I want her to tliink, for a

while at least, she is my wife. Y ou understand now^ ?"

" I understand," said Yal, betraying, 1 i-egi-et to say,

not the slightest particle of emotion at this expose of vil-

lainy ; "but it's an ugly-looking job, Cavendish."

"Not as bad as if she ran away with me in cold blood

—for her I mean—and she is sure to do it. You know
the kind of girl pretty little Cherrie is, iiiakc ; so you will

be doing her rather a service than otherwise in helping

me on. If you won't help, you know I can easily get

some one who will, and I trust to your honor to keep
silent. But come, like a ga jd fellow, help me out."
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" Wliat do you want me to do ? Not to plaj clergy*

*'No ; but to get some one—a stranger to Clierrie and
I—consequently a stranger in Speckport, who will tie tho

knot, and on whose discretion you may depend. You
shall play witness."

Yal put his hands in his pockets and mused.
^'Well," he said, after a pause, "it's a horiid shame,

but rather than that she should run off with you, without

any excuse at all, I'll do it. How soon do you want the

thing to come oft' ?"

" As early as possible next week—say Tuesday light.
,

It will be better after night, she won't be so apt to notice

deficiencies."

Yal mused again.
" Cherrie's a Methodist herself ; at least, she sits under

the teaching of the Eeverend Mr. Drone, who used to be
rather an admirer of hers before he got married. The
chapel is in an out-of-the-way street, and I can feign an
excuse for getting the key from Drone. Suppose it takes

place there ?"

Captain Cavendish grasped his hand, and gave it a

friendly vise-like grasp.
" Yal, you're a trump ! You shall have my everlasting

gratitude for this."

" Next Tuesday night, then," responded Yal, taking

the ofhcer's rapture stoically enough. And now I must
beg you to leave me, for I have bushels of work on
hand."

Captain Cavendish, expressing his gratitude once more,
lounged into the drear and foggy night. How lucky for

the peace of the community at large, we cannot read each
other's thoughts. The young captain's ran something
After this fashion

:

"1 always knew Blake was a spoon, but I never
thought he was such an infernal scoundrel as this. Why,
he is worse than I am ; for I really am in love with the
girl, and he does his rascality w"l'thout a single earthl^y

motive. Well, it's all the better for me. I'll have Cherne
ftB Bure as a gun,"
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Mr. Blake, in the seclusion of his room, leaned back in

his chair, and indulged himself in a low and quiet laugh^

before commencing work.
" I said I owed jou one," he soliloquized, throwing

away the stump of his second cigar, "for leading Cliarlej'

Marsh astray, and now's the time to pay you. If I don't

§erve you out this go, Captain Cavendish, my name's
mi Valentine Blake 1''

CHAPTER XIL

nr WHICH THE WEDDING COMES OFF.

p^*w^i||HE foggy day had ended in a stormy night.

Black clouds had hurried wildly over the

^^^Si troubled face of the sky ; a dull peal of
^^'^^'^•'•11 thunder, booming in the distance, had been its

herald. Rain, and thunder, and lightning had
it all its own way until about midnight, when the sullen

clouds had drifted slowly, and the moon showed her fair,

sweet face in her place. A day of brightest sunshine, ac-

companied by a high wind, had been the result ; and in

its -morning refulgence. Captain Cavendish was sauntering

along the Kedmon road. Not going to the big brick

house, surely : Nathalie had told him the picnic day of

Mrs. Leroy's growing dislike to visitors, and the hint had
been taken, rerhaps it was only for a constitutional, or

to kill time ; but there he was, lounging in the ^eeth of

the gale, and whistling an opera air as he went. The
Nettleby cottage, fairly overrun with its luxuriance of

sweetbrier, and climbing roses, and honeysuckle, was a

pretty sight, and well worth looking at, and perhaps that

was the reason Captain Cavendish stood still to admire it.

The windows, all wreathed with crimson and pink roses,

•were open ; and at one sat Cherrie, in all her beauty, h'ka
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a picture in a liarc/^. The crimson July roses about her

were not brighter than herclieeks at the sight of him, and
her starry eyes flashed a welcome few men would not have
coveted. IIow prettily she was dressed, too—knowing
well he would come, the gypsy !—in pink muslin ; her

bar* neck and arms rising plump and rounded out of the

gauziness ; all her shining jetty curls flashing about, and
sprays of rosebuds twisted throii":;!! them. How the pah;,

blue-eyed, snowy-skinned, fair-hah-ed prettiness of Natiialio

dimmed in the young oflicer's ardent imagination beside

this tropical, gorgeous loveliness of the sunny South. He
opened the little gate, and was at the window before she

arose.

My black-eyed fairy ? You look perfectly dazzling

this morning. Who is in V
"No one," said Cherrie, showing her pearl-white teeth

in her deepening smile. " The boys are off fishing

;

father's up working in Lady Leroy's garden, and Ann's
gone to town for groceries."

" Allah be praised 1 I may come in, then, my darling,

may I not ?"

Clierrie's answer was to throw the door wide open

;

and the young officer entered and took a seat, screened
from the view of passers-by by the green gloom of the
vines. That green twilight of roses and honeysuckles was
just the thing for lo /ers to talk in; and Captain Caven-
disii had a great deal to say to Cheri-ie, and to all he said

Cherrie had nothing to gi^e but rapturous assents, and
was altogether in the seventh heaven, not to say a few
miles beyond that lofty elysium. It was all arranged at

last as the 3^oung gentleman wished, and, lolling easily oa
the sofa, he Ts^ent off on .another tack.

"Are you often up in Redmon House, Cherrie?" he
asked, stringing the black ringlets about his fingers.

(Jlierrie, seated on a low stool beside liis coucIj, nestled

luxuriously, with her head on his knee.
" Pretty often, George." ]t had come to that, you

Bee. "Wiiyf
" Because—because I think you might find out some
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thing for me. I have a fancy, do you kii!)w, that the old

lady doesn't over and above like me."
"I know she don't," said Cherrie, decidedly. "Bhe

can't bear yon, nor Midge either. They scold Miss ISTatty

like sixty every time you go there."
" The deuce they do ! Suppose she fancied—mind, I

only say fancied—I wanted to marry Miss Natty, do you
suppose she would consent?"

" Consent ! She'd pack Miss Natty bag and baggage
out of the house, more likely. She'd die before she'd give

in, would Mrs. Leroy."

Captain Cavendish fell to musing, and mused so long
that Cherrie glanced up from under her black lashes,

wondering what made his handsome face look so grave.
" What are you thinking about f she pouted; "Miss

Natty, I suppose."
" JSo, my little black-eye. I was thinking how you

could do something for me."
"What is it?"
" Couldn't you listen ; couldn't you manage to hear

sometimes what Mrs. Leroy says to iNatty, when they are

talking of me ?"

Miss Nettleby was not at all shocked at this proposal

;

but I suppose the reader is. I know very well it is dis-

graceful in one calling himself a gentleman, and altogether

dishonorable ; but Captain Cavendish's ideas of honor,

and yours and mine, are rather different. Had any one
called him a liar or a swindler, or thrown a decanter at

his head, or a tumbler of wine in his face, at tlie mess
table, or elsewhere, he would have considered liis honor
forfeited forever, if he did not stand up to shoot and be
shot at by the offending party, as soon as possible after-

ward. In one word, not to mince matters. Captain Caven-
dish, handsome and elegant as he was, was an infidel and
a villain, and you may as well know it first as last.

"I dare say I can," was Cherrie's reply to his pro-

posal. " I am up there often enough, and I know au the

ins and outs of the place. I'll do what I can."

Captain Cavendish rewarded her, as lovers do reward



TSJS WEDDING. Ul

•no another, I am told, and shortly after aroee to ta-ke his

leave. Miss Nettleby escorted hiui to the gate.

" You won't forget Tuesday night, Chorrie," he said^

turning to go.

It's not very likely," said Cheirie ; but I'll see yon
again before that—won't I, George?"

" Of cofirse, my darling ! Take care of yourself, and

good-bye."

He sauntered up the road at an easy pace ; and Cher-

rie lingered at tbe gate, admiring his tall and elegant

figure, and thinkiug, with an exultant heart beating, what
a happy and lucky girl she was. Forget Tuesday night I

the night that was to make her his bride. She- quite

laughed aloud at the thought, in the glee of her heart.

He was still in sight, this Adonis of hers, and she still

lingered at the gate watching him. Lingering thee, she

Baw something not quite so pleasant as she could wish.

Miss Nathalie Marsh, in a dress of blue barege, a black

silk mantle, and a pretty white hat trimmed with azure

ribbon, its long white
,

plume tipped with blue, and set

jauntily on her flowing sunny cuvls^ came down the avenue
from the house, opened the gate, and stepped into the

road, and confronted lior (Cherrie's) beloved. Cherrie

Baw him start eagerly forward, but could not hear what
he said, and perhaps for her peace of mind it was just as

well.
" My darling Nathalie I the fortuna-Le chance 1 have

been wishing for has come then I Are you goinsj to

town
Nathalie, smiling and blushing, shyly held out her

hand.

"Good morning. Captain Cavendish! I " but
he interposed reproachfully.

"Captain Cavendish, from you, Nathalie ; I tnought
you knew my name."

" Perhaps I have forgotten it," she laughed. " What
are you doing up here, George," a little liesit;itingly,

thougli, and with a vivid flush, no"- half so gHbly as Mis.-

Nettleby had uttered it ten i>iinutes before. " Were yoi?

goiufj to call f
*
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"Hardly—remembering tlie liiat joa gave me the
other day. But tlioiigli I could not storm the castle of

my fairy-princess, it was pleasant, st least, to reconnoiter

the outside, and I lioj^ed, too, foi clie lucky chance tliat

has arrived. Am I to have the happy privilege of escort-

ing you into town?"
S^athalie cast a half-apprehensive glance behind, hul

Midge was not on the watch. Had she known how dearly

she was to pay for that walk—for that escort, rather—slie

had hardly answered with that happy, careless laugh.
" Yes, you may have that happy privilege ! Wliat

did you do with yourself all day yesterday in the fog
Cavendish thought of what he had been doing in Val's

office, but he did not tell Miss Marsh. Cherrie was still

standing by the cottage gate, and they were passing it

now, looking like a black-eyed queen, under the arches of

scarlet runners and morning-glories.
" A pretty place," said Captain Cavendish, " and that

girl at the gate has a beautiful face. They tell me she
has turned half the heads in Speckport."

Nathalie's fair brow contracted ; not in jealousy, she

never thought of that, but at the recollection of Charley.

She made no answer. Her attention was attracted by a

lady who was coming toward them. A young lady, nice-

ly dressed, who stepped mincingly along, with a sweet
smile on her sullen face.

" What brings Catty Clowrie up this way, I wonder ?"

exclaimed Nathalie, bowing as she passed, while the cap-

tain lifted his hat. "It is ever so long since I have
seen her on this road before. I hope she is not going
to Redmon."

But Miss Clowrie was going to Redmon. She had
not started with that idea ; it had never enterea her head
until she met the lovers ; but she turned and looked ifter

them with a smile of evil menace on her face.

" I hate her !" was her thought. " I hate her 1 But
for her I might have had him once. Now he is that Net-
tleby girl's beyond hope. 1 wish Miss Marsh joy of her
sister-in-law."

"That Nettleb/ girl" still stood at the gate. Misa
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Clowrie bestowed tlie light of her smile upon her in paBS-

ing, still deep in tliouglit. They say in Speckport Lad}'

Lcroy has forbidden Captain Cavendish the house, and

threatens to disinherit Natty if she keeps his company.
Perhaps she does not know of this. I think I'll go up
iiid tell her. One good turn deserves another."

Midge answered the yoHug lady's knock, and admitted

her to the presence of Lady Leroy. That mummy she

found in her usual state of wrappings, and very ready for

a little gossip.

" Wliy don't you go out more, Mrs. Leroy," insinuated

Catty ;
" it would do you good, 1 am sure."

" No, it w^ouldn't !" snapped the old lady. " It does

me harm. I hain't got over that picnic yet."
" But I should think you would find it very lonely

here, with Nathalie away so much. I hear she spends
most of her time in town o-f late."

So she does," Lady Leroy screamed. "She will go
in spite of me. If it ain't the school, it's a party or a

picnic—something or other ; but she's gallivanting all the

time."
" I met her just now," remarked Catty, in a careless

way, " with Captain Cavendish. He had been waiting for

her, I think, at the gate."
" What ?" shrieked Lady Leroy, " who with, or who

did you say ?"

" Captain Cavendish," repeated Miss Clowrie, looking
furprised. " I thought you said they were engaged ! At
least, every one says they are."

Lady Leroy fell back, gasping, clawing the air in her
flruggle with her ten talon-like fingers. Catty, quite

alarmed, started up to assist her. Lady Leroy grasped
h<ir by the wrist with a fierce grip.

' You're sure of this? You're sure of this?" she
huskily whispered, still gasping. "You're sure she was
walking with him? You're sure she is enKaged to

him?"
" I am sure she was walking with him," said Catty

;

** and every one says she is engaged to him ; and wha^
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every one says must be true. It's very straLge yon did
not know it."

Lady Leroy " grinned liorribly a ghastly smile." "I
do know it now ! I told her not to go with him—I told

her not to go with him—and 'this is the way she obeys
me !"

She fell to clawing the air again, in a manner so very
ancomfortable to look at, that Miss Clowrie arose, with
§ome precipitation, to go.

" They say he is a fortune-hunter and very extrava-

gant, and goes after her because she is your heiress ; but
I'm sure I don't know. Good morning, Mrs. Leroy. I

am glad to see you looking so well."

With which the fair Miss Clowrie bowed herself out,

smiling more than Midge had ever seen her before,

and quite laughing, in fact, when she got out of doors.
" I think I have paid a little of my debt. Miss Natty,"

she thought. " I'll pay it all, my dear, I hope, before

either of us die."

In the silent solitude of her lonely room. Lady Leroy
had ample time to nurse her wrath before the return of

her ward. It was nearly noon before that young lady

reached home, her pretty face glowing with her raj)id

walk.

"Midge," was her first breathless question, has Catty

Clowrie been here this morning ?"

Midge answered in the atfirraative, and Kathalie's

heart sank. All the way up-stairs slie was preparing her-

self for a violent outburst of wrath
;
but, to her astonish-

ment, Lady Leroy was quite tranquil. She glanced

very hard at her, it is true, and her fingers w^ere chnving

empty air very viciously, but her voice was not loud no?

angry.

"You're very late, aren't you?" she said. " WThat

kept you?"
"I ran down to see mamma. Miss Eose told me she

was not very well ; but I hurried home as fast as I could.

I'll make out those bills now."
"Let the bills wait awhilcj" ^^\i(} the old lady. "1

h^iye ^pniethiiig to toll you."
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This waa an ominous commencement, and Nathalie

looked at her in some dread.
" Who was it you walked into town with this morn-

ing ?" she asked, glaring harder than ever.

Catty had told, then. Ail the blood in Nathalie's

body seemed blazing in her face, as she answered

:

It was Captain Cavendish. I chanced to meet him
,

near the gate, and I could not very well help his walking

back to town with me."
"Didn't you promise me," said Lady Leroy, still speak-

ing with astonishing calmness, but clawing the air fiercely

with both hands, " when I forbade you going with him,

that you would walk with him no more?"
" No," said Nathalie. " I said he would come here

no more, and neither he shall."

" Until I am dead, I suppose," said the old woman,
with a laugh that was very unpleasant to hear, " and you
have all my money. Answer me one question, Natty.

Are you engaged to him ? Don't tell a he."
" No," said Nathalie, proudly, " I am not in the habit

of telhng deliberate lies. I am !"

Lady Leroy gave a shrill gasp, her fingers working
convulsively, but the spasm was over in a moment. She
-eat up again ; and Nathalie, hurriedly and imploringly,

went on

:

" Dear Mrs. Leroy, don't be angry ! Indeed, you mis-

judge Captain Cavendish; he is a good and honorable
man, and respects you much. Dear Mrs. Leroy, consent

to our engagement and I will be the happiest girl in the
world !"

She wen t over and put her arms round the mummy's
neck, kissing the withered face. The old woman pushed
hsr away with another of her unpleasant laughs.

" There—there, child I do as you please. I knew you
would do it anyway, only I won't have him here—mind.
I won't have him here ! Now, get to work at them bills.

What's the matter with your mother V
" Sick headache," said Nathalie, chilled, she scarcely

kuew ^hy, by the old woman's manner. " She wajftt^
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me to stay with her this afternoon ; but I told her I wm
afraid you could not spare me."

Mrs. Leroy mused a few moments, while Nathalie
wrote, and then looked up.

"I'll spare you this afternoon, ]S"atty, since your
mother is sick. You can take the bills in with you and
collect them. If you are back by nine, it will do."

Nathalie was so amazed, she dropped her pen and gat

stkiing, quite unable to return a word of thanks, and not

quite certain she was not dreaming.

Get on, get on !" exclaimed Lady Leroy, in hei cus-

tomary testy tone. You'll never have the bills done at

that rate."

Nathalie finished the bills mechanically, and with a

mind far otherwise absorbed. Then she went to her
room, and put on her hat and mantle for another walk to

Speckport ; but all the time that uneasy feeling of doubt
and uncertainty remained. Mrs. Leroy had acted so

strangely, had been so ominously quiet and unlike lierself,

" and had not consented. Nathalie came in dressed for

town, and bent over her, until her long bright curls swept
the yellow old face.

" Dear Mrs. Leroy !" she pleadingly said, " I cannot
feel satisfied until you actually say you agree to this en-

gagement. Do—do, if you love your Natty, for all my
happiness depends upon it. Do say you consent, and I

will never offend you again as long as 1 live

Lady Leroy glared up at her with green, and glittei-

ing, and wicked old eyes.
" If I don't consent, will you break off. Natty ?"

" You know I cannot. I love him with all my heart
Oh, Mrs, Leroy ! remember you were once young your-

Njlf , and don't be hard !"

Looking at that dry and withered old antediluvian, iX

was hard to imagine her ever young—harder still to imag-
ine her knowing anything about the fever called love.

She pushed Nathalie impatiently away.
" Get along with you, and don't bother !" was her

cry. " I told you to have your wa\. , and yon ought to be
iBjitisiied. You woB't ^Iyg in. to ra,r^ hrjt Y^va^l li,kc me Iq
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give in to you—wouldn't you ? Go along, and don't tor

ment me 1

AV'lien Mrs. Leroy's cracked voice grew shrill and

Siercing, and her little eyes gleamed greer.isli flame

[athalie knew better than to irritate her by disobedience

She turned to go, with a strange sinking of the lieart.

" I will be back by nine," she said, simply, as she

quitted the room.

Miss Kettleby, seated at her cottage door, under the

roses and sweetbrier, industriously stitching on some gos-

samer article to be worn next Tuesday evening, looked up
in some surprise at sight of Miss Marsh on her way to

Speckport, for tlie second time that day.
" Going back to town. Miss Natty ?" she called out,

familiarly.

Miss Natty's answer was a cold and formal bow, as she

passed on. Cherrie dropped her work and started up.
" I'll go to the house and have a talk with Granny

Grumpy herself before she comes back. Perhaps I may
find out something. I wonder what sort of humor she

is in.''

Lady Leroy was in uncommonly serene humor for her.

Before Nathalie had been ten minutes gone, she had
shouted for Midge ; and that liousehold treasure appear-

ing, with sleeves rolled up over her elbows, and in a very

soapy and steamy state, had desired her to array herself in

other garments, and go right away into Speckport.
" Go into Speckport !" cried Midge, in shrill indigna-

tion. " I'll see you boiled alive first, ma'am, and that's

the long and short of it. Go into town, wash-day, indeed I

What do you want in town, ma'am ?"

" I want Mr. Darcy—that's what J want !" vehe-

mently replied her mistress. " I want Mr. Darcy, you
ugly little imp ; and if you don't go straight after him,
ril heave this at your head, I will I"

" This " was a huge black case bottle, which trifle of

glass the lad y of Redmon brandished in a manner that

made even Midge draw back a few paces in alarm.

want Mr. Darcy on important business, I do!'"

ieireuaded Lady Leroy. " And tell him not to let tb,e
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grass grow under his feet on the way. Be off, will

you ?"

" Why didn't yon tell Miss Natty sulkily said Midge
" Because she isn't coming back till nine o'clock, that's

why ; and I can't wait. Well, what do you want, young
woman

This last polite interrogation was addressed to Miss
N^ettleby, who stood smiling in the doorway, in all the

splendor of her charms.
^' I just ran up to see how you were," said Cherrie

[f yon want any errand done in the town, Mrs. Leroy,

I'll go. 1 can walk faster than Midge, you know."
" So she can," cried Midge ;

" let her go, ma'am ; I

won't."

With which Midge waddled off, making the hall

quake with her airy tread. Mrs. Leroy looked with un-

usual graciousncss at the young lady.
*' Will you go, Cherrie, and be quick about it. Tell

Darcy to hurry
;
you can drive back with him, you know."

Cherrie wanted nothing better, and was off like a

dart, scenting a secret, and determined to get at the bot-

tom of it.

''What does she want with her lawyer, I wonder?"
soliloquized Cherrie, on the road. " I'll lind out. Miss
Natty's out of the way, and Midge will be down in the

kitchen. I'll find out."

Mr. Darcy was one of the best lawyers in the town,
and was Lady Leroy's man of business ever since her
advent in Speckport. Cherrie found him in his office—

a

handsome and gentlemanly old man, with gray haii*,

whiskers, and mustache, and a clear, bright eye.
" What can the old lady want V' he wondered, aloud,

putting on his hat ;
" she didn't tell you, I suppose ?

will you drive back with me, Miss Cherrie ?"

Miss Cherrie consented, and they had a very pleasant

drive together, the old gentleman chaffing her about
her beaux, and wanting to know when she was going to

stop breaking hearts, and get married. Cherrie did not

say " next Tuesday," she only laughedj^ and desired to

down at her own gate.
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Tliere she watched the lawyer out of tjight, and then

v/ent deliberately after him. Not to the front door, how-

ever, but to a back window she knew of, easily lifted^

through it, up-stairs on tiptoe, and into Nathalie's roonx

which she locked on the inside. Nathalie's room adjoined

Lady Leroy's, and the wall being thin, the conversatioi

of the lawyer and the old woman was distinctly audibl?^

Cherrie sat down on the Hoor, with her ear glued to thi

wall, and listened. It was a prolonged and excited talk,

the lawyer angrily protesting, Mrs. Leroy angrily deter-

mined ; and it ended in Mr. Darcy's yielding, but grum-
blingly, and still under protest. Cherrie had fairly held

her breath while listening—astonishment and delight

pictured on her face.

There was a long silence; Mr. Darcy was writing.

In half an hour his task was completed, and he read it

aloud to the mistress of Kedmon. " That will do," said

liady Leroy, " I'm glad it's over."
" Do you want that paper witnessed ? Call Midge."
Mr. Darcy opened the door, and shouted through the

darkness for Midge, as Captain Cavendish had once done
before. Midge made her appearance, as soapy and steamy
as ever.

Write your name here," said Mr. Darcy, abruptly
pointing to the place.

" What is it '^'' inquired Midge*
" That's no affair of yours, is it? Sign it, will you?"
Midge took the pen as if it weighed half a ton or so,

Bet her head very much on one side, thrust her tongue a

little out of one corner of her mouth, and with mucl>
labor and painstaking, affixed a blotted autograph—Prig

cilia Short.
" That will dO;" said Mr. Darcy ;

" we want another.

Call in old Nettleby—he can write."

Midge, casting a parting look, of much complacence at

her performance, departed on her errand, and old Nettleby
coming in slioruy after, affixed another blotted signature.

•Mr. Daicy dispatched him about his business, folded the
document, put it in his ]>ocket-book, and took his hat and
cane to go. On the threshold he paused.

'

'
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" This has been done under the influence of aiigef,

Mrs. Leroy," he said ;
^' and jou will think better of it,

and send me word to destroy it before long. I consider

:t most unjust—exceedingly unjust—altogether unjustifi-

able ! Good afternoon, ma'am."
Cherrie waited in her hiding-place until she heard the

hall door close after him, then stole noiselessly out, down
stairs, through the window, and gained her own home,
unobserved.

What had she heard ? Her face was flushed, her eyea

bright, her whole manner strangely excited. She could

not keep still—she walked ceaselessly to and from the

gate, straining her eyes in the direction of Speckport.
" Why don't he come ! Why don't he come I" she

kept repeating, hurriedly. "Oh, what will he say to

CHAPTER XIIL

AFTEB THE WEDDING.

NJST NETTLEBY, busy in the culinary depan •

ment, never remembered seeing her restle&d

sister so exceedingly restless as on this after-

noon. When the clock struck six, and old

Mr. Nettleby plodded home from his day's

work, and the two young Mr. Nettleby's came whistling

from town, and tea was ready, Ann came out to call her

to partake. But Cherrie impatiently declined to partake

;

aad still waited and watched, while the sunset was burn-

ing itself out of the purple sky, and the cinnamon roses

drooped in the evening wind. The last amber and crim-

son flush was palinj> behind the blue western hills, when
he, so long waited Jcr^ came up the dusty road, twirling a

cane in hfs hand, and smoking a cigar.
^
The unspeakable

beauty and sereni-y of the smnmer twihght was no mor^
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to him than to her who wa;^n.^J at the vine-wreathed

gate. A hatidsome man and a pretty girl—eacli was far

more to tlio taste of the other than all the beauty of fcky

and earth.

Eight opposite the cottage were the dai'k, silent cedar

woods. The inomenthe came in sight, Chcrrie opened
the gate, motioning him to follow, struck into the narrow
footpath, winding among the woods. Captain Cavendish
followed, and found her sitting on a little knoll, undei the

tree.

" I have been watching for you this ever so long," she

breathlessly began ; " I thought you would never come

!

I have something to tell you, and I daren't tell you in the

house, for father and the boys are there."

Captain Cavendish leaned against a tree, puffed his

cigar, and looked lazily down at her.
" Well, petite, what is it ?"

" Oh, it's something dreadfully important. It's about
Miss Marsh."

The young captain threw away his cigar, and took a

seat beside Cherrie, interested at once. lie pat his arm
round her waist, too, but this is by-the-way.

" About Miss Marsh 1 Have you been listening V
Cherrie gave him an account how she had gone for

Mr. Darcy, and hidden afterward in Nathalie's room.
" My clever little darling ! And what did you hear?"
••^You never could guess! O my goodness," cried

Cherrie, clasping her hands, "won't Miss Natty be m a

passion, when she finds it out."

"Will she, though? Let us hear it, Cherrie."
" Well," said Cherrie, " you know Miss Natty was to

be heivess of Redraon, and have all Lady Leroy's money
when she dies ?"

"Yesl well?"
" Well, she isn't to be any longer! Lady Leroy made

a new will this afternoon, and Miss Natty is disinherited I"

Captain Cavendish started with something like an oath.

"Cheriic ! are you sure of this ?"

" Certain sure !" said Cherrie, with a look and tone
there waa no doubting. " I heard every word of it—her



m aPteb the ll^ElyDiUfQ.

telling him so first, and Iiim reading the will afterward

and father and Midge signed it
!"

" The—devil !" said Captain Cavendish between hifl

teeth ;
" but what put such a freak in the old hag's head?**

" You !" said Cherrie.
u 1 1"

" Yes—^just you ! She told Mr. Darcy Natty was en-

gaged to you, and would not give you up, all she could

say; so she meant to disinherit her. She said Nathalie

should never know, unless she married you before she was
dead—if she didn't, she shouldn't find it out until she was
in her grave, and then you would desert her when you
found out she was poor, and Nathalie would be rewarded
for her disobedience !"

Captain Cavendish's handsome face wore a scowl so

black, and the oath he swore was so dreadful, that even
Cherrie shrank away in something like terror.

" The old hag I I could throttle her if I had her here

!

Cherrie, who did she leave her money to V
" To her brother—or, in case of his death, to his heirs;

and five pounds to Natty to buy a mourning ring."
" Did you hear her. brother's name ?"

"Yes, but I forget! It was Harrington, or Harrison,

or something like that. Mr. Darcy scolded like every-

thing, and said it was unjust ; but Lady Leroy didn't seem
to mind him. Isn't it good I listened

" Cherrie ! Cherrie ! Cherrie !" called Ann Nettleby,
" "Where are you, Cherrie ? There's somebody in the house
wants you !"

" I must go !" said Cherrie, rising. " You stay here,

so Ann won't see you. Will you be up to-morrow ?"

"Yes," said Captain Cavendish; and Cherrie flitted

away rapidly in the growing dusk. For once he was glad

to be rid of Cherrie—glad to be calm and think, and the

late-rising moon was high in the sky before he left the

wood, and walked back to Speckport.

Cherrie's visitor turned out to be Charley Marsh, who
received the reverse of a cordial welcome from his fickle-

minded lady-love, who was more than a little provoked at

hifl shortening her interview with one she liked better.
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She seated herself by the window, with hei eyes lixed on
the cedar wood, rapidly blackening now, w liting for h.Qi

lover to emerge ; but when liis tall dark figure did at

length stride out through the dark path, night had fairly

fallen, and it was too late to see what expression his face

wore.

Whatever the young Englishman's sta.e of mind liad

been on leaving the wood that night, it was serene as mood
could be when, next morning, Sunday, Miss Nettleby, eii

grande tenue, gold chain and all, made her appearance in

Speckport, and met him as she turned out of Redmon
road. Miss Nettleby was going to patronize the cathedral

this morning, confirmation was to take place, witli all the

magnificent and poetical ceremonies of the Catholic

Church, and Cherrie would not have rnissed it for the

world. Keither would Captain Cavendish, who went
partly from curiosity, partly to kill time, partly to sliow

nimself in full uniform, and partly to hear Nathalie Marsli

play and sing. Out of the great organ she was drawing
such inspiring strains as Captain Cavendish thought he
had never heard before

;
rolling out in volun^es of har-

mony over tlie ears of people below, and g¥and and
grateful were the notes the instrument gave forth to her

master-hand. In front of the altar all the youthful aspir-

ants for confirmation were seated, tiie girls robed in snowy
white, and wearing vails and wreaths on their bowed heads,

like young brides. But now the bishop, in mitre and
chasuble, with a throng of attendant priests, in splendid

vestments, preceded by a score of acolytes in scarlet

Boutanes, and white lace surplices, bearing candles and
crozier, are all on the altar, and the choir have burst fortli

as with one voice, into the plaintive cry " Kyrie Eleison,"

and pontifical high massh as begun. High over all that

•welling choir, high, clear and sweet, one soprano voice

arises, the voice of the golden-haired organist :
" Gloria in

Excelsis 1" Something in the deep solemnity of the scene,

In the inspiring music, in the white- robed and flower-

erowned girls, in the silent devotion of the thousands
around him, stirred a feeling in the soul of the man, that

he had never felt since, in early boyhood, before he knew
7*



Eton or Voltxire, he had kneit at his mother's knee, and
learned tliere his childish prayers. He forgot, for a brief

while, his wii^.kedness and his worldliness, forgot the black-

eyed gii'l by his side, and the blue-eyed girl whose voice

vibrated through those lofty aisles, and, with dreamy eyes,

and a heart that went back to that old time, listened to

the sermon of the aged and white-haired prirft, grown
gray in the service of that God whom he, a poor atom of

the dusi, dared deride. It was one of those moments in

which the great Creator, in his infinite compassion for

his lost sheep, goes in search of us to lead us back to the

fold, in which our good angel flutters his white wings
about us, and tries to lift us out of the slime in which we
are wallowing. But the sermon was over, the benediction

given, the last voluntary was playing, and the vast crowd
were pouring out. Captain Cavendish took his hat and
went out with the rest ; and before he had fairly passed

through the catliedral gates was his old, worldly, infidel

self again, and was pourirg congratulations and praise into

the too-willing ears of Nathalie Marsh, on her admirable
performances, while Charley went home with Cherrie.

All that day, and the next, and the next. Captain
Cavendish never came near Re'imon, or the pretty cottage

where the roses and sweetbriers grew ; but Mr. Johnston, a

pleasant-spoken and dapper young cockney, without an h
in his alphabet, and the captain's confidential valet, came
back and forth with messages, and took all trouble and
suspicion off his master. Neither had Miss Ncttloby
made her appearaace in Speckport; she had spent the

chief part of her time about the red-brick house, but had
learned nothing further by all her eavesdropping. Jn a
most restless and excited state of mind had the young lady

been ever since Monday morning, in a sort of inward fever

that grew worse and worse with every passing hour. She
got up and sat down, and wandered in and out, and tried

to read, and sew, and net, and play the accordion, and
threw down each impatiently, after a few moments' trial.

She sat down to her meals and got up without eating any-

thing ; her cheeks burned with a deep, steady fever-red,

her eyes liad the unnatural brigh*:nes3 of the some disease,
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and Ami stared at her, and (pined she was losing her

wits.

In rain and gloom the wedding-day dawned at last.

Cherrie's fever was worse—she wandered from room to

roQ Q of the cottage all day long, the fire in her eyes and
the hectic on her cheek more brilliant than ever. The
sky was like lead, the wind had a warning wail in its voice,

and the rain fell snllenly and ceaselessly. Bat tlie rain

could not keep the girl in-doors ; she went out and wan-
dered around in it all, returning dripping wet, three or

four times, to change her drenched clothes. The girls

had the cottage to themselves ; old Nettkby was out in

the shed, mending his gardening-tools, and the boys were
in SpeckpoKt. The dull day was ending in a duller and
rainier twilight, and Ann Nettleby was bustling about the

tidy kitchen, getting tea, and wondering if Cherrie had
gone to bed in her room up-stairs, she had been so quiet

for the last half-hour. She did not go up to see ; but set

the tea to draw, laid the table, and lit the lamp. The wet
twilight had now closed in, in a black and dismal night,

when Ann heard a carriage stop at the gate, and, a mo-
ment after, a loud knock at the front door. Before she

could open it, some person without did so, and Aim saw
Mr. Yai Blake, wrapped in a mackintosh, and waiting at

the gate a cab, with a lighted lamp.
" How are you, Ann V inquired Mr. Blake. " la

Cherrie in ?"

" Yes, here I am !" a voice called out, and Cherrie her-

self came running down stairs, her heart beating so fast

and thick she could hardly speak.
" I thought you would like a drive tMs evening, Cher-

lie," said Val ;
" it's wet, but you won't mind it in the

cab, and I'll fetch you back before ten. Run and wrap
up and come alon^j."

It was not the hrst time Ann Nettleby had heard such
impromptu invitations given and accepted, and it was none
of her business to interfere. Cherrie was off like a flash,

and down again directly, in out-door dress, her vail down,
to hide her flushed and excited face.

Ann Nettleby, standing in the cottage-door, watched
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the tjab drive away tlirougli tlie rainy night, auJ thea,

closing the door, went back to the kitchen, to give hei

father his tea. She took her own with Iiim, setting the

tfapot back on the stove, to keep hot for her brothers.

Old Nettleby fell asleep immedia:ely after tea, with hia

'pipe in his mouth, and Ann went back to her netting's

wondering once more what Cherrie was about, and wish-

ing she could have such fine times as her elder sister.

Could she only have seen in some magic mirror what waa
at that moment going, on in a humble little Wesleyaii
chapel in a retired street of the town ! The building

dimly lighted by one flickering candle ; a minister, or what
looked like one, in white neckcloth and clerical suit of

black; the tall and distinguished m»an, wearing a shroud-

ing cloak, and the little girl, who trembled and quivered

so fearfully, standing before him, while he pronounced
them man and wife ; and that other tall young man, with
his hands in his coat-pockets, listening and looking on

!

Could Ann Nettleby only have seen it all, and known that

her pretty sister was that very night a bride

!

Val Blake was certainly tlie soul of punctuality. As
the clock on the kitchen-mantel was striking ten, the cab

stopped once more at the cottage-door, and she heard his

unceremonious voice bidding Cherrie good-night. Ann
opened the door, and Cherrie, her vail still down, brushed
past her without saying a word, and flitted up the staircase

to her own room.
It was half an hour later when Ann ISTettleby's two

brothers came, dripping like water-dogs, home from town

;

and Ann having admitted them, went yawningly up-stairs

to bed.
" I say, father," said Rob Nettleby, pulling off his \» *A

jacket, " was there company up at Redmon to-day
" No," replied the old man. " Why V
Oh, because we met a carriage tearing by ^ifit

now, as if Old Nick was driving. I wonder vhaX it wa*
about!"
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CHAPTER XIV.

MINING THE GROUND. (

ISS CIIEREIE NETTLEBY was not a young
lady of very deep feeling, or one likely to be
long overcome by romantic emotion of any
sort. Thei'efore, before a week stood between
her and that rainy July night, she was all her

own self a^ain, and that ni<^lit seemed to have come and

gone out of her life, and left no trace beliind it. She was
Cherrie Nettleby still, not Mrs. Captain Cavendish ; she

lived in the cottage instead of the handsome suite of apart-

ments the elegant young officer occupied in the best hotel

in Spcckport. She flaunted in the old gay way through

lior native town, and held her usual evening levee of young
men in the cottage-parlor as regularly as the evening came
round. It did seem a little strange to her at first that

marriage, which makes such a change in the lives of other

girls, should make so little in hers. Slic never doubted
for a single second that she was really and legally his

wife, and Val Blake kept his own counsel. The captain

told her that he would resign his commission or exchange
into the first homeward-bound regiment; and meantime
she was to be a good girl and keep their secret inviolably.

She was to encourage Charley Marsh still—poor Charley!
while he every day played the devoted to Nathalie.

Cherrie's wedding night had been nearly the last of

July. The crimson glory of an August sunset lay on the

climbing roses, the sweetbrier and lioneysuckle arches of

the cottage, and was turning its windows into sheets of

red gold. The sun, a crimson globe, was dropping in an
oriflamme of indescribable gorgeousness behind the tree-

t''>ps ; and at all this tropicol richness of light and color-

Lag, Cherrie, leaning over her f^.^.iier's garden-gate,

looked.

X were uot many passers-by to look at tlxakt hat
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August evening ; but presently up the dusty road came a
young man, well-dressed and well-lookiog. Cherrie knew
him. and greeted him with a gracious smile, for it was Mr
Johnston, Captain Cavendish's servant-. Mr. Johnston,

with a look of unqualified admiration at her dark, bright

face, took off his hat.

" Good-evening, Miss Nettleby. Ain't it shocking 'ot ?

Been to the picnic to-day ?"

Cherrie nodded.
" 'Ad a good time, I 'ope Weren't you nearly melted

with the 'eat?"

"Yes, it was warm," said Cherrie; "got anything
for me ?"

"A letter," said Mr. Johnston, producing the docu-

ment, " which he'd 'ave come himself honely hold Major
Grove liinvited 'im to dinner."

Cherrie eagerly broke open the envelope and read

:

" Deakest :—Meet me to-night, at half-past eight, in

the cedar dell, without fail. I)estroy this as soon as*

read. G. S."

Cherrie tore the note into atoms, and strewed them
over the grass.

" There was to be a hanswer," insinuated Mr. John-
ston.

" Tell him yes," said Cherrie ; " that is all."

Mr. Johnston took off his hat once more, and himself
immediately after. Ann Nettleby, at the same moment,
came to tlie door to tell Cherrie tea was ready ; and Cher-
rie went in and partook of that repast with her father,

feister, and brothers.
" Did you hear, boys," said old Nettleby, " that Ladj

Leroy has sold Partridge Farm ?"

" Sold Partridge 1? arm I" repeated Rob. " No I has
ihe, though? Who to?"

" To young Mr. Oaks, so Midge tells me ; and a rare

penny she'll get for it, I'll warrant you."
" What docs Oaks want of it, i wonder ?" said hifl

^tjiet son. " He isn't goin^ to take to faiming."
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" Oaks is the richest fellow in Speckpo/t," said Rob
Nettleby; "he has more money a great deal than he
knows what to do with, and he may as well lay it out in

property as at the gaming-table."
" Does he gamble ?" asked Cherrie, helping herscK to

bread and butter.

Her brother laughed significantly.

Doesn't he, though ? You may find him and that

Captain Cavendish all hours of the day and night in Prince
Street."

" Is Captain Cavendish a gambler ?" said Ann ;
" that's

bad for Miss Natty. They say they're going to be mar-
ried."

Cherrie smiled to herself, and Rob went on speaking.
" It's bad for Miss Nathalie, for that Cavendish is a

yillain, for all his fine airs and graces, and is leading her
brother to the devil. I met him and young McGregor
coming from Prince Street last night, and they hadn't a

leg to put under them—either one."

"Drunk?" said Clierrie, stirring her tea.

" Drunk as lords, the pair of 'em. I helped them both
home, and found out afterward how it was. They had
gone with Cavendish to the gaming-house as usual, had
iost heavily also, as usual, and, excited and maddened, had
drank brandy until they could hardly stand. Young Mc-
Gregor will fleece his father before he stops ; and where
Marsh's money comes from, I can't tell."

" You ought to tell Miss Natty, Rob," said his father.
" I should not like to see hei throw herself away on such
a man, such a handsome and pleasant-spoken young lady
as she is."

" Not I," said his son, getting up ;
" she wouldn't

thank me, and it's none of my business. Let Charley tell

her, if he likes—a poor fellow like me has no call to inter

fere with tine ladies and gentlemen."
Cherrie, with a little disdainful toss of her black curls,

but discreetly holding her tongue, went into the front

roo'^n and seated herself witli a novel at the window. She
read until a quarter pai-i eight, and it grew too dark to

ifie^ ibeii, riisiiig, shq vvi\p|xid hersoH iix a plaided Bhawi
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and crossed the deseited road unobservsd. Ci^dai deli,

the place of tryst, was but a few yards off—the green hol-

low in the woods where Cherrie had told the captain of

the resul t of her eavesdropping ; a delightful place, shut
in by the tall, dark trees, with a carpet of velvet sward,
and a rustic bench of twisted boughs. Cherrie sat down
on the bench and listened to the twittering of the birds in

their nests, the restless murmuring and swaying of the

trees in the night-wind, and watched the blue patches oi

sky and the pale rays of the new moon glancing in and
out of the black bougns. All the holy beauty of the pale

fcummer Tiight could not lift her heart to the Creator who
liad made it—she was only waiting for the fall of a well-

known step, for the sound of a well-known voice. Both
came presently. The branches were swept aside, a step

crashed over the dry twigs, a pale and handsome face,

with dark eyes and mustache, under a broad-brimmed hat,

looked in the white moonlight through the opening, and
the expected voice asked

:

" Are you there, Cherrie ?"

"Yes, George," said Cherrie composedly. "Come
in."

Captain George Cavendish came in accordingly, em-
braced her in very husbandly fashion, and sat down beside

lier on the bench. The gloom of the place and the hat

he wore obscured his face, but not so much but that the

girl could see how pale it was, and notice something strange

in his voice and manner.
"Is there anything the matter?" she asked. "Did

you want anything very particular, George ?"

" Yes," he said, in a low, impressive voice, taking both
her hands in his, and holding them tightly. " I want you
to do me the greatest service it may ever be in your
power to render me, Clierrie."

Cherrie looked up at his white, set face, feeling

frightened.
" I will do whatever I can for you, George. What it

it r
" You know you are my wife, Cherrie, and that my

ifttcirests are yours now. Wouldn't you like I should W
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come rich and take yon awa^ from this place, and keep

you like a lady all the rest of your life f

'

Yes—Cherrie would decidedly like that, and gave bim
to understand accordingly.

"Then you must take an oalli, Clierrie—do you hear?

—an oath to obey me in all things, and never reveal tc

living mortal what I shall tell you to-night."

Now, Cherrie, thinking very little of a falsehood uu

ordinary occasions, held an oath to be something solemn

and sacred, and not to be broken, and hesitated a little.

" Perhaps it is something hard—something I can't do.

1 feel afraid to take an oath, George."
" You must take it ! It is not a matter ol choice, and

1 will ask nothing you can't do. You must oTily swear to

keep a secret."

" Well, I'll try," said Cherrie, with a sigh, " but I hate

to do it."

" I dare say you do !" he said, breaking into a slight

smile; "it is not in your line, I know, to keep secrets,

Cherrie ; but at present there is no help for it. 1 ou know
what an oath is, don't you, C^-errie '^"

" Yes."
" And you swear never U reveal what I am about to

Bay to jou ?"

"Ices," said Cherrie, her curiosity getting the better

of her fear. " I sweai* ! What is it ?"

Was it the gloom of the pl^ce, or some inward struggle,

that darkened so his handsouio face. The silence lasted

so long after her question, th^it Cherrie's heart bagan to

beat with a cold and nameless fear. He turned to her at

last, holding botli iier hands in his own, and 20 baid that

phe could have cried out with the pain.
" You have sworn, Cherrie, to }\elp me. Say you liope

you may die if you ever break ih^t oath. Say it 1"

The girl repeated the frightful words, with a shiver.
" Then, Cherrie, listen, and don't scream. I'm going to

rob Lady Lcroy to-morrow night."

Cherrie did not scream ; but she ^-ave a gasping cry,

Bad her eyes and mouth opened to their w dest extent.
" (jouig to rob Lady Leroy," repeated Oapt^ie Uavoj^-
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dish, iooking at ner fixedly ^ And magnetizing her with hia

Eowerful glance, tomorrow night ; and I want you to

elp mCj Cherrie."

*' But—but they'll put y)u in prison for it," gasped
Chcrrie, all aghast.

" No, tliey won't, with your help. I mean they shall

put somebody else in prison for it ; not through any dis-

like to him, poor devil, but to avert suspicion from
myself. Will you help me, Cherrie ? Remember, you
have sworn."

" I will do what I can," shivered poor Cherrie, " but
oh ! I am dreadfully scared."

" There is no need—your part will be very easy, and
to-morrow afternoon you shall leave Speckport forever."

Cherrie's face turned radiant.

" With you, George ! Oh, I am so glad ! Tell me what
¥ou want me to do, and see if I don't do it."

^ That is my good little wife. ISTow then for explana-

tions. Do you know that Lady Leroy has sold Partiidgo
Farm ?"

" To Mr. Tom Oaks—^yes, and that he is coming up
to-morrow to pay her eight thousand pounds for it."

" Who told you?"
" Father and the boys were talking about it at tea.

George, is that the money you're going to steal ?"

"It is. I am deucedly hard-up just at present, Cher-
rie, and eight thousand would be a godsend. Now, my
dearest, you must be up at the house when Oaks comes,
and find out where the money is put."

" 1 know where she always keeps the money," said

Cherrie ;
" and she's sure to put this with the rest. It is

in that black japanned tin box on the stand at the head of

her bed."
" Yery well. You see, I must do it to-morrow niglit,

for she never would keep so large a sum in the house ; it

will go into the bank the day after. The steamer for

Halifax leaves to-morrow night at eleven o'clock, and T

^hall go to Halifax in xier."

" And take me with you ?" eagerly asked Cherrie.
^'No ; you must go in anot^QT direction. Umil oux
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marriage is made public, il never would do for us t ) go
together, Clierrie. Let me see. You told me once you
had a cousin up in Greentown, who wanted you to visit

her, did not you ?"

"Yes—Cousin Ellen."
" Well, there is a train leaving Speckport at half-past

five in the afteruoou. You must depart by that, and you
will be in (Ireentown before nine. Ta^vo care to make
your departure as public as possible. Go into Speckport
early in the morning, and bid everybody you know good-

bye. Tell them you don't know how long you may be

tempted to stay."

Yes," said Cherrie, with a submissive sigli.

" All but one. You must tell Charley Marsh a different

Btory."
" Charley ! Why, what's Chai'ley Marsh got to do

with it?"
" A good deal, since I mean he shall be arrested for

the robbery. 1 hate to do it, but there is wo help for it,

Cherrie. You told me the other day that he was getting

desperate, and wanted you to elope with him."
" So he did," said Cherrie. " He went on dread

fully ; said he was going to perdition, and you were drag-

ging him down, but he would take me from you if he
could. He wanted me to go with him to tlic United
States, and we would be married in Boston."

" And you—what is this you told him, Cherrie ?"

"I told him I would think about it, and give him hie

answer in a day or two."
" Yery well. Give him his answer to-morrow morn

iiig. Call at the office, and tell him you consent to run
away with him, but that, to avoid suspicion for a few days,

you are going to give out you are otf on a visit to your
cousin in Greentown. That you will actually sturt in

the cars, but will step quietly out at the first statior, which
is only ^hree miles from town, and that you will walk
back and get to Speckport about dark. You understand,

Cherrie? You are not really to do this, only to tell

Marsh you will."
^* Yes," said Cherrie, looking hopelessly bewildered.
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"Tell liim to come to Hedmon between eight and
nine, to call at your cottage first, and if yon are not tliera

to go to Lady Leroy's and wait there as long as lie can.

If you are not there before the house is closed, he is t(?

wait in the grounds for you in front of the house until

you do come. I will enter by that back window yoB
showed me, Cherrie, and the probability is Charley will

wait all niglit, and, of course, will be seen by severa]

people, and actually suspected of the robbery."

It seems a pity, though, don't it ?" said Cherrie, hei*

woman's heart touched for poor Charley.

"If he is not suspected, I will be," said Captain Cav-
endish, sternly. " Remember your oath."

" I remember. Is there anything else ?"

" Yes
;
you must send him a note in the afternoon.

Ann will fetch it for joxi. To-morrow is Thursday, and
at eight in the morning the steamer leaves for Boston."

" Here," said the young man, putting his hand in his

pocket and producing a slip of paper, " is a draft of the

note you are to send him, written in pencil. Copy it

word for word, and then tear this up. Listen, and I will

read it."

More from memory than the pale moon's rays glancing

through the woods, Captain Cavt adish read

:

" Dear Charley ;—I forgot to tell yon this morning,
when I consented to elope with you, that you had better

go down to the steamboat office to-day and secure state-

rooms, so that we may conceal ourselves as soon as we go
on board. You can pay for this out of that money ; it

will do us more good than it ever would do that miser of

a Lady Leroy. Ever yours,

"ChEERIE JiTETrLEBY."

"'What money?" inquired Cherrie. "What money is

he to pay for tiie staterooms out of ?"

"Oil, I forgot. When you sec hhn in the* morning,
give him this," producing a bank note. " I know he ha?

not a stiver, and I got this from Oaks myself yesterday.

\\, is for ten poundsj aud Oak^'§ iriitials were scrawled QXt
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it^ as he has a fashion of doing with all his biils. Teli

him Lady Leroy gave it to your father in payment, and
he presented it to yon. ' Charley will take it; he is too

hard up to be fastidious. Your note will, no doubt, be
found upon him, and convict him at once."

There's another thing," said Cherrie. "When
Charley's arrested and my name found to that note, they'll

think I knew about the robbery, and come up to Green-

town after"me. What should I do then?"
" That is true," said the captain, thoughtfully. " Per-

haps, after all, then, you had better not go to your cousin's.

Go on to Bridgeforcl ; it is thirty miles further up, and a

quiet out-of-the-way place, where no one ever stops, hard-

ly. There is one hotel there, where you can stay quietly

for a few days, and then slip off and get board in some
farmer's house. Call yourself Miss Smith, and write to

me when you are settled, telling all the particulars. Dis-

guise your hand in writing the address, and I will run up
and see you as soon as I safely can, and settle our future

plans. Now, you are sure you remember and understand
all I have been saying ?"

" Yes," said Cherrie ;
" but, oh, dear me ! I feel just

as nervous and as scared 1 What will they do to Charley ?

Maybe they'll hang him !"

" I^ot the least fear of it. If they put him in piison,

I'll try and get him clear off. You say they always go to

bed for certain at nine o'clock at Kedmon house?"
" At nine to a minute ; but Lady Leroy always locks

her door, nights. How will yen get in ?"

Captain Cavendish smiled.

^
" If it all was as easy as that, it would be a simple af-

fair. Don't look so discouraged, my darling black eyes.

Witl\ eight thousand pounds in my pocket, and the
prettiest little girl in wide America as my wife, I will bo
off to merry England, and you and I will forget this land
of fog and fish. I'm off now, Cherrie and perhaps it

may be two or three weeks before I shall see you again,

so take care of yourself Here are eight sovereigns to

pay your expenses ; and be sure you write to me from
Bridgeford."
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He got rip, but Clierrie clung to him, cr3dng:
^' Oil, I am afraid I O George, I am afraid I will

never see you again."

"Little simpleton," he said, giving her a parting

caress, "' what can happen if you do your part bravelyl

If you fail, then, indeed, we will never meet again.''

(Jherrie's tears were falling fast now.
" I will not fail ; but—but "

" But what, my darling ?"

" When you go to Halifax, perhaps you will never
come back

;
perhaps you will never come to Bridge-

ford."
" Cherrie, you are a goose ! Don't you know I am

in your power, and that I must come back ? Come, stop

crying now, and give me a kiss, and say good-bye. It

won't be long, you know."
One other parting caress, and then he was gone.

Cherrie listened until the echo of his footsteps died

out in the distance, and then she threw herself on her

face in the wet grass, heedless of her white dress, and
cried like a spoiled child whose doll has been taken away.
She was frightened, she was excited, she was grieved, but
she was not remorseful. There was little compunction in

her heart for the part she was to play—betraying the man
who loved her and trusted her. It was the old story of

Delilah and Samson over again.

The clocks of Speckport striking ten, and clearly

heard this still summer night, had ceased before she came
out, her cheeks pale, her eyes red with weeping. There
was a dull circle round the moon, foreboding a coming
storm ; but what was there to give warning to poor
Charley Marsh of the storm about to burst upon liim '^

Ann Nettlcby was at the door waiting patiently for

Cherrie. She turned crossly upon her v/hen she ap-

peared.
" I wish you would learn to come home earlier, and

not keep folks out of their beds all night. What were
you doing in the woods

" Crying," said Cherrie, quite as crossly as her sister.
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"I'm tired to death of this ditJ place. I'll go off to

Greentown to-morrow."
" I wish to mercy you would ; the rest of us would

have some peace then. Did you expect Charley Marsh
to-night V

"No; why?"
"He's been here, then, and only just gone. Come ija,

and let me lock the door."

Cherrio v/ent up to her room, but not to sleep. Sh&
Bat by the window, looking out on the quiet road, the

black woods, and the moon's sickly, watery glimmer, while

the long hours dragged slowly on, and her sister slept.

She was thinking of the eventful to-morrow—the to-

morrow that was to be the beginning of a new life to

her.

CHAPTEE XV.

flPBINGING THE MINB.

I^^^IHEN Mr. Eobert Nettleby informed his family

PpK^fe^ circle that Charley Marsh was going to—well,

^^^I^M to a certain dark spirit not to be lightly named
in polite literature, he was about right. That
young gentleman, mounted on the furious

steed of extravagance, was galloping over the road to ruin

•t the rate of an express train.

Not alone, either
;
young McGregor, Tom Oaks, Es-

quire, and some dozen more young Speckportians, were
keeping him company—and all ran nearly abreast in the
dizzy race.

The terrible terminus—Disgrace, Misery, and Sudden
Death—looked very near to some of them, very near, in-

deed, to the brother of Nathalie. He had taken to hard
drinking of late, as a natural sequence of the other vice

;

gamblers must drink to drown remorse, and it was no un-
usaal thing now for him to be helped home by pitying
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friends, and carried tip-stairs to bed. How :he mollief

cried and scolded; hew tlie sister wept in passionate

Bhaine and sorrow in tlie silence of lier own room ; how
he, the pre digal, suffered after, Heaven only knows, but it

never came to anything.

Next day's splitting headache, and insuperable shame
and remorse, mi st be drowned in brandy ; that fatal

stimulant brought the old delusive hopes—he must go
back, he must win.

He was over four hundred dollars indebted to Captain
Cavendish now, without possessing one dollar in the world,

or the hope of one, to pay him. He had ceased to ask

money from Nathalie—she had no more to give him, and
Alick McGregor and Tom Oaks found enough to do to

foot their own bills.

Strange to say, the primary mover of this mischief,

the arch-tempter himself, George Percy Cavendish, re-

mained unsuspected, save by a few, and went altogether

unblamed. Captain Cavendish seldom lost his money,
never his temper ; never got excited, was ever gentleman-

ly and cool, though half the men about him were mad
with liquor and losses, and ready to hold pistols to their

heads and blow their miserable brains out.

Nathalie, humbled to the very dust with shame for

Charley, never suspected her betrothed lover—never for

one second ; in her eyes he was the incarnation of all that

was honorable and good.

It was in one of his fits of rage and remorse that

Charley had asked Cherrie to fly with him. Not that he
expected to atone by that

;
but, far from Speckport, which

enchanting town was fast becoming hateful tc him, and
With her as his wife, he hoped to begin a new life, away
from those he had disgraced. He hated Captain Caven-
dish with a furious and savage hatred, and it would be a

demoniac satisfaction to tear Ghcj-rie from hini. For,

with the eyes of jealousy, Cliarley saw his game, though
all Speckport was blind. Miss Nettleby, at her.old game
of fast and loose, had put him off indefinitely. And,
casting bitter reproaches to Fate, after the manner of Dick
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Swivoller, Charley Marsh let liimself drift with the rapid

current, bearing him along to a fearful end.

The day that cainc after tlie night sj^ent by Cherrie

and Captain Cavcncrsh in tlie cedar dell was one of scorch-

ing, broiling heat and sunshine. The sun was ".ike a wheel
of red lianie, the sky of burnished brass, the bay a sea of

arnber hre.

Through all the licry glare of this fierce August morn-
ing, went Charley Marsh to the office of Dr. Leach. No
longer the Charley Marsh who had been the life of Mrs.

McGregor's party, that foggy May evening when Ca^^tain

Cavendish had lirst appeared in Speckport, but a pale,

Bunken-cheekcd, hollow-eyed vision, with parclied and
feverish lip, and gaze that shrunk from meeting that of

his fellow-men. His temples seemed splitting, his eyes

ached with the blinding gleam, and he could have cursed

the heat in his impious impatience and suffering. He
glanced down toward the shining bay, and thought, if it

had only looked blue and cool, instead of being a lake of

ti»*e, he could have gone and lain down in its pleasant

w iters, and escaped forever from the miseries of this life,

at least.

^'Charley I"

The voice at his elbow made him bound. He turned
and saw Cherrie Nettleby, her shining ebon ringlets freshly

curled, her black eyes dark and dewy, her rosy cheeks
bright and unwilted, her dress airy and cool—uniiushed,

unhcated
;
basking, like a little salamander, in the genial

sunlight, and wearing the smile of an angel. Charley
could scarce believe his eyes.

" You here, Cherrie !" he cried, " this blazing day.

Have you b 3en in Speckport all night ?"

No, I got a drive in this morning, and, Charley,"
dropping her wicked eyes, " 1 came to see you !"

riiey were near the office. The surgery looked cool

and shady, and Charley opened the door and ushered the

} 0ung lady in. The sliopboy had the place to himself, and
he retreated to a distant corner, with a knowing grin, at

sight of the \xm\ Di'. Leach was rarely at home. I*eople

would persist in devouring new potatoes, and green peas,
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and cucumbers, and string-beans, and other green stuf&i

and having pains, and cramps, and cholera afterward, and
the doctor was fairly run off his legs—that is to say, hia

horse w is.

" How nice and cool it is in here," said Cherrie ;
" it's

the hottest day came this summer, I think. What a hurry
you were in leaving, last night, Charley."

" Hurry ! It was past ten."
" Well, I came in a few minutes after, and was so mad

when I found you were gone. I got such a jawing for

being out ! I won't stand it," cried Miss Cherrie, nying
out in an affected temper ; "I just won't !"

"Stand what?"
" Why, being scolded and put upon the way I am I

It's dreadful dull, too, and I am getting tired of the place

altogether ; and so, I am going to leave it."

^ "With me, Cherrie?"
" I don't care if I do ! I'm off this very day ; I'll not

you, you haven't much time to spare !"

Charley grasped both her hands, his pale face lighting

with ecstasy ; and the shopboy behind the pestle-and-mor-

tar grinned delightedly at the scene, although he could

not hear a word.
" My darling Cherrie !" Charley cried, " you have

made me the happiest fellow alive ! W ait until to-morrow,
and we will be off in the boat to Boston."

Miss ISTettleby fell to musing.
" Well, I don't care if I do," she said, at length. " I

should like to see Boston, and the trip in the steamboat
will be nice. But, look here, Charley, I've gone and told

our fDlks and everybody else that I was going to Green-
town, in this afternoon's train, and it won't do to back

"But you must back out, Cherrie I You cannot go to

Greentown and to Boston, both."

Cherrie put on her considering-cap again, only for a

moment, though, and then she looked up with a sparkling

face.

" I have it, Charley I The nicest plan 1 This eveningj

stand it a minute lonj if you want me to go with

out."
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at half-past five, I'll go off iu tlie Ccirt^ and eveiy one will

think I've gone to Greentown, so my absence to-morrow

won't be noticed. I'll get out at the first station, three

miles off, and walk back home, but won't go in. About
eight to-night you call at our house, pretending you don't

know about my being off, you know ; and when our Ajin

tells you I have gone, you go up to Lady Lcroy's and stay

till bed-time. Then wait around the grounds in front ol

the house, and I'll come to you about ten. I can stop in

one of the hotels here, where they don't know me. I'll

wear a thick vail until morning, and then we will hide

on board the boat. Isn't it a splendid plan, Charley?
They'll think I'm in Greentown, and never suspect we
have gone oft' together !^'

No poor fiy ever got entangled in a spider's web more
readily than did Charley Marsh in that of Captain Caven-
dish. He thought the plan was capital, and he told

her so.

" You must be sure to wait in front of the house until

I come," said the wicked little enchantress, keeping her

black eyes fixed anywhere but on his face. "And here,

Charley—now don't refuse—it is only a trifle, and I won't
go with you, if you don't take it. I don't suppose you
have much money, and father made it a present to me
after Lady Leroy paid him. I must go now, because I

have ever so nnicli to do before evening. Good-bye,
Charley, you won't forget anything I've said?"

Forget! That face, fair in spite of its haggardness,

was radiant. ]3ad as Cherrie was, she had not the heart

to look at him as she hurried out of the shop and (h)wn
the street. If he had only knowm !— if he had only known I

—known of the cunning trap laid for him, into which he
was falling headlong—if he had only known what was to

take place that fatal night

!

Charley Marsh did not go home to his dinner; he had
dinner enough for that day. All that long sweltering
afternoon he sat in the smothering little back-oHice, staring

out at the baked and blistered backyard, and weaving, ohl
8uch radiant dreams of the future. Such dreams as we all

weave ; as we see wither to shreds, even in the next hoar.
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Visions of k home, far, vei v far from Speckport, wKere
the past should be atoned ic'i" and forgotten—a home of

which Cherrie, his darling little Cberrie, should be the

mistress and fireside fairy.

It was some time past five, when, awakening from
these blissful day-dreams, Charley Marsh found that the

little back office was so insufferably hot as not to be borne
any longer, and that a most extraordinary cliange liad come
over the sky, or at least as much of the llnnament as was
visible from the dirty office-window. He took his hat and
sauntered out, pausing in the shop-door to stare at the

!5ky. It had turned livid; a sort of ghostly, greenish

fflare, all over with wratliful black clouds and bars of

Blood-red streaking the western horizon. Not a breath of

air stirred ; the trees along the streets of Speclrport and in

its squares hung motionless in the dead calm, and feathers

and bits of paper and straw lay on the sidewalk. The sea

was of the same ghastly tinge as sky and air, as if some
commotion in its watei-y bowels had turned it sick. And,
worst of all, the heat was unabated, the planked sidewalks

scorched your feet as you walked, and you gasped for a

mouthful of air. Speckport declined taking its tea ; its

butter was butter no longer, but oil ; its milk had turned
sour, and the water from the street-hydrants nearly warm
enough to make tea of, without boiling at all. There
were very few out as Charley walked down Queen Street,

but among these few he encountered Mr. Yal Blake, strid-

ing in the direction of Great St. Peter Street.

Val nodded familiarly.

" Hot day, Charley. Going to be a thunder-storm, 1

take it. By the way, she'U have an ugly night for hei

journey."

"Who will r
" Little Cherrie, of course ; she's off to Greentown,

luan ! Didn't you know it ? I was down at the station

ten minutes ago, and saw her off. How's the mother ?"

" Getting better. Good afternoon, Yal," said Charley,

passing on, and smiling at the news Mr. Blake had told

Lim.

t;.
. ,

•
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" Wliat a cle rer head tlie atrle Jarling has to put them
off the scent ! Hallo, wh^t do you want

Some one had shouted after liim ; and turning round,

he saw Master Bill Blair, his hands in his poeket?, his hat

cocked on one side of his head, following at an extrcniel}^

leisurely pace.
" I want jou hold on. I'll go part of the way with

YOU, for I'm going home to tea," replied Mr. Blair, not

nurrying himself. "It's hot enough to roast an ox, it is.

You don't suppose the sky has got the jaundice, do you

;

it is turned as yellow as a kite's claw."
" You had better send up and inquire," said Charley,

shortly, preferring his own thoughts to this companion-
ship.

"I say. Marsh," said Bill, grinning from ear to ear,

"Cherrie's gone, hasn't she? Good riddance, I say. What
took her streaking off to Grecntown, and whatever will

you do without her V
Mr. Marsh came to a sudden stand-still—they were in a

quiet street—and took Mr. Blair by the collar.

" Look you here, Master J3ill," said Charley, emphati-
cally, " you see the water down there 1 Well, now take

warning ; the next time I find you making too free use of

that tongue of yours, I'll duck you ! Mind ! T'v^e said it
!"

With which Mr. Marsh released him, and stalked on.

Mr. Blair, pretty well used to being collared, took this

admonition so much to heart, that he leaned against a

lamp-post, and went oft" with a roar of laughter that awoke
all the sleeping echoes of the place.

There was no one in the cottage parlor when Charley
went in ; and on the lounge in the sitting-room his mother
lay asleep. He went softly up-stairs to liis own room so

as not to awake her. That poor, pale, peevish, querulous,

novel-reading, fond mother, when should he see lier

again?

A murmur of voices caught the young man's eai as he

ascended ; it came from Miss Ilosf3's room—the door of

which, that sultry evening, stood lialf open. Charley
glanced in. Miss Eo^e, .sittinir at a little table, was writ-

ing, and an old woman ou a chair near, with hav shawl and
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bonnet on, rocked to and fro, and dictated. Charley knefi

Miss Ease was scriLe to all tlie poor illiterate of Speck-
port, and knew 8lie was at one of tliose sacred tasks now.
He saw the pale, sweet face in profile ; the drooping white
eyelids, hiding tlie hazel eyes, and the brown hair, darap
and loose, falling over lier mourning-dress, lie thought :i

what Nathalie had said—"If you must marry any oi;e,

why not Miss Eose ?" as he closed the door without dis-

turbing them.
" IsTo, Natty," he mentally answered. " Miss Eose is

an angel, which I am not, unless it be an angel of dark-

ness. No ; slie is too innocent and good for such a fellow

as I am. I wouldn't marry her if I could, and couldn't, I

dare say, if I would.

He changed his dress, and packed his trunk, laying out

a long water]3roof coat on the bed, as a shield against the

coming rain. Before he had iinislied, he lieard Betsy Ann
calling Miss Eose to tea. That reminded him he had had
no dinner, and was hungry ; so he went down sti^rs, and
Mrs. Marsh, at sight of him, broke out in petulant com-
plainings.

Why had he not come home to dinner ? "Where had
he been ? What was the reason it was so hot, and why
was he in evening dress ? And Charley laughed good-hu-
moredly as he took his place at the table.

" Be easy, mother mine ! Who could think of so pre-

posterous a thing as dinner this sweltering day ? I have
been in the office since morning."

" Catty Clowrie was in here some time ago," pursued
Mrs. Marsh, feebly stirring her tea, " and she told me
Cherrie Nettleby had gone away up the country. What's
taken her off«"

Miss Eose was kind-hearted enough not to look at him,
and his mother was without her specs ; so neither noticed

the hot flush that arose to his face.

" How should I know ? Am I Miss Nettleby's confi-

dant? Was Nathalie in the school-room today, MiflS

Rose?"
"No."
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" It was too Lot, I Sup]..o^, Thi* intenae clobenee* cah

dnly end in a thiinder-storn^.'^

1 fancy we will Iiave it shortly. The sky looks fear-

ful ; it has turned perfectly livid."

The meal ended, Charley walked to the window over-

looking the wide sea, and stood blankly gazing out. It

was nearly seven—time he was off to Redmon ; and yet,

with love and Cherrie beckoning him on, he was hesitating

When should he stand here again—in this pleasant home
where he had spent so many happy years 'i When, indeed ?

He waii going to his fate, as we all go, blindly ; and there

was no foreshadowing dread to whisper to him—stan^

back.

The clock struck seven. It was possible to linger no
longer. He went over to where his mother sat, and bent

over her. Miss Rose in the next room was practicing.
" Mother !" Charley said, trying to laugh, and speak-

ing very fast, " I have not been a very good boy lately,

but I am going to turn over a new leaf from to-day. You
can forgive the past, motlier dear, can you not, if 1 promise
better lor the future

Mrs. Marsh looked up at him rather surprised, but still

peevish.
" I am glad to hear it, I am sure. You have been act-

ing disgracefully of late, just as if you wanted to break
my heart."

" But I don't, mother, and I am going to amend. And
when after this you hear others speaking ill of mc, you
mil be my defender, will you not, mother ?"

" Of course, Charles," his mother said, pettishly, " if

jrou deserve it."

" Good-bye, then, mother ; take care of yom-self, and
Cry and forgive me."

^
He kissed her, and hastily left the room. Miss Ilog«

faintly and sweetly was playing some evening hymn. Hs
stopped a moment to look at the slight black figure— fof
the last time, perhaps, he thought.

*J
Good-bye, Miss Rose," he called out ; " I am ofi/*

She turned round with a smile.

"Good-bjG. Mr. Marsh I There is a storm coming—

«

*ake care I"
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IIo^ xittle she dreamed of tlio storm that was coming
when she gave hiia that warning. He went out of the

cottage, closing the liall door after him ; and the street

and tlie figures in it looked blurred to him, seen through
some foolish mist in his eyes.

With the waterproof overcoat thrown across his arm,

his umbrella in his hand, and his hat pulled far over hia

eyes, Charley Marsh walked through tlie streets of Speck-
port steadily to his fate. There was an ominous hush in

the stifling atmosphere, a voiceless but terrible menace in

the sullen sky, the black and glassy bay, and thelivid-hued

evening. Charley's thoughts wandered to Cherrie.' The
storm would overtake her coming to town ; she would get

drenched, and frightened half to death, for it was going

to lighten. He could not walk fast, owing to the heat,

and night fell before the JS^ettleby cottage came in siglit.

ith it fell the storm, flash after flash of lightning cleav-

ing black cloud and yellow air like a two-edged sword

—

flash after flash, blinding, intermittent, for nearly five

minutes. Then a long dull roar, that seemed to shake the

town, with great plashing drops of rain, as large and heavy
as peas. And then the tempest burst in its might—flash,

flash, flash !—the heavens seemed one sheet of flame—the

earth rocking with the ceaseless roll of thunder, and the

rain descending in torrents. Some low spruce-bushes, a

zigzag fence, his glazed overcoat and umbrella, were shelter

enough for Charley. He sat on a rock by the wayside, his

hands over his eyes, feeling as though the fierce blue glare

had struck him blind. The summer-hurricane was sub-

Hme in its fury, but too violent to last long. In three-

quarters of an hour the lightning and thunder had ceased,

but the rain still fell heavily. Charley got up, drew oat

his watch, struck a match—for the night had struck in

pitch black—and looked at the hour. A quarter to nine,

and where, oh w^here, in all this tempest Avas poor Cher-

rie? He hurried on at a frantic pace, fumbling in the

blind blackness, until the red light of the cottage-window

Btreamed across the inky gloom. He never stopped to

imagine what they would think of his presence there at

6ll!eJi 2^ time ; he was too full ©f anxiety for Cherrie. Sha
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might have hired a cab and driven home, frightened hj
the storm, and he rapped loudly at the door. Ann Net-

tlebj, lamp in hand, answered his authoritative summons.
Is Cherrie here, Ann T

Ann stared.
" Law, Mr. Marsh ! how should she be here ? Don'i

you know she went off to Greentown in the half-past five

train?"

Charley stood looking at her, so pale and wild and wet,

that Ann stared at him harder than ever.
" Is Lady Leroy worse she asked.

"Worse! Yes—no—I don't know. Has she been
ill?"

" She's been very bad all the day. Dr. Leach has been

up to see her, and our Rob's staying there all night for

fear she should take another bad turn, and some one should

be wanted to go for him again."

This was news to Charley.

"What is the matter with her ?" he asked.
" Cramps. Did you not get Cherrie's letter ?"

"What?"
" Cherrie's letter ! She left a letter for you, and told

me to fetch it to town to you, and I did this evening, but

you weren't in, the boy said."
" Did you leave it at the office ?"

"Yes."
Charley wondered what it could bo about, but he did

not ask Ann. He turned and walked through the dark-

ness and the slanting rain, to Redmon House. The outer

gate npver was fastened, and he went under the dripping
trees up to the castle of Lady Leroy. It was all in dark-

ness, looming up a blacker spot in the blackness, but one
feeble ray shone from Nathalie's room. Charley knew it

was of no use entering then—past nine—when the place

was closed and locked for the night, so he stood under the
tall, gaunt trees, and watched that feeble, flickering ray.

It seemed to connect him—to bring him in communion

—

with Nathalie ; and when it went out, and all was dark
and lonely, a light—the light of his love for her—seemod
to go out of his heart with it.

>
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And now tliere was nothing to do but to watch for

Chcrrio. He seemed to have bidden farewell to all hi*

old friends, and have only her left. His past life seemed
gliding behind him, out of sight—a newer and better life

opening before him, with her by his side to share it, until

they should lie down at the far end, full of years and good
works. He leaned against a tree, thinking of this, and
waiting. The storm was abating, the rain' ceasing, the

clouds parting, and a pale and watery moon staring wanly
across the gloom. In another hour the clouds were scud-

ding wildly before a rising gale, and the moon had broken
out, through their black bars, lighting up the grim old

house with an eerie and spectral gloom. The trees looked

like tall, moaning ghosts in the sickly and fitful rays, and
the loneliness of the tomb reigned over all. Another
weary hour of watching, and Charley was nearly mad with
impatience and anxiety. Where—wh^'re—was Cherrie?

The sigliing night-wind, the moaning and tossing trees,

file ghastly light of the fitful moon, and the ominous si-

lence of nature, had no answer to give him.
What was that which rent the silence of the night ? A

shriek from the house behind him—a . woman's shriek

—

the sound of fiying feet, a key turning in a rusty lock, and
the front door thrown wide open. Ln sac de nuit, which
means, in a short night-gown and red flannel petticoat, her

head tied up in a yellow silk handkercliief. Midge rushed

frantically out, followed by a man. Charley had started

forward, and the moon's light fell full upon his black form
m, the middle of the park. Quick as lightning, the iron

grasp of the dwarf was upon his collar, and the shrill voice

piercing wildly the night air : "1 have him ! I liave him I

fllurderl Murdprt Murder I"
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CHAPTER XVL

A CRIICB.

HAT was done that night f

At the very hour of that fine August nKrt'S-

ing that Mr. Charles Marsh and Miss Cbcrrie

Nettleby had the surgery of Dr. Leach so com-
fortably to themselves, that medical gentleman

was up at Redinon, helping its mistress to fight out a bat-

tle with death. Yes, on that hot summer morning Lady
Leroy was likely to die, stood even within the portal of

the Valley of the Shadow, and Redmon and all earthly pos-

sessions seem about to slip from her forever. Good-
natured Miss Jo, in the early morning, had sent up a

present of a basket of cucumbers ana lettuce, of both of

which specimens of the vegetable kingdom Mrs. Leroy had
partaken, well soaked in vinegar, as a sha 'pener to break-

itst appetite. The consequence was, that before that re-

past was well down, she was seized with svch convulsive

cramps as only cholera patients ever kn>w. Brandy
applied inwardly, and hot flannel and se^-ere rubbing
applied outwardly, being without avail, Dr. Leach was
sent for in hot haste. The old woman was in a cronies, and
Nathalie frightened nearly out of her wits. Dr. Leach
looked grave, but did his best. For some hours it was
quite uncertain whether he or the grim Kider of the Pale
Horse would gain the battle : but victory seated herself

at last on the medical banner of the Speckport physician.

Mrs. Leroy, totally exhausted with her fierce sutferinga,

took an opiate and fell asleep, and the doctor took his hat

to leave.

" She'll do well enough now, Miss Natty," he saM,
"only pitch the cucumbers into the fire the first thing
She'll be all right to-morrow."

Nathalie sat patiently down in the steaming and op
proa^ve sick-room, to keep watch. The house was as atfti
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as a tomb
;
Midge was l>»med in the regions below, and

the sick woman slept long and profoundly.

Nathalie took a book, and, absorbed by it, did not

liotice when Lady Leroy awoke. Awake sne did, after

some hours, and lay there quite still, looking at the young
girl, and thinking. Of what ? Of the k ng and weary
months that young girl had in a manner buried herself

ali^e in this living tomb of a house, to minister to her,

to arrange all her business, to read to her, to talk to her,

to do her all manner of good service, and to bear patiently

her querulousness and caprice. It had been a lonely and
eerie life for her, but when had she ever complained?
and now what was she to gain by it all ! For one act of

disobedience she was disinherited—all these months and
years wasted for nothing. She had come there in the

belief—implanted by Mrs. Leroy herself—that she was to

be the heiress of Redmon. Had she any right to go back
from her word—to make her memory accursed—to go
into that shadowy and unknown world opening before her
with a lie on her soul? Dared she do it ? She had an
awful fear of death, this miserly old woman—an awful
fear of what lay beyond death ; and yet, with strange in-

consistency, she felt herself on the verge of the grave—

a

long Hfe of sin lying behind her, and making no effort to

atone—only letting herself diift on. Yet is the incon-

sistency strange ? Are we not, every one of us, doing the

same ? We are younger, perhaps, and fuller of life
;

3^et

do we not know the terril^le truth, that death and ourselves

sure divided but by a single = tep ?

Nathalie, bending over her book, all her fair hair drop-

Eing loose about her, saw not the eyes so closely watching
er. How pale she looked. Perhaps it was the fright not

yet over
;
perhaps the heat ; but her face was lUve a lily-

leaf. While she watched her, Midge came softly in, and
Mrs. Leroy closed her eyes again.

" Is she sleeping still ?" Midge asked, looking toward
the bed.

" Yes," said Nathalie, glancing up.

Midge buBtled outj and pi-esenfciy returned with a cuy
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" Who do you think was here this morning to say good-

bye ?" she asked, while N^athalie was drinking it.

"I don't know. Whof-
" Cherrie Nettleby, no less. She wanted to come n]p

here whether or no, to see yon and the missis, but I sent

her to the j'ight about quicker. The flyaway good-for-

nothing's off to Greentown in the cars this afternoon.'^
" Indeed. And how long is she going to stay ?"

" I told her I was glad to hear it," said Midge, " and
that I hoped she wouldn't come bothering back in a hurry

;

and she laughed and shook back th(3m black curls of hers,

and said perhaps she would stay all summer. The place

is well rid of her, and I told her so."

Nathalie, reverting to Charley, perhaps, thought the

same, but she did not say so. Midge departed, refreshed

by her bit of gossip, and Nathalie resumed her book.

The steaming sick-room was irksome enough to her, but

she would not leave Mrs. Lcroy even for a moment in her

present state. That old lady opened her eyes again ; and
as she did so, Midge came bolting back.

" Miss Natty, here's Mr. Tom Oaks come to pay that

there money, I expect. Shall I send him off again

Before Nathalie could reply, Lady Leroy half sat up
in bed, feeble as she was, the ruling passion strong in

death.
" No, no, no !" she shrilly cried, " don't send him away.

Fetch him up here—fetch him up !"

Nathalie dropped her book and was bending over her
directly.

Dear Mrs. Lerov, are you awake ? How do you feel

now?"
" Better, Natty, better. Fetch him up. Midge—fetch

him up."

Midge trotted off, soliloquizing as she went

:

Well, I never ! I do think if she was dead and
buried, the sound of money jingling atop of her grave
would bring her out of it. You're to come up, Mr. Oaka
Missis is siclv abed, but she'll see you."

Mr. Tom Oaks, a dashing young fellow^ well-kK)king
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of face, and free and easy of manner^ strolled in, liat id

hund. Nathalie rose to receive him.
" Good day to you, Miss Nathalie. How are you, Mrs.

Leroy ? Nothing the matter, I hope."

She is better, now," said NathaKe, placing a chai»

for him by the bedside.
" 1 suppose you' ve come up to pay the money ?" Mrs

Leroy inquired, her fingers beginning to work, as thej

always did when she was excited.

Yes, Mr. Oaks had come to pay the money and obtain

possession of the documents that made him master of

Cartridge Farm. Sundry papers were signed and handed
over—a long roll of bank-bills, each for fifty pounds, were
presented to Lady Leroy and greedily counted by her,

over and over again. Then Nathalie had to go through
the performance, and the roll was found to be correct. Mr.
Oaks, master of a magnificent farm, bowed himself out,

the perspiration streaming from every pore.

When he was gone, the old woman counted the bills

over again—once, twice, three times ; her eyes glittering

with the true miser's delight. It was not to make sure of

their accuracy, but for the pure and unalloyed pleasure it

gave her to handle so much money and feel that it was
hers.

A knock at the front door. Mrs. Leroy rolled the bills

hastily up.
" Give me the box. Natty ; some one's coming, and

it's not safe to let any one know there's so much money
in the house, and only three poor lone women of us

here."

Nathalie handed her the large japanned tin box Cher-
rie had spoken of, which always stood at the head of the

bed, and the bills were placed in it, the tin box relocked

and replaced, before the visitor entered. It proved to be
Lawyer Darcy ; and Nathalie, availing herself of his

presence, left the room for a few moments to breathe

purer air.

" 1 was very sorry to hear of your illness," the lawyer
said, ^'and ran in as I was going by, althougii I am in

rather a hurry. By the way, I am expecting every day t«
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be snmiiiotied back herein alter that kst tuijufit will of

yoiii-s I hope you h^ye begun to see its cruel injustice

yourself.'^
" Yes," Lady Leroy gravely replied, " I have. There

is no one living has so good a right to whatever I possess

tts Nathalie Marsh. 1 did wrong to take it from her, but

it is not too late yet. Come up liere to-morrow morning

and draw out another—my last will—she shall liave every-

thing I own."
Tne old lawyer grasped the sick woman'8 hand de-

lightedly.
" Thank heaven, my dear Mrs. Leroy, that you have

been brought to see matters in their true light. Natty's

the best girl alive—ain't you, Natty ?"

"What, sir?" Nathalie asked, as she re-entered the

room.
"The best and prettiest girl alive! There, don't

blush. Good afternoon to you both. I'll be up to-morrow
morning without fail, Mrs. Leroy, and I trust I sliall find

you quite restored."

He went out. How Kttle did he think that never
again, this side of eternity, should he meet that woman

;

how little did he think that with those words he had
btdden her an eternal farewell.

Midge brought up some tea and toast tc her jni stress

after the lawyer's departure ; and feeling more comforta-

ble after it, the old woman lay back among her pillows,

and requested her ward to " read a piece for her."

The book Nathalie was reading had been one of nci

father's, and she loved it for his sake and for its own. It

was not a novel, it was " At the Foot of the Cross," oy
Faber ; and seating herself by the bedside, she read aloud

in her sweet, grave voice. The touching- story of Calvary
was most touchingly retold there ; more thau once the

letters swam on the page through a thick mist of tears,

and more than once bright drops fell on the page and
blistered it

The l^ig, sultry afternoon hours wore over, and in

that shuttered room it had grown too dark to see the

words, before the girl ceased. There was a silence

;



Nathalie's heart was full, and Mrs. Leroj was quiet, look*'

ing unwontedlj thoughtful.
" It's a beautiful book," she said, at last, " a beautiful

book, Katty ; and it does me good to hear it. I wish you
had read to me out of that book before !"

" I will read it all through to you," Nathalie said

;

" but you an3 tirod now, and it is past seven. You had
better have some tea, and take this opiate and go to sleep.

You will be quite well again to-morrow."
Nathalie got tlie old woman's tea herself, and made

the toast with her own white hands. Mrs. Leroy wished
her to share the meal, but Nathalie could not eat there

;

the steaming and fetid atmosphere of that close chamber
made her sick and faint. She was longing for the old

woman to go to rest for the night, so that she might get
out. She removed the tea-tray, and turned to leave the
room.

" I am going out for a walk in the grounds," she said,

" but I will be back by eight to give you the sleeping

draught
;
and, for fear you might be taken ill again in

the night, I will ask one of the Nettlebys to sleep here."

Without hat or mantle, she ran down-stairs and out

into the hot twilight. The brassy hue of the sky, and the

greenish-yellow haze filling the air, the ominous silence of

nature, and the scudding black clouds, gave her warning
for the first time of the coming storm.

She went down the avenue, through the gate, and
along the dusty road to the cottage. The roses about it

were hanging their heavy heads, the morning-glories and
the scarlet-runners looked limp and wilted. She found A.nn

washing the dishes, and the two young Nettleby's J ^ing

lazily on the grass behind the cottage, smoking pipes.

Nathalie preferred her request, and Rob Nettleby at once
volunteered.

"I'll go up in half an hour, Miss Natty," he said,

" and, if I'm wanted, I can gallop into town in ten min-

utes."

"Thank you, Eob I"

She went back to the kitchen, lounging a minute be*

fore she left.



" And 80 Cherrie's gone, Ann ?"

" Yes," said Ann ;
" and I'm glad of it. We will

have some peace for a while, which we don't have when
«he's here, with her gadding."

Nathalie walked slowly back to the house, wondering
and awed by the weird and ghostly look of the sky. Tlie

evening was so close and oppressive that no breath of air

was to be had
;
yet still it was better than the house, and

she lingered in the grounds until the lightning shot out

like tongues of blue name, and the first heavy raindrops

began to fall.

Hurrying in out of the coming storm, followed by
Bob JSrettlel3y, who opined it was going to be a " blazer

of a night," she saw that all the doors and windows were
secured, and then returned to Mrs. Leroy's room to ad-

minister the opiate. She found the old woman in a doze,

from which her entrance aroused her, and raised her with
her right arm in bed, while she held the glass to her lips

with her left hand.
" It will make you sleep, dear Mrs. Leroy," the girl

Raid, " and you will be as well as ever to-morrow."
" I hope so. Natty.—Is that thunder 'f'

" Yes ; it is going to be a stormy night. Is there

anything else I can do for you before I go ?"

" Yes ; turn down that lamp ; I don't like so much
light."

^A little kerosene lamp burned on the table. Nathalie
lowered the light, and turned to go.

"Good-night," she said, "I will con-e in once or twice
through the night to see how you are. You are sure you
do not want anything more ?"

The sleeping-potion was already taking effect. The
old woman drowsily opened her eyes.

" No," she said
;
nothing else. You're a good

Nal ty, and it was wrong to do it ; but I'll make it all

right, Natty ; I'll make it all right !"

They were the last words she ever spoke ! Nathalie
wondered what she meant, as she went into her own
room, and lit her lamp.

. The Btorm without was raging fast and furiou? ; the
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blaze of tlie liglitn^ng fiiied th'^ room witii a lurid blis^

glare, the dull and ceaseless roll of tlie tliujder was ap-

palling, and the rain lashed the windows in torrents.

" Heaven help any poor wanderer exposed to such a

tempest 1" Nathalie thought.

If she had only known of him who cowered nnder the

spruce bushes on Redmon road, waiting for it to subside.

Nathalie brushed out her long, shining, showering curls,

bathed her face, and said her prayers. The furious and
short-lived tempest had raged itself out by that time, and
she blew out the lamp and sat down by the window—it

was too hot to go to bed. She made a pile of the pillows,

and leaned her head against them where she sat
;
and,

with the rushing rain for her lullaby, fell asleep.

What was that ? She awoke with a start. She knew
she had not slept long, but out of a disturbed dream some
noise awoke her—a sharp metallic sound. Her room was
weirdly lighted by the faint rays of the wan and spectral

moon, and with her heart beating thick and fast she lis-

tened. The old house was full of rats—she could hear

them scampering over her head, under her feet, and be-

tween the partitions. It was this noise that had awoke
her ; the trees were writhing and groaning in the heavy
wind, and tossing their green arms wildly, as if in some
dryad agony—perhaps it was that. She listened, but

save these noises all was still. Yes, it was the rats,

Nathahe thought, and settling back among the pillows

once more, she fell into another light slumber.

No, Nathalie. Neither the wailing wind, nor the

surging trees, nor the scurrying rats made the noise yon
heard. In the corridor outside your room a tall, dark
figure, with a black crape mask on its face, is standir.g.

Tlie figure wears a long overcoat and a slouched hat, and
it is fitting a skeleton key in tlie lock of Mrs. Leroy's

door ; for Nathalie has locked that door. Like some dark

and evil spirit of the night, it glides into the cbatnbcr;

the lamp on the table burnp iow, and the old woman
Bleeps heavily. Softly it steals across the room, lays hold

of the japanned tin box, tries key after key from a l)unch

it carries, and at last succeeds The box is open—tlift



t1^easure is found. Fifty- -iifty —fifty ! they are all fifties

— fifty-pound notes on good and sound Speckport banks.

The eyes behind the mask glitter—the eager hands are

thrusting the huge rolls into the deep pockets of-the over-

coat. But he drops the last roll and stops in his work
aghast, for there is an awful sound from the bed. It is

not a scream, it is not a cry ; but something more awful
than ever came from the throat of woman in all the his-

tory of woman's agony. It is like the death-rattle

—

iioarse and horrible. He turns and sees the old woman
sitting up in bed, one flickering finger pointing at him,

the' face convulsed and livid, the lips purple and foaming,

the eyes starting. One cry, and all for which he has

risked so much will be lost ! He is by the bedside like a

flash ; he has seized one of the pillows, and hurled her back
;

he has grasped her by the throat with one powerful hand,
while with the other he holds the pillow over her face. Fear
and fury distort his own—could you see it behind the

mask—and his teeth are set, and his eyeballs strained.

There is a struggle, a convulsive throe, another awful
rattle in the throat, and then he sees the limbs relax, and
the palpitating throat grow still. He need fear no cry

now ; no sound will ever again come from those aged
lips ; the loss or gain of all the treasures in the wide earth

will never disturb her more. He loosens his grasp, re-

moves the pillow, and the lamplight falls on a horrible

sight. He turns away with a shudder from that black-

ened and convulsed visage, from the starting eyes forced

out of their sockets, and from the blood which trickles

in a slow, dreadful stream between purple lips. He dare
not stop to look or think what he has done ; he thrusts the
last roll into his pocket and flies from the room. He is

BO furiously impatient now to get away from that horrible

thing on the bed, that he forgets caution. He flies down
the stairs, scarcely knowing* that the noise he makes

Iechoes from cellar to attic of the silec: old house. He
takes the wrong turning, and swears a furious oath, to

find liimself at a door instead of the window by which he
had entered. He hears a shriek, too

;
and^mad with ter-

ror, tears ofi
,
his mask and turns down another passage.
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Right at last \ thig is the window ! He leaps through it

—^he is out in the pale moonlight, tearing through the

trees like a madman. lie has gained tlio road—a horse

stands tied to a tree, and he leaps on his back, drives his

spurs furiously into the beast's side, and js off like the

wind. In ten minutes, at this rate, he will be in Speek-
port, and safe.

The apartment m which Midge sought sleep after the

fatigues of the day, was the kitchen, and was on the firs^

floor, directly under Lady Leroy's room. She had quar-

tered Rob Nettleby in the adjoining apartment—a big,

draughty place, where the rats held grand carnival all the

year round. Midge, like all honest folks in her station,

who have plenty of hard work, and employ their handfc

more than tlieir heads, was a good sleeper. But on this

stormy August night Midge was destined to realize

some of the miseries of wakefulness. She had not

dared to go to bed during the first fury of the storm;

for Midge was scared beyond everything by liglitning

and thunder ; but after that had subsided, she liad ven-

tured to unrobe and retire. But Midge could not sleep.

Whether it was the heat, or that tiie tempest had made
her nervous, or why or wherefore. Midge could never
afterward tell ; but she tossed from side to side, and lis-

tened to the didoes of the rats, and the whistling of the

wind about the old house, and the ghostly moonlight
sliimmering down through the fluttering leaves of the "

trees, and groaned and fidgeted, and felt just as miserable

as lying awake when one wants to go asleep, can make
any one feel. There were all sorts of strange and weird

noises and echoes in the lonely old house ; so when Midge
fancied she heard one of the back windows softly opened,

and something on the stairs, she set it dowr to the wind
and the rats, as Nathalie had done. She heard the clock

overhead in Lady Leroy's room—the only timejuece in

the house—strike eleven, and thought it had come yery
soon ; for it hardly seemed fifteen minutes since it had
struck ten. But she set this down to her fidgetiness, too

;

for how. was she to know that the black shadow in the
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room above had moved tlie hands on the dial-plate before

quitting? But that other noise! this is no imagination,

surely. Midge starts uj) with a gasping cry of affright.

A man's step is on the stairs—a man's hurried tread is in

the nail—slie hears a smothered oatli—liears him turn an;]
,

rash past her door—hears a leap—and then all is still
'

The momentary spell that has made Midge speechless is

broken. She springs to her feet—yes, springs, for Midge
forgets she is short and fat and given to waddling, in her

terror, throws on the red flannel undergarment you wot
of, and rushes out of lier room and up-stairs, sin-ieking

like mad. She cannot conceive what is the matter, or

where the danger lies, but she bursts into Nathalie's room
first. Nathalie, aroused by the Avild screams from a deep
sleep, starts up with a bewildered face. Midge sees she

is safe, and still uttering the most appalling yells, liies to

the next, to Lady Leroy's room, Nathalie after her; and
Mr. Roh Nettleby, with an alarmed countenance and in a

state of easy undress, making his toilet as he comes, brings

up the rear.

" What is it ? Is Mrs. Leroy worse he asked, staring

at the shrieking Midge.
" There's been somebody here—robbing and murder-

ing the house ! Ah—h—h !"

The shriek v>dth which Midge recoiled was echoed
this time by Nathalie. They had entered the fatal room

;

the lamp still burned on the table, and its light fell full

on the livid and purple face of the dead vvoman. Dead

!

Yes, there could be no doubt. Murdered! Yes, for

there stood the open and rifled box whieh had held the

money.
She's killed, Eob Nettleby! She's murdered!"

Midge cried, rushing headlong from the room ; but
he can't have got far. I heard him going out. Come !"

She was down the stairs with wonderful speed, fol-

lowed by tlie horrified Nettleby. Midge unlocked and
flrung open the hall-door, and rushed in the same headlong
way out. There was a man under the trees, and he was
running. With the spring of a tigress Midge was upon
Ui.mj^ her hands clutqhing his coilai'^ aad her dreadftd yeU



of " Murder !" piercing the stillness of the night The
grasp of those powerful hands was not to be easily shaken
off, and Kob Nettleby laid hold of him on the other side.

Their prisoner made no resistance; he was too utterly

, taken by surprise to do otlier than stand and stare at them
both.

" You villain ! you robber ! you murderer !'' screamed
Midge, giving him a furious shake. You'll hang for

this night's work, if anybody hung yet ! Hold h^m fast,

Rob, while I go and send your brother to Spcckport after

the p'lice."

The address broke the spell that held their captive

quiet. Indignantly endeavoring to shake off the
hands that held him, he angrily demanded what they
meant.

Rob Nettleby, with a shout of astonishment, released

his hold—he had recognized the voice. Midge, too, loosed

her grasp, and backed a step or two, and Ciiarley Marsh,
stepping from under the shadow of the trees into the
moonlight, repeated his question with some asperity.

" Charley !" Midge gasped, more horror-stricken by
the recognition than she had been by the murder.

" What the deuce is the matter, Nettleby ?" Charley
demanded, impatiently. " What is all this row about ?"

"There has been a murder done," said the young
man, so confounded by the discovery as to be scarcely

able to speak.
" Mrs. Leroy has been murdered !"

Charley recoiled with a white face.

"Murdered! Good heavens! When? By whom?"
" To-night—just now."
He did not answer the last query—he thought it super

fluous. To his mind, Charley Marsh was as good as caught
in the act.

" And Nathalie ! Where is she? Is she safe
?"

" She is in Lady Leroy's room.''

Charley only waited for the answer, and made a pre-

cipitate rush for the house. The other two followed,

neither daring to look at the other or speak-—followed him
\j jvstairs audi into the chaiaber oi the tragedy. All wai
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ae it had been. The ghastly and discolored face of the

murdered woman was there, even the pillow, horrible to

look at. But going partly across a chair as she had fallen,

all her golden hair tossed about in loose disorder, and her

face white, and fixed, and cold as marble, ITathalie lay

near the center of the room. There, by herself, where
the dreadful sight had first struck her, she had fainted

entirely away.

CHAPTER Xm
FOUND GUILTY.

\R. YAL BLAKE sat in his office, in that inner

room sacred to his privacy. He sat at that

littered table, writing and scissoring, for they
went to press that day, and the editor of the

Speckport Spouter was over head-and-ears in

work. He had just completed an item and was slowly re-

perusing it. It begins in a startling manner enough :

" Mysterious murder ! The night before last a most
Bhocking tragedy occurred atRedmon House, being no less

than the robbery and murder of a lady well known in our
town, Mrs. Leroy. The deceased ov/ned and occupied
the house, together with her ward. Miss Nathalie Marsh,
and one female servant. About eleven o'clock on ths

night of the 15th, this servant was alarmed by the sound
of footsteps on the stairs, and aroused a young man,
Robert Nettleby, who chanced to be staying in the house,

and they proceeded together to discover the cause. On
entering the chamber occupied by Mrs. Leroy, they found
her dead ; the protruding tongue and eyeballs, and purple
visage, telling plainly her death had been caused by sitran-

golation. A box, containing a large sum of money, eight

Uiousaxid pounds, we believe. wa» found broken open uud
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rifled. The assassin escaped, and no ciue to him has M
yet been discovered, but we trust the inquest which is to

be held on the premises this morning will throw some
light on the subject. It is a most inhuman affair, and, we
are sure, no effort will be wanting on the part of the of-

ficials concerned to root out the heart of the matter, and
punish the barbarous perpetrator as he deserves!"

Mr. Blake read this last neatlj-rounded period with a

complacent face, and then pulled out his watch.

"Ten o'clock!" he muttered, "and the inquest com-
mences in half an hour. Busy or not busy, I must be
present."

Speckport was in a state of unprecedented excitement.

A murder—and people did murder one another some-
times, even in Speckport—always set the town wild for a

week. Even the civic elections were nothing to it ; and
there having been a dearth of bloodshed lately, the tragedy

at Redmon was greedily devoured in all its details. Like
a rolHng snowball, small enough at first, but increasing as

it i<oes along, the story of the robbery and murder had
grown, until, had Midge heard the recital, as correctly re-

ceived in the town, she would have stared aghast. Crowds
had flocked up Eedmon Road the whole of that livelong

day following the murder, and gazed with open-mouthed
awe on the gloomy and lonely old house—gloomier and
lonelier than ever now. Crowds were pouring up still.

One would think from their morbid curiosity they expect-

ed the old house to have undergone some wonderful
transformation. The Speckport picnics were nothing
to it.

Mr. Blake, going along at his customary swinging
pace, speedily reached No. 14 Great St. Peter Street, and
letting himself in with his latch-key, went up-stairs to his

sleeping-apartment, to make some alteration in his toilet

before proceeding to Redmon. There was no one in the

house ; for Miss Blake had been absent on a visit to some
friend out of town for the past few days, and Yal took

his meals at a restaurant. Thinking himself alone, thero-

iorCj Mx\ BlakCj standing before the glass^ adjustiiig an
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•obetinate and pdnfuUy stift' collar, was not a little sur-

prised to hear the street-door open and shut with a slam,

then a rapid rush up-stairs, a strong rustling of silk in the

passage, and his own door Hung violent!j open. Mr. Blake
turned round and beheld his sister, in a state of pers])ira-

iion, her face red with heat and haste, angei' in her eyes

md in every rustic of her silk gown.
"It's not true, Val !" she burst out, before tiiat gen-

tleman could speak; "it can't be true! They never can

iave been such a pack of fools
!"

" What can't be true ? Who's a pack of fools
" All Speckport ! Do you mean to say they've really

^ne and taken up Charley Marsh ?"

"Oh, is that it'^" said Mr. Blake, returning to his

toilet. " They haven't taken him up that I know of.

What brings you home ? 1 thought you weren't coming
until Saturday."

"And do you mean to say you thought I could stop

one moment after I heard that poor old thing was dead,

and Charley Marsli taken up for it. If you can be un-

feeling and cold-blooded," said Miss Jo, turning from deep
pink to brightest scarlet, " I can't."

" My dear Jo, don't make such a howling ! Charle/
Marsh isn't taken up, I tell you."

" But he^s suspected, isn't he ? Doesn't all Speckport
point at hnn as the murderer? Isn't he held to appear
at the inquesc ^ Tell me that."

" Yes,'^ said Mr. Blake, looking critically at his cravat^
" he is. Is that collar straight, Jo ?"

Miss Jo's oui'y answer was a withering look.
" And he can talk of collars at such a time I And he

pretended he use(} lo be a friend of that poor boy !"

" Don't be a fool, Jo," said Yal, testily. " What can

i do ? I don't accu^'e him I"

" You don't accuse him I" retorted Miss Jo, with

Bneering emphjisis. ^ Tliat's very good of you, indeed,

Mr. Blake ! Oli no, yon don't accuse, but you stand up
there, like—like a cold-biooded kangaroo" (Miss Blake
could think of no better hxih:le in the heat of the moment)
^' fixing your collar, while SoHQkport'^ down on hiv^
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and no one to take his parti You won't accuse lum,
indeed I Hadn't you better run up and do it now I

Where's Natty ? Answer me tlia \P

Miss Jo turned so fiercely upon her brother witk

this query that Mr. Blake wilted at once.
" At home with her mother 1"

" Poor dear girl !" and here Miss Jo softened Jito

tears ;
" poor dear child I What a shock for her I HoW

does she bear it

" She has been ill and hysterical ever since. They
don't suppose she will be able to give evidence at the

inquest."

"Poor dear Natty 1 And how does Mrs. Marsh
take itr

" Very hard. Betsy Ann had to run to the nearest

druggist's for fourpence-worth of smelling-salts, and she

has been rocking, and reading, and smelling at it ever
since."

" Ah, poor dear 1" said sympathetic Miss Jo, whose
first fury had subsided. " Does she know they suspect

Charley ?"

" Of course not. Who would tell her that ? Oh,
I say, Joanna, you haven't heard that about Miss Rose,
have you

"What about Miss Eose? Nobody suspects her of

the murder, do they ?"

" Not exactly ! She is going away."
" Going where ?"

"To England !—hand me that vest, Jo—with Mn,
Major Wheatley."

Miss Jo sat agape at the tidings.
" It is very sudden," said Yal, getting into his Sunday

waistcoat. "Miss Rose had notice of it day before

yesterday—it was that night, the night of that terrible

affair at Redmon, you know, that it was proposed to her.

She declined then, although the terms were double what
she gets now, and the work very much less ; but yester". -

4ay afternoon she accepted."
" !3he did I What made her change her mind ?'*

\
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" Well, Mrs. Marsh told her, I believe, that dow Lady
Leroy was gone, and Nathalie come into her fortune,

there would no longer be any need to keep the school,

and that, in point of fact, it would break up. Of course,

Miss Rose at once accepted the other offer, and leaves in

a very few days."
" Direct for England V
" Yes, that is to say, by way of Quebec. Mrs. Major

Wheatiey is a very great lady, and must have a com-
panion foi herself, and governess for her little girl, and
Miss Rose suits to a T. It's a very good thing for the

little scliool-mistress, but she will be missed here. The
poor looked upon her as an angel sent direct from heaven,

to make their clothes and buy their blankets, and look

after them when sick, and teach their young ones for

nothing."
" W ell, I am sure ! I declare, Val, I'm sorry ! She

was the nicest little thing !"

" So she was," said v al, " and now I'm off ! Don't
you go howling about the town, Jo, and making a fuss

9.bout Marsh ; if he is innocent, he will cume out all

square —don't you be afraid."
" If 1" screamed Miss Blake ; but her brother was

clattering down-stairs half a dozen steps at a time, and
already out of hearing.

Droves of people were still flocking out tlie Red-
mou road, raising blinding clouds of dust, and discussing

the only subject proper to be discussed then in Spcckport.

Val's long strides outstripped all competitors ; and arriving

at the red brick house, presently ran the blockade of a

group of some two hundred idlers, and strode into the

house as one having authority. As Mr. Blake entered.

Dr. Leach stepped forward and joined him, with a very

grave face.

How are they getting on ?" Val asked.

They are getting on fast enough," the doctor

aLSwered, in a dissatisfied tone. " They've been examin-
ing me. X had to describe that last interview with her,"

jerking his thumb toward the ceiling, " and prove to their
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satisfaction she came to licr deatli by strangling, and it
no otlier way. They hr.d Natty up there, too."

" Oh, she is better, tlien."

" Not nuich ! but she had very little to tell, tnd
Laura Elair has driven her off again. They ha^e de»

tained Mrs. Marsh—she does not know for what, tkoiagfe

—and will examine her presently."

To find out the cause of Charley's absence from
home that night ! Do you know, doctor, I begin to think
things look black for Charley."

" Ah ! you might say so ?" said Dr. Leacli, vrith c
signihcant nod, " if you knew what I do."

Yal looked at him.
" What you do ! Do you mean or pretend to say "

There ! there ! there I Don't speak so loud. I may
tell you, Blake—you're a friend of his and would do
nothing against him. Read that,"

He handed him a note. Yal read it with a blank
face. It was the note sent by Cherrie to Charley, which
Ann had told him of, and a verbatim copy of that given
Cherrie by Captain Cavendish.

" Ilow did you get this ?" Yal asked, with a still

whiter face.

" It was sent by that gadfly, Cherrie, to the shop,

the evening of the murder. Her sister brought it, and,

Marsh being out, gave it to the boy. Now, what do
you think the young rascal did ? Why, sir, broke it open
the minute the girl's back was turned, and read it. As
luck would have it, I pounced in and caught him ia the

act. You ought to have seen his face, Blake ! I took

he note from him and. read it myself, not knowing it

vas for Marsh, and I have it ever since. I meant to give

it to him next day, and tell him what I have told you;
but next day came the news of the murder, and underhand
whispers of his guilt. Now, Yal, what do you think of

it? Isn't the aHusion to Lady Leroy's moLey plain

enough ?"

" That bit of paper might hang him," Yal emptat-
ically said, handim^ it Ijiick. " y^lv^t do you wean to 4^
witliitf '
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" There is only one thing I can do \\ith it, as a con-

scientious man—and that is, hand it over to the coroner.

I Kke the boy, but I like justice more, and will do my
duty. If we only had that Cherrie here, she might
throw some light on the business."

" What can she mean by that allusion to state-rooms

said Yal. " Can they have meant to run off together in

the steamer, and was Greentown only a ruse ? I know
Charley lias been spooney about her this long time, and
would be capable of marrying her at a moment's notice,"

" Blake, do you know I have been thinking she is

hiding soinewliere not far off, and has the money. The
police sliould be set on her track at once."

" They will, when that note is produced. But,

doctor, you seem to take it for granted that Charley is

guilty."

"How can I help it? Isn't the evidence strong

enough ?"

Circumstantial, doctor, circumstantial. It seems
hard to believe Charley Marsh a murderer."

" So it does, but Scripture and history, ever since the

times of King David, are full of parallel cases. Think cf

the proof—think of this note, and tell me what you infer

candidly yourself."

The note, is a staggerer, but still— Oh, hang it I"

cried Mr. Blake, impatiently, "I won't believe him
guilty as long as I can help it. Does he say notliing in

his own defense ?"

" Not a syllable, and the coroner and jury are all in

his favor, too. He stands there like a sulky lion, and
says nothing, They'll bring him in guilty without a

doubt."
" Who have been examined ?"

"All who saw Lady Leroy that day—Miss Marsh,
Midge, myself, Lawyer Darcy, and Tom Oaks, who
swore roundly when asked that Marsh knew of his pay-
ing tlie money that day, for he had told him himself.

He also swore that he knew Charley to be over head and
ears in debt—debts of honor, he called them. Debts oi

dishonor, I should say."
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" I think I'll go in ! Can we speak lo Charley, 1

wonder
" Of course. He is not held precisely as a prisoner,

as yet. They have Midge up again. I never knew her

name was Priscilla Shoi-t, until to-day."
" What do tliey want with lier a second time f
" She was the tirst to discover the murder. Her

eddence goes clear against Marsh, though ^he gives it

with the greatest reluctance. Come, I'll go in Vv^itli yon."
The two gentlemen went in together, and found the

assemblage smiling at some rebut of Midge's. That wit-

ness, with a very red and defiant face, was glaring at the

coroner, who, in rather a subdued tone, told her that

would do, and proceeded to call the next witness, E-obert

J^ettleby.

Robert JSTettleby took his place, and was sworn. In

reply to the questions put to him, he informed his hearers

that he had heard nothing until the yells of Midge
aroused him from sleep, and, following her up-stairs, he
found her in Miss Marsh's room.

"Had Miss Marsh retired?" the coroner wanted to

know.
Mr. Nettleby was not sure. If, by retiring, the

coroner meant going to bed, no ; but if he meant going
asleep, yes. She was sitting by the window, dressed, but

asleep, until Midge aroused her by her screams. Then
she started up, and followed them into the room of Mrs.

Leroy, whom they found dead, and black in the face, as

if she had been choked. Midge had run down stairs, and
he had run after her, and they saw some one running
under the trees, when they got out. Midge had flown

out and collared him, and it proved to be Mr. Charley

Marsh.
Here the coroner struck in.

" He was running, you say : in what direction ?"

Mr. Nettleby couldn't say positively—was inclined to

think he was running t )ward, not from them. Couldn't

Bwear cither way, for it was a queer, shadow}^ kind of a

night, half moonlight, hall' darkness. They had all three

gone back to the house, Mr. Marsh appearing very much
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shocked at hearing of the muraer ; and on returning to

the room of the deceased, had found Miss Marsh in a

fainting-fit. Thej brought her to with water, and then

her brother had taken her to her mother's house in Speck-

port, in a gig. He and Midge liad gone to his father's

cottage, where they had remained all night. Furth^.r

than that Mr. Nettleby knew nothing, except—and her*

he hesitated.
" Except what, sir ?" the coroner sharplj^ inquired.

" Remember you are upon oath."

"Well, sir," said Bob, "it isn't much, except that

when we came back to the room, I picked this up close to

the bed. It looked as if it belonged to a man, and 1 put
it in my pocket. Here it is."

He produced from his coat-pocket, as he spoke, a glove.

A gentleman's kid glove, pale-brown in color, and consid-

erably soiled with wear. Yal started as he saw it, for

those were the kind of gloves Charley Marsh always wore
—he had them made to order in one of the stores of the

town. The coroner examined it with a very grave face

—

there were two letters inside, " C. M."
"Do you know to whom this glove belongs?" the

coroner asked.
" I know I found it," said Nettleby, not looking at it,

and speaking sulkily, " that's all I know about it."

" boes any one you know wear such gloves ?"

"Plenty of gentlemen I've seen wear brown kid
gloves."

"Have you seen the initials, *C. M.,' inside this

glove ?"

" I have."
" And—on your oath, recollect—-are you not morally

certain you know its owner 2"

Nettleby was silent.

" Speak, witness," the coroner cried ; " answer the
question put to you. Who do you suspect is the owner
of this glove ?"

" Mr. Marsh ! Them letters stands for his name, and
he always wears them kind of gloves."
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" Had Mr. Marsh been near the bed, after your retiini

to the room together, before you found this glove
" No ; I found it lying close by the bedside, and he

had never been nearer than the middle of the room, where
he was trying to fetch his sister to."

Eobert Ncttleby was told he might stand down, and
Mr. Marsli was called upon to identify his property.

Charley, who had been standing at one of the windows
listening., in gloomy silence, and closely watched by two
policemen, stepped forward, took the glove, examined it^

handed it back, and coldly owned it was his.

How was he going to account for its being found by
the bedside of the murdered woman ?

Mr. Marsh was not going to account for it at all—^he

knew nothing about it. He always had two or three such
pairs of gloves at once, and had never missed this. Amid
an ominous silence, he resumed his place at the window,
staring out at the broad green fields and waving trees,

bathed in the golden August sunshine, and seeing them
no more than if he had been stone-blind.

Mrs. Marsh was the next witness called, and came from
an adjoining room, dressed in black, and simpering at find*

ing herself the cynosure of so many eyes. Mrs. Marsh
folded one black-kid-gloved hand over the other after be-

ing sworn, with a mild sigh, and prepared to answer the

catechism about to be propounded. The coroner began
wide of the mark, and asked her a good many questions,

that seemed to have little bearing on the matter in hand,
ail of wliich the lady answered very minutely, and at

length. Presently, in a somewhat roundabout fashion,

be inquired if her son had been at home on the niglit of

the murder.
" No ; he not been at home, at least not until he had

come driving home with Natty, both of thcin as pale as

gliosts, and no wonder, though they quite made her scream
to look at them; but when she had heard the news,
ghe had such a turn, it was a mercy she hadn't fainted

herself, and she hadn't half got over it yet."

Here Mrs. Marsh took a sniff at a smelling-bottle she
carried, and the ammonia being stroiig, brought a tear
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iiito each eye, which she wiped away with & great show

of pocket-handkerchief.

What time had her son left the house before return-

ing with his sister V
" After tea. He had been home to tea, which in itself

was so unusual a circumstance, that she, Mrs. Marsh, felt

Bure something was going to happen. She had had a feel

ing on her all day, and Charley's conduct had increased

that feeling until she was perfectly convinced something
dreadful was going to happen."

" In what manner had her son's conduct augmented
her presentiments

" Well, she did not know exactly, but Charley had be-

haved odd. He had come over and talked to her before

going out, telling her he had been bad, but meant to be

good, and turn over a new leaf for the future
;
and, bid-

ding her take his part if ever she heard him run down,
which she meant to do, for Charley was a good boy as

ever lived, in the main, only he had been foolish lately

;

but mothers, it is well known, can forgive anything, and
she meant to do it ; and if he, the aoroner, was a mother,

she would do it herself."
" Was her son in the habit of stopping out nights ?"

" Not until lately ; that is, within the last two weeks,

since when he used to come home in a dreadful state of

drink, worrying her nearly to death, and letting all her

advice go in one ear and out. of the other."

Mrs. Marsh was shown the glove, and asked if sho
knew it. Yes, of course she did ; it was one of Charley's

;

he always wore those kind, and his initials were inside.

The coroner examined her further, but only got wordy
rep<ititions of what she had already said. Everything was
telli^ig terribly against Charley, who stood, like a dark
ghost, dtill moodily staring out of the window. Yal Blak€>

crossed over and laid his hand heavily on his shoi.lder as

Mrs. Marsh loft the room.
" Oftarley, old boy 1 have you nothing at all to say for

yourself V
Charley lifted his gloomy eyes, but turned away again

in sullen silence.

r
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" You know they will ciarge you with this crini3, and
you know you are not guilty. Can you not prove your-

self innocent
" How ? Will they take my word for it ?"

" Explain wliy you were found in the grounds at that

hour of the night."
" They have akeady asked me to do so, and I have al-

ready declined."

"But tliis is folly—this is madness! What motive
could you possibly have for being there at sucii an hour?"

Charley was silent. Yal laid his hand on his shoulder

with a kindly look.
" Charley, will you not tell me ?"

"E'o."
" You know I am your friend."
" You will not be so long. Those fellows over there

will settle the matter shortly to their own satisfaction, and
I am not going to spoil their sport."

" Charley," said Yal, looking him steadily in the face,
" where is Cherrie ?"

Charley Marsh's face, white and haggard an instant

previously, turned scarlet, and from scarlet whiter than
before. JBut he lifted his eyes fearlessly to Yal's face,

roused to eagerness at last,

" Where is she ?" he repeated, " Do you know
" No ; but 1 think you do."

"Why do you think so?"
" That's not the question I Where is she ?"

«I don't know."
"What I"

" 1 don't know. I tell you I don't I She is a false-

hearted, lying, treacherous "

His face was white with fury. His name, called by
the coroner, restored him to himself. Turning round, he
eaw that gentleman holding out to him a letter. It was
Charley's fatal note, given to him by Dr. Leach, while

Yal and Charley had been speaking.

"Do you know this, Mr. Marsh?" the coroner asked.

Charley glanced over the note, the coroner still hold-

ing it. It was all written on the first page, in a pothook-
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and-hanger fist ; an 1 Cliarloy turned criiiidon for tlie seo

ond time, as lio finished it and read the name at the

bottom.

"Do you know anything of this, Mr. Marsh the

coroner repeated.

"No," Charley coldly and l)riefly said.

" You recognize tlic writing and the name
"Yes."
" The writer of this, Cherrie Nettlehy, alludes to money

which she says will do you and her more good than it ever

did Lady Lcroy. To what money does she refer f
Cliarlcy thought of the bank-note lie had ^aken from

her through sheer necessity, and once mrve the blood

rushed in a scarlet tide to his face, ebbing again, and leav-

ing him white as ashes.

Coroner, jury, and spectators saw his changing face,

and set it down to conscious guilt.

" To what money does she refer ?" reiterated the

coroner.
" Sir, I decline answering that question."
" Indeed ! Are you aware, Mr. Marsh, such a refusal

tells very imwh against you V
Charley smiled coldly, contemptuously.

"I am quite aware, sir, every circumstance tells very
much against mc. Nevertheless, I refuse to answer that

and any other question 1 choose."
" The boy is either mad," thought Val Blake, "or else

guilty. In either case, his doom is sealed !"

The coroner now explained to his court how the letter

came into the hands of Doctor Leach, and read it aloud,

handing it over to the jury for their inspection when he
had finished. The allusion to his taking state-n oms for

them both puzzled all who knew of the girl's departure

for Greentown ; but was set down by them, as it had been
by Yal, as a blind to deceive her friends.

Ann Nettleby was next called jUAd, in a state of great

trepidation, related Chai ley's call at the cottage and in-

quiry for Cherrie. Informed the coroner, in reply to his

question, that Mr. Marsh was " after" Cherrie, a constant

visitor at their house, and had asked Cherrie i\ot long



before to run away with him to the Stat^. Had hot

heard from her sister since her departure, but supposed
8he was up in Greentown.

One or two other witnesses were cahed, who had noth-

ing to relate concerning the murder, but a good deal about
Mr. Marsh's late dissipated habits and gambling-debts.

When these witnesses were gone, Mr. Marsh was called

upon, and requested, if he had anything to say in his own
behalf, to say it.

Mr. Marsh had but little to say, and said that little with
a recklessness that quite shocked the assemblage. The
secret of his bitter tone and fiercely-scornful indifference

they had no clue to, and they set it down to tlie despera-

tion of discovered guilt. He informed them, in that

reckless manner, flinging his words at them like a defiance,

that Ann J^ettleby's testimony was correct, that he had
called at the cottage between eight and nine on the night

of the murder, and on leaving her had gone straight to

the old house, and remained in the grounds until discov-

ered by Midge and Kob Nettleby. What had taken him
there, what his motive in lingering, was what Cherrie

meant in her note, i«d all else concerning his motives and
actions he refused to answer. He was a drunkard, he was
a gambler, he was in debt—" his friends" with sneering

emphasis, " have given his character with perfect correct-

ness. But for all that, strange as it might seem, incredible

as he knew they would think it, he had neither robbed
nor murdered his sister's benefactress. Further than that

he had nothing to say."

He returned to the window again, flashing fierce do
Sance on every hand, and the coroner summed up the

evidence. He was an old man, and liad known Charley
Marsh since he was a pretty little fair-haired, frolicsome

boy, and he would have given a good round sum in hard

cash to be able to find him innocent. But he could not,

and justice must be done. He recapitulated his irregular

conduct on the evening of the murder, as related by hia

own mother, his lingering in the grounds from dark until

discovered by Priscilla Short and Eobert Nettleby, con-

fessed by himseK ; his glove found at the bedside, as if
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dropped in his haste and alarm ; his knowledge of the

large sum of money paid the deceased that afternoon bj

Mr. Oaks ; his knowledge, also, of the house, as proved by
iiis entering the back-window, found open, and of itn

lonely aiid unprotected state ; and lastly, this note oi Cher-

ne Nettleby's, with its distinct allusion to the money of

Mrs. Leroy, to bcnetit him. It w^as a pity this girl wa^
not here—but she soon would be found

;
meantime, the

case was perfectly clear without her. It was evident i-oh

bery, not murder, had been the primary instigation ; but

the unfortunate woman awakening, probably, had fright-

ened him, and in the impulse of the moment he had

endeavored to stifle her cries, and so—strangled her.

Perhaps, too, his sister being her heiress, and inheritrix

of all she possessed, he had persuaded himself, with the

sophistry of guilt, that he had some right to this money,
and that he was only defrauding his own sister, after all.

His debts were heavy and pressing, no way of paying
them open, and desperation had goaded him on. lie (the

coroner) trusted that the sad case of this young man, once
so promising, until he had fallen into evil habits, w^oulJ be
a warning to others, and an inducement not to stray away
from the path of rectitude into that broad road w^liosc end
was disgrace and ruin. The money stolen had not been
found, but there had been ample time given him to con-

ceal it. He begged the jury to reflect on the evidence
they had heard, consult together, and return a verdict

according to their conscience.

The jury retired from the room, and in the awful
silence which followed, you might have heard a pin drop=
Charles Marsh, in this supreme crisis of his life, still stood
looking out of the window. He neither moved nor spoke,

nor l')oked at any one, nor betrayed the slightest sign of

agitation ; but his teeth were rigidly locked, and the pahn
of his strong right hand was bleeding where he had
clenched it, in that silent agony, until the nails had sunk
deep into the flesh. lie Lad been reckless and deliant,

and braved it out with a Ligh hand ; but Chanes Marsh
had had the misfortnuo to Ix^ born with a keeuly sensitive

I'Qa^l't, and a pride tliat lu\d lain latent under '^1! bis carf
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less life ; and what lie felt '.n that hour of disgrace and
degradation, branded as a thief and a murderer before the
friends who knew him all !iis life, was known only to

Heaven and himself.

The jury were not long away. Evidently, his case had
been settled in their minds before they had left their seats.

And in that dread silence the foreman, Mr. Blair, with a

grave, sad face, stood up to announce their verdict. It

was only one word—the terrible word, " Guilty."

There was a swaying sound among the crowd, as if

they had drawn breath for the first time. That dismal

vord fled from lip to lip like wildfire, until it passed from
the room to the crowd in the hall, and from them to the

swaying mob without. It was quite a lively scene, in fact,

out there, where that big crowd of men stood broiling

under the meridian sun, when the verdict was announced,
and the inquiries as to how "young Marsh" behaved and
looked were many and eager. The question was not very
easily answered. Young Marsh, standing by that sunny
window, was so screened by the towering figure of Mr.
Valentine Blake, that the gaping and exasperated throng
craned their throats and stood on tip-toe for nothing.

They would see him, however, when he came out to enter

the cab, already in waiting, that was to convey him in the

custody of the constables into town, and it was worth
while waiting even for that fleeting glimpse.

Five, ten, fifteen, twenty minutes passed. The ex-

pectant crowd were getting angry and impatient ; it was
shameful, this dallying. But two or three policemen are

out now with their red batons and brass buttons of author*

ity, clearing a way for the gentlemen who are coming
out, and for the cab which is to draw up close to the front

door. Still, the mob press forward, the coroner and jury

are departing; and now the prisoner's coming. But a
new disappointment is in store for them ; for when he
comes, he has his hat pulled so far over his eyes, and
springs in so quickly, that they don't even get that fieeting

glimpse cf him they are crashing each other to death to

obtain. The constables follow; it is pleasant even to see

them ; the blinds are pulled down \ the cab drives oif rap-
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idlj, and the crowd go liome, ravenous for their dinner.

And Charles Marsh is on his way to Speckport jaii^ to

hwut ilia trial for the willful murder of Jaoie Xerojl

CHAPTEE XVnt

THE DARKENING 8KT»

HE day after the inquefit, the funeral took place.

As the clock of 'Bpeckport cathedral chimed
in sonorous sweetness the hour of ten, all that

w^as earthly of Mrs. Leroy was placed in the

hearse, and the gloomy cortege started. A
gieat many carriages followed the mistress of Redraon to

Eer last long home
;
and, in the foremost, two ladies, robed

in sable, and vailed in crape, rode. The outward mourning
was for the dead, the deeper deuil of the heart for the Kv-

ing—for him who, on this wretched August day, was a

prisoner in Speckport jail, awaiting his trial for the great-

est crime man can commit, doomed to suEer, perhaps, the

greatest penalty man can inflict.

Kobody in all the long line of carriages talked
;
they

croucbed into corners, and shivered, and were silent, and
sulky, and cross, and uncomfortable, and gaped, and
wished the thing was well over, or that they had never

come.
They got their wifih after a while. The last sod was

beaten down, and the carriages rattled back into the foggy
town—all but three or four; and they drove back to the

eerie old house, never so lonely md desolate as now. One
seremony was yet to be gone through—that ceremony
the reading of the last will and testament of Mrs. Leroy,

Here, where it had been written, in the ghostly reception-

foom, where the inquest had talcen place, and where the

rats and bla^'k beetles had it all their own way, it was t<i
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1)0 read. It was this tliat brought Mrs. Marsh, who had
been ill and Jiysterical ever since she had heard the result

of the inquest, to the funeral at all. To hei' it was a i^reat

and joyful thing this wealth that after to-day was to ]>e

theirs, and not cv^en in her grief could she forego the
pleasure of being pi-eseut. Heaven knows, it w^ati noth-
ing of the sort brought her daughter—the silent agonj
she had endured since yesterday can never be told

; but
she had hope yet. She had hope in this very wealth that

was to be hers to help him. Young as she was, she knew
enough of the power of money to be aware it can do ul

most anything in this world, and smooth the road to the

next ; and slie trusted in its magic power to free her im-

prisoned brother. They all went into the silent and for-

lorn house together; Mr. Darcy, who was to read the
will, and whose face was distressed and troubled to the

last degree ; Mr. Blair, as an intimate friend of the family
;

Mr. McGregor, Senior, and Dr. Leach ; Mrs. McGregor
and Mrs. Blair were with Mrs. Marsh, and Miss Mc-
Gregor and Miss Blair were deeply sympathetic with Miss
Marsh—the heiress !—and Mr. Yal Blake, with his sister

on his arm ; and Midge, who had been at the signing of

the will, brought up the rear.

The shutters of the closed rooms had all been opened,
and the casements raised, for the first time in many a day,

and the pale light of the foggy morning poured in. La"\V-

yer Darcy took his seat at a table, and laid out on it a

legal-looking document tied with red tape. The others

seated themselves around the apartment; and Kalhalie

Marsh, in her d£«ep mourning-robes, and her thick black

crape vail down over her face, took her seat beside one of

the open windows, and leaned her forehead on her haiidj

as if it ached.

Long afterward, when she was gone from them for-

ever, thgy remembered that drooping black figure and
bowed young head, with one or two bright curls, like lost

sunbeams, shimmering out from under her crape bonnet.

Long afterward, they thought of how she had sat that

dull and miserable day, sullering as these patient womanlj
Hjartjrs Qnljr guffer, au4 liiaking no sign,
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Lawyer Darcy seemed strangely reluctant to commence
his task. He lingered and lingered, liis face pale and
agitated, his lips twitching nervously, and the fingers thai

untied tl^e document before him, trembling. His voice,

too, w]#3n he spoke, was not quite steady.

I am afraid," said the lawyer, in that unsteady voice,

that the reading of this will will be a shock—a diBap
^

pointment ! I know it must astonish all, as it did me,
and I should like to prepare you for it, before it iii

read."

There was a surprised and alarmed murmur, but no
one spoke.

" You are all aware," the lawyer went on, keeping
his eyes resolutely from that drooping figure at the win-

dow, " that when Mrs. Leroy made her will after coming
to Speckport she bequeathed all she possessed to her ward,

Miss Marsh. I drew up the will, and she made no secret

of lier intentions,"

There was another painful pause. Yal Blake broke it,

" Of course," he said, impatiently, " we all know Mrs^

Leroy left Miss Marsh heiress of Eedmon."
" But you do not know," said Mr. Darcy, " that a sliort

time ago—in fact, a few days before her tragical death,

she revoked that first will and made a new one."

"What?" the cry was from Yal Blake, but no one
heeded him

;
every eye was strained upon the lawyer.

" Made a new one," the lawyer repeated, still averting

his eyes from the black form at the window ; " a new one,

entirely different
;
leaving, I am sorry to say, Eedmon

away from Miss Marsh—in point of fact, disinheriting

her."

Thci'e were two little feminine shrieks from the Misses

Blair and McGregor, a hysterical cry from Mrs. Marsh,
but the bowed figure at the vrindow never stirred. In the

unnatural stillness of her attitude, her face hidden behind
her crape mask, there was something more fearful than
ajiy outbursts of wild womanly distress.

The new will was made, as I told you," continued
Mr. Darcy, "but a few days before her death; made
ivhikt bmarting under a sense of anger, anl what ah^
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called ingratitude. Miss Marsh had offended her, dis-

obeyed her in a matter on which she had set her hearty

and for this she was going to disinherit her. I expostu-

lated, entreated, did all I could, but in vain. She was ob-

Btinate, and this new will was made, which I now hold in

my hand.'^

Mrs. Marsli's face had turned as white as that of a

dead woman, and great beads of cold sweat stood on her

forehead. But she sat rigidly still, listening, and feeling

as though she were in some dreadful dream.
1 th cw up the will," pursued Mr. Darcy, " and Midge

yonder and old ^^Tettleby signed it. 1 fancied when her

Urst resentment cooled, she w^ould see the injustice of her

act, and retract it. I was right ; the day preceding the

night of her death, hearing she was ill, I called to sec her,

and she told me to come the next morning, and a third

will should be made, leaving all to IsTathalie as at first.

Next morning she was dead."

To the dark form, whose drooping face was pitifully

hidden by the black vail, did any memory come of the

words spoken to her by the dead woman that fatal night,

and which had then been so mysterious

:

" I'll make it all right, Natty 1 I'll make it all right 1"

Did she know what was meant now ?

" And do you mean to say, Mr. Darcy," Yal Blake
cried, astonished and indignant, " that Nathalie Marsh is

not the heiress of Redmon ?"

" I do ! this will disinherits her ! It is a crying wrong,

but no fault of mine."
" And who, then, is the heir V aaked Mr. McGregor.
" She bequeaths all she possesses, unconditionally, to

her brother, Fhilip Hen ierson, or, in case of his deat% to

his children. I will read the will."

Ami 1 that profound and impressive stillness, the law^

yer read the last will and testament of Jane Leroy. It

was concise enough, and left the whole of her property,,

real and personal, without conditions, to her brother,

PMlip Henderson, and his heirs, with the exception of

fivG pounds to Miss Nathalie Marsh, fco buy a mourning
ring. /
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Mr. Darcy hesitated over tliis last cruel pa,ssage, aad
felt inclined to leave it out ; but lie did ncl^ and tliere

was a suppressed murmur of indignation frc:n every lip

on hearing it.

Poor Mrs. Marsh was catching her breath in hysterical

gasps, and being fanned and sprinkled with cold water^

and the palms of her hands slapped by Miss Jo aud Iht

two married ladies. And still the vailed figure at th©

window sat rigidly there, uttering no cry, shedding no
tears.

There are griefs too deep for words, too intense foi

tears, when we can only sit in mute and stony despair,

while the world reels under our feet, and the light of the

sun is blackness. To Nathalie Marsh, the loss of fortune

was the loss of everything—brother, lover, home, happi
ness—the loss of all to which she had looked forward so

long, for which slie had endured so much. And now, she

sat there, like a figure carved in ebony ; and only for the

ghastly pallor of her face in the indistinct glimpses of it

they could catch through the vail, could they tell that she

even heard.

It was Val Blake who again broke the silence that

followed the reading of the will.
^' I protest against this will I" he indignantly cried.

" It is unjust and ungrateful ! You should never have
produced it, Mr. Darcy. You should have read the former
will."

" You are jesting, Mr. Blake I Wliile regretting aa

much as you can possibly do this unfortunate change, my
duty is sacred, and by this will we must abide. Mrs.
Marsh seems very ill ; I think she had better be conveyed
home."

No one ventured to speak to Nathalie, her unnatural
manner awed them ; but when her mother was supported
from the room, and she arose to follow, good nutured Miss
Jo was beginning a homily on resignation, and on its being
all for the best, perhaps, in the end. ller brother, how-
ever, cut her short with very little ceremony, and handed
Miss Mai-sh in after her mother, and seating himself by
ihe coachman^ they started off rapidly. He might hav«
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spared hiiiiee.f the trouble; good Miss Jo might hare
preached for an hour, and Nathalie would not have heard
one word of it. She sat looidng straight before her, see-

ing nothing, hearing nothing, conscious of nothing, save

only that dull and dark despair at lier heart. Midge, who
had come with them in the carriage, waited on Mrs. Marsh,
and cried quietly all the way, bestowing anything but

blessin ys on the memory of her late mistress.

Mr. Blake assisted both ladies into the house when
they reached Cottage Street. Mrs. Marsh, who was very

ill and in a state of hysterics, he carried in his arms and
laid on the sofa. Nathalie entered the parlor, closed the

door, and, still wearing her bonnet and mantle, sat down
by the window tliat looked out on the blurred and misty

street. She had Hung back her vail, and in her white and
ghastly face and dilated violet eyes you could read a

waiting look. Nathalie was waiting for one, who, by
some secret i>rescience, she knew would soon come.

Doctor Leach entered the cottage soon after their re-

turn, prescribed for Mrs. Marsh, and departed again.

Had he been able to minister to a mind diseased, he might
have prescribed for Nathalie, too ; but that not coming
within his pharmacopoeia, he left without seeing her.

It was dusk when he for whom she waited came. The
dull wet day was ending in a duller and wetter evening,

and the tramp, tramp of the long-roaring waves on the

shore made a dull bass for the high, shrill soprano shrieks

of the wind. The lamps were flaring through the foggy
twilight in the bleak streets, when Captain Cavendish, in

a loose overcoat, and bearing an umbrella, wended his way
to that house of mourning. He had not been two houra

in Speckport, but he had heard all that had transpired.

Was there one in the town, from the aristocratic denizens

of Golden Row and Park Lane to the miserable dwellers

in filthy back-alleys and noisome water-side streets, that

did not know, and were not discussing these unhappy
events with equal gusto ? The robbery and murder of

Mrs. Leroy. the inquest, the sentence and imprisonment
of Charley Marsh, the will, aud the disinheriting of

j^lathaliej all wqt^ as well known in the obscurest ccarn,car
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of Speckport as in that unhappv liome to which he waa
going.

In the course of that long afternoon Midge had only

once ventured into the parlor, and that was in fear and
trembling, to ask her young mistress to take a cup of toa

and some toast which she brought.

Kathalie had tasted nothing since the day before ; and

poor Midge, with tears in her fretful eyes, urged it upon
her now. The girl looked at her out of a pair of hollow

eyes, unnaturally large and bright, in a vague way, as if

trying to comprehend what she said ; and when she did

comprehend, refusing. Midge ventured to urge ; and then

Nath.ilie broke out of her rigid, despairing stillness, into

passionate impatience.

"Take it away!" she cried, "and leave me alone!

Leave me alone, I tell you !"

Midge could do nothing but obey. As she quitted the

room with the tray, there came a knock at the front door.

She set down the tray and opened it, and the tall form of

the young English officer confronted her. Midge had no
especial love for Captain Cavendish, as we know ; but she

was aware her young lady had, and was, for the lirst time
in her life, glad to see him. It was good of him to come,
ehe thought, kTiowing what had happened ; and perhaps
his presence might comfort her poor Miss Natty, and re-

store her to herself.

" Yes," Midge said, in answer to his inquiry ; " Miss
Marsh was at home, and would see him, she thought. If

lie would wait one minute she would ascertain."

She returned to the parlor to ask. But Nathalie had
dready heard his voice, and was sitting up, with a strained

white face, and her poor wasted hands pressed hard over
lier heart. She only made an assenting motion to Midge's
question, should she show him in, and a negative one whcD
Btie spoke of bringing a lamp. Through all her torpor of

utter misery, she was dimly conscious of a change in her-

self ; that she was haggard and ghastly, and the beauty
which had won him first to her side, ulJterly gone. That
gloomy twilight hour was best betitting the scene so soon
to take place ; for her pro3)hetic heart told her, as stirely
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m if she had lead it in the Book of Fate, that this meet-
ing was to be their last.

Midge admitted him, and closing the door behhid him,
retired into a distant corner of the hall, and throwing hejr

apron over her head, cried quietly, as she had done all day.

She would have given a good deal if the white painted
panels of the parlor door had been clear glass, and that she

could have seen this man comforting her beloved joxmg
lady. Much as she had disliked him, she could have knelt

down in her gratitude, and kissed the dust olf his feet.

Even in the pale, sickly half-twilight of the dark eve-

ning. Captain Cavendish could see the haggard cheeks, the
sunken eyes, and the death-like livid pallor of the girl's

face, and was shocked to see it. He had expected to hnd
her changed, but not like this ; and there was real pity for

the moment in his eyes as he bent over her and took her
hand. He started to find it cold as ice, and it lay in his

passive, and like a bit of marble.

"Nathalie," he said, "my darling I I am sorry ; I can-

not tell you how sorry I am for you. You have suffered

indeed since I saw you last."

She did not speak. She had not looked at him once.

Her dilated eyes were fixed on the blackening night-sky.
" I only reached Speckport an hour ago," he went on,

" and I can never tell you how deeply shocked 1 was to

hear of the dreadful events that have taken place since my
departure. Is it all true ?"

" Yes—all !" she said. Her voice sounded strange and
far-off, even to herself, and she was aware it must sound
hollow and unnatural to him.

" All is true ! My brother Is in prison, accused of miii>

der, and I am a beggar I"

Her hand felt so icily deathlike in his, that he dropped
it with a shiver. She still sat looking out into the deej)-

ening gloom, her white, set face gleaming marble-white

against her black dress and the darkening room.

Captain Cavendish rose up from the seat he had taken,

and began pacing rapidly ijp r4'.Kl down, heartily wishing

the scene was over.

I know " said the hollow voice, so ^inlike—so unlike



ill

the melodious voice of Natliali ', ^'tliat all between uf

raust end now. Disgrace and pov erty must bo my portioa

from henceforth, and you will hardly care to mai-ry so

fallen and degraded ;i creature as I am. From all that

binds you to me, Captain Cavendish, I free you now I"

In the depths of her heart, unseen in tlic darkness of

despair even by herself, did any feeble ray of hope—that

great gift of a merciful God—still linger ? If so, the deep
sind prolonged silence that followed her words must have
extinguished the feeble glimmer forever. When Captain
Cavendish spoke, and it was some time before he did so,

there was a quiver of shame in his tones, all unusual there.

Very few ever had a better opinion of their own merits,

or were less inclined to judge hardly of themselves, than
George Percy Cavendish, but she made him despise him-
self now, and he almost hated her for it.

" You are generous. Miss Marsh," he said—cold and
cruel words, and even he felt them so to be, "and I thank
you for that generosity. Loss of fortune would be nothing
to me—that is to say, I could overlook it—though I am
not rich myself, but this other matter is different. As
you say, I could hardly marry into a family stained with—
unjustly let us hope—the brand of murder. 1 shall ever

esteem and respect you. Miss Marsh, as the best and bravest

of women, and I trust that you will yet make happy some
one worthier of you than I am.'

'

Is murder, the murder of the body, when a man plunges

a knife into his fellow-man's breast, and leaves him stark

and dead, the greatest of all earthly crimes ? Earthly tri-

bunals consider it so, and inflict death on the perpetrator

But is there not another murder—a murder of the heart —
4^ommitted every day, of which we hear nothing, and which
man lias never made a law to punish. There arc wounda
which leave little outward trace ; but the patient bleeds

inwardly, yet bleeds to death for all that, and it is the

Fame ultimatum, death, by a different means. But there la

a higher tribunal ; and perhaps before that, the sms over-

looked by man shall be judged and condemned.
Captain Cavendish took his hat and turned to depart,

lie felt exceedingly uncomfortable, to say the least of it.



lie wished that black figure would lot sit so petrified and
Btone-like, he wished that white face gazing out inK> the
night would look a little less like the face of a corpse He
wished she would flame up in some wrathful outburst of

womanly fury and insulted pride, and order him to depart,

and never show her his false face again. He wished she

would do anything but sit there, in that fr( zen rigidity, as

if slowly turning to stone.

"Nathalie I" he said, venturing to take her icy fingers

again, " will you not speak one word to me before I go ?"

She withdrew her fingers, not hastily or in anger, but
never looked at him.

" I have nothing to say," her unnatural voice replied.
" Then good-bye, ISTathalie !"

"Good-bye!"
He opened and closed the parlor door, opened and

closed the front door, and was gone. He looked at the

window of that dark room as he strode by, and fancied he
saw the white face gleaming on him menacingly through
the gloom. The white face was there, but not menacing.
"Whatever she might feel in the time to come, when the

first terrible shock of all this w^as over, she could feel

nothing so petty as resentment now. Her anguish was too

supreme in this first dreadful hour. The world to her

stood still, and the blackness of desolation filled the earth.

"All for love, and the world well lost I" had been her

motto. It was for his sake she had risked everything, and
verily, she had her rewwd I
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OHAPTEK XII.

THE FLIGHT.

RS. MAJOR WHEATLY was a very fine

lady, and lived in a very fine house two or

three miles out of town. Having secured a

traveling companion and a governess for her

daughter, in the person of Miss Rose, the little

Speckport school-mistress, she had desired that young per-

son to come out to their place immediately, and assist in

the packing and other arrangements, preparatory to start-

ing. Miss Rose had obeyed, and being out of town had
heard nothing of the inquest and the verdict until that

night, when the major drove in, after dusk, with the news.

Mrs. Major Wheatly, like any other fine lady, was greatly

addicted to news, and received a severe shock in her nerv-

ous system by the manner in which her paid companion
received the intelligence. They were all sitting at tea

when the major blurted out the story, and his conviction

that " the young scamp would be hung, and serve him
right," and Miss Rose had fallen suddenly back in her
chair in a violent tremor and faintness. All the next day
she had gone about so pale and subdued that it gave Mrs.
Wheatly the fidgets to look at her ; but whatever she felt,

she had wisely kept to herself, and made her moan in-

wardly, as dependents who know their places always should.

Sufiicient unto the day is the evil thereof '
'—that day

brought its own evil tidings. The major returning at his

usual hour of the evening from town,' announced the as-

tounding intelligence that Miss Nathalie Marsh was disin-

herited, and the broad lands of Redmon given to another.

Mrs. Major Wheatly sipped her tea and ate her buttered
toast, and was deeply sympathetic. She had met the
pretty^ golden-haired, violet-eyed heiress often in society,

and had admired and liked her, as most people did, and
10



was as sorry for her as was consistent with the lignitj

so great a lady.
" Of course Captain Cavendish must recede now/' she

said :
" he paid her very marked attentions, but of course

he will not marry a penniless bride. Were they engaged,

I wonder
"Cavendish is a fortune-hunter," said the major«

" Miss Marsh is a very nice girl, and a very pretty one,

and altogether too good for him. 'No fear of his marrying
her, my dear ; he wouldn't marry the Yenus Celestis her-

self, without a handsome dowry."
" Mrs. Wheatly," Miss Kose said, " I must go into

town to-morrow morning, to see my friends and say good-
bye."

She was so pale and tremulous saying this, that the

lady hastened to assent, nervously, lest she should make
another scene.

" I am going in about nine o'clock," the major said,

" and will drive you. Harris will take you back."
" And you must not stay long. Miss Kose," his lady

languidly said ;
" remember we start at half-past two, and

there is so much to be done."

The clock on the sitting-room mantel of that sient

house on Cottage Street was pointing to half-past nine,

when Betsy Ann, with fuzzy hair and sleepy face, hastened

to answer a knock at the front door. She stared sleepily

at her visitor, who came hurriedly in.

" Is she here, Betsy Ann ?—Miss Marsh ?"

"Yes'm," Betsy Ann said, "she's up in your room,
and Miss Laura Blair and Midge, they've been and sot up
with her all night, and me and Miss Jo Blake we've been
sitting up with Mrs. Marsh. Midge, she's gone to bed
now, 3nd you'd better go up-stairs."

Miss Rose ascended the stairs, and tapped at the door
that had been her own. It was opened by Laura Blair,

looking pale and fagged.
" Is it you. Miss Rose ?" she said, in a low voice, kiss-

ing her. " I was afraid you weie not coming to say good-

bye."
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now. How is she ?"

" There is no change. She has lain all night as she is

lying now."
Miss E-ose looked at the bed, tears slowly swelling up

and filling her soft brown eyes. Nathalie lay among the

white pillows, her amber tresses trailing and falling

loose all about, her hands clasped over her head, her hag-

gard face turned to the window overlooking the bay, her

wide-open blue eyes staring blankly at the dim gray sea

melting away into the low gray sky.
" Slie lies like that," Laura softly said, " all the time.

We sat up with her all night, but she never slept, she

hardly moved ; whenever we went near the bed, we found
her eyes wide open and vacant, as they are now. If she

could only talk or cry, she would be better, but it makes
one's heart ache to look at her."

"Does she not talk?"
" She will answer you if you speak to her, but that is

all. She is quite conscious, but she seems to be in a sort

of torpor. 1 will leave you with her, and lie down for half

an hour. She was very fond of you, and perhaps you can
do more with her than I could."

Laura departed ; and Miss Rose, going over to the bed,

stooped down and kissed the cold, white face, leaving two

" Nathalie, dearest," she said, " do you know me ?"

Ilej" large, melancholy eyes turned upon her sweet,

tender face.

" Yes," she said, in that voice so unlike her own, that

it startled her hearer. She seemed so unlike herself every
"way, that Miss Rose's tears rained down far faster than
they would have done at any outbreak of grieL

" You are ill, my darling," Miss Rose faltered through
her tears. " I wish I could stay and nurse you back to

health, but I am going away to-day—agoing, perhaps, never
to come back."

" Going away ? Oh, yes. 1 remember 1"

She turned wearily on the pillow, still gazing out over
the wide sea, as if her thoughts were far away. ^
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" I am very sorry for you, dear, dear Nathalie I Very,
very sorry for you! It seems to me, sometimes, tliere is

nothing in all this world but suffering, and sorrow, and
death."

" Death !" I^athal ie echoed, catching with sudden and
{Startling vehemence at the word. " Miss Hose, are you
afraid to die

The question was so sudden and so strange, that Miss
Rose could not for a moment answer. A wild gleam of

light had leaped into the sick girl's eyes, and irradiated

her face so unnaturally, that it struck her companion with
terror.

" Afraid to die ?" she faltered. " To die, Nathalie V
" Yes," Nathalie repeated, that abrupt energy yet in

her voice ;
" you are good and charitable, better than any

other girl I know, and 3^ou ought not to be afraid to die.

Tell me, are you ?"

She laid hold of Miss Rose's wrist, and looked wildly

into her frightened face. The girl tried to still her

beating heart and answer.
" I am not good, Nathalie. I am an erring and sinful

creature; but, trusting in the great mercy of God, I

think I shall not be afraid to die when it shall please him
to call me. We must rely on his mercy, Nathalie, on that

infinite compassion for our misery that made him die

for us. Jf we thought of his justice, we might all de-

spair."

Natlialie turned away, and looked out again over the

dark, tossing bay. The sweet voice of M oS Rose broke
the stillness.

"To the just, Nathalie, there is no such word syi

death ! To quit this world, to them, is only passing from
earth to Heaven in the arms of angels. Why should we
ever grow to love this world, when day after day it is on]j

passing from one new trouble and sorrow to another ?"

borrow !" Nathalie repeated, in a voice sadder than

any tears. "Yes, sorrow, sorrow, sorrow! The^e h
nothing left now but that."

"Heaven is left, my darling," Miss Rose whispered,

.

her fair face rjidiant. "Oh, look up, NathalieT " When



THE FLIGHT.

all the world deserts us, there is One .eft wlio will novor

turn away when we cry out to liiin. We may turn onr

backs upon him and forget him in the honr uf our hap
piness and prosperity, but when the world darkens around

us, and all earthly love fails, he will neve^ leave us or

forsake us, but will lead us lovingly back to a better and

purer bliss. Remember, Nathalie, the way to heaven is

the way of the Cross. It is a hard and thorny one, per-

hap£ ; but think of the divine feet that ha\ e trodden it

before us."

Stop, stop, stop 1" Nathalie impatiently cried out,

" why do you talk to me like this ! 1 am not good—

1

am only miserable and despairing, and 1 want to die, only

1 am afraid !"

She moved away her face ; but Miss Rose, bending
over her still, kissed once more the averted face.

''There w^as a time, Nathalie," she said softly, " when
I was almost as miserable as you are now, when, God for-

give me, 1 prayed in my passionate and wicked rebellion

to die too. There was a time, Nathalie, when I was rich

and liattered, and beloved and happy—as happy as we
can ever be with the blind happiness of a lotus-eater when
we never think or thank the good God from whom that

happiness comes. I thought myself an heiress as you did,

Natbalie
;
my father was looked upon as a rich and honor-

able man, and his only danghter the most enviable girl in

all the city of Montreal. It was balls and ])arties, and the

theater and the opera, every night ; and riding and driv-

ing, and dressing and shopping all day long. I had my
carriage to ride in, a line house to live in, servants to wait
on nje, and rich dresses and jewels to wear ; and I thought
life was one long holiday, made for dancing and music,

-lad sunshine and joy. I had a lover, too, whom 1 thought
Loved me, and to whom I had given my whole Loart, and
we wore on the verge of being married. Are you listen-

ing to me, NathalieV
"Yes," Nathalie said. Sbe had been listening intently,

forgetting for the first time her own sorrow?, to hearken
to the story, so like her own.

" Welij Nathalie, iu one day, almost as j^ou have done^
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I lost all—fatlicr, lover, fortune, honor. My father' went
out from breakfast, hale and well, and was earrie(3 home
two hours afterward, struck dead. Congestion of the
brain they said it was. I was so frantic at first, I could

realize nothing but his death, but I Wiis soon sternly com-

Eelled to listen to other bitter facts. Instead of being an
eiress, 1 was a beggar. I was far poorer than you, for I

was motherless and witliout a home to shelter me. The
creditors seized everything—house, furniture, carriages,

horses, plate, pictures—and turned me, in point of fact,

into the street. I had been educated in a convent, and
Iche good nuns gave me a home ; but for that, I might
have gone to the almshouse, for the friends of prosperity

are but frail reeds to lean upon in adversity. He whom
I was to have wedded, Nathalie, cast me off; he could

never disgrace his English friends by bringing to them as

his wife the daughter of a wretched defaulter. Dearest
Nathalie, I need not tell you what I suffered—you are

feeling the the same anguish now—and I was rebellious and
despairing, and wished impiously for nothing but death.

The nuns, with the sweetness and patience of angels, as

they are, used to sit by me for hours, telling me that

blessed are they w^ho mourn and are chastened ; but I

could not listen. Oh ! it was a miserable, miserable time I

and there seemed no light for me either in earth or heaven.

If I had been ' cursed with the curse of an accomplished
evil prayer,' and died then in my wicked despair, I shud-

der to tiiink of what would have been my fate. But that

merciful and loving Father had pity on me in spite of

;iiy.^elf, and it is all over now, and I am happy. Yes,

Nathalie, happy, with a far better and more rational hap-

piness than 1 ever felt in the most joyous days of my
prosperity ; and I have learned to thank God daily, now,
i'or what I then thought the greatest misery that corld ever

^>efall me. I wished to take the vail ; but the nuns knew
» he wish proceeded from no real vocation, but from that

weary heart-sicknoss that made me so disgusted with the
world, and would not consent, at least not then I was to

go out into the world again, and mingle in its ceaseless

^t^irife oBice more \ and if a,t the en<i of a year the desire
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was as strong as ever, I vras to go back to that peaceful

haven, like tne dove to the ark, and be sheltered from the

storms of life forever. So I came here, Nathalie ; and I

am hnppj, as I say—happy, as with Heaven's help yci
will one day be. I labor for a sacred cause, and until that

is accomplished, I shall enter no convent—it is to pay my
iatlier's debts. They are not so very large now ; and in

three or four years, if life and health be granted me, I

hope to accomplish my task.

And now, Nathalie, you have heard my story ; it is

not a very romantic one, but in many ways it is similar

to your own. This fever of wretchedness \^ill pass, as

mine has done, if you only pray. All the secret lies

there, pray ; and he who has said ' Seek and ye shall

find,' will not refuse you peace."

Her face was like the face of an angel. Nathalie
looked into the inspired eyes, and felt how sinful and lost

she was beside tins heroic girl—this simple, womanly
martyr, kissing meekly the rod which struck her—this

patient, humble soul, rebelling not, but thanking God
alike for the joy and suffering it pleased him to send.

She felt, through all the dull torpor of suffering, how un-
worthy she was beside her ; but she could not, in that

first bitter hour, imitate her. She could not ; she only
turned away again in gloomy silence.

" Yow will think of all this, dearest Nathalie," the
soft, tender voice went on ; " for all this pain, Hke every
other earthly pain, must pass away. The great lesson of
life is endurance ; and all, from the king to the beggar,
must learn it."

She rose, as she spoke, to go, for more than an hoiii

had passed, and kissed the cold and averted face again.

1 nmst leave you, Nathalie," she said, her tears fall

ing on that colorless face. " Good-bye, and God blesa

and comfort you."
" Good-bye," was the only response ; and Miss Rose

left the room. Laura lilair met her in the lower ha 1.

Are you going I" she asked ;^
" the gig is waiting

you."
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'* Yes ; but I think I should like to see Mrs, Marsh, i%

gay good-bye."
" She is asleep, and so is Miss Blake. I will say it to

both of them for you. I am very sorry you are going,

Miss Rose. Do yon think you will ever come back f
Oh, yes, I hope so ! If I send you my address, Misd

Biair, will you write and tell me how—^howall my friends

get on V
Tes^ with pleasure."

Betsy Ann came out to bid farewell, and Laura ^^issed

iie/, and watched her as she entered her gig and was
driven away. Miss Rose had no time to bid good-bye to

ary one else : but when she reached the station early in

the afternoon, in the carriage, with Major and Mrs. and
Miss Wheatly, she found all her pupils assembled, in

Bunday attire, waiting to say farewell. Mrs. Wheatly
ehmgged her shoulders at the scene, and stared through
her eye-glass, and was relieved when they were all seated

m the car and the scene was over. As they took their

place, a gentleman on ^he platform leaned his elbow on
the window, and lifted his hat in salutation to the ladies.

" Hallo, Blake !" said the major, nodding familiarly,

* come to see us off ?"

" i^o," said Yal ;
" I've come to see myself off. I'm

going to take a couple of holidays and look at the coun-

try. Keep a place for me. Miss Rose ; I want to talk to

you. I'll be in in a brace of sliakes."

It is probable a brace of shakes meant fifteen minutes,

fjr at the expiration of that period of time, and just as

the train was in motion, Mr. Blake lounged in, laden

with oranges, peaches, and newspapers, which he distrib-

's^d promiscuously, and then took a seat beside Miss
Rose. It was pleasant to have Val for a traveling com-
panion, for he knew every inch of the country, and waa
oo full of stories and anecdotes as to be perfectly fascinat-

ing. He talked of the murder, asserted his belief in

Cliarby's innocence, in spite of any amount of circum-

Btantial evidence, and his firm conviction that the mystery
wo lid be speedily cleared up; his pr^aent journey, he
hijitQd^ taken to bring about Uiat de8ira,tle i^ulC
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The fact was, Mr. Bkko had of his owa choice turned

amateur detective, aud was on the track of Miss Cherrie

Nettleby, and positively resolved never to stop until he
had hunted that young lady down. A telegram had been
dispatched to Ureentown the day before, and the answer
'/al had expected returned ; Cherrie had never been lioai

her relations in Greentown at all. The reply threw the

family at the cottage into consternation, but Val reassured

them by expressing his resolution to liud her, if she was
above ground. From his inquiries at the station, he had
found out from the clerk, who knew her (who did not

know Cherrie i?) that she had taken a through ticket to

the terminus, thirty miles beyond Greentown. The con-

ductor remembered very well the pretty girl with the

dark eyes and curls, and rosy cheeks ; had found her doz-

ing every time through the night he had passed in that

car ; remembered her ticket was for S the terminus,

but was positive she had got out before they reached the

iinal station. Where or when she had left, he could not

Bay ; it was after night, and passengers were getting out

and coming in at every station, and she could easily de-

part among them unnoticed. He did not know whether
she had gone as far as Greentown ; but he did not remem-
ber seeing her after they passed that place. Val got out

at nearly every station where they made any stop, and
inquired for the pretty girl with the dark eyes and curls,

but without success. At Greentown, he bade Miss Kose
farewell ; told her to take care of herself and not be sea-

Bick, and not to go and marry an Englishman before she

returned to them
;
and, carpet-bag in hand, and the ad-

dress of Cousin Ellen in his pocket, strolled alon^

through the gray twilight to pursue his inquiries. He
found the farmhouse easily enough, but not Cfherrie. She
had never been seen there, and no one who had been
at the station that night had seen any young lady

whatever alight.

Val remained in Greentown tliat night, and went oiji

pursuing his inquiries next day, but with the like result.

He went on to b ; it was just possible she had gone
oa there, aiid taken the steamer for Quebec. He inQuir^4
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at all the hotels, but no one answering to her descriptiou

had stopped at anj 3f them, and her name was not on the
list of passengers by the last steamer.

Mr. Blake spent three days in the search, and was then
compelled by business to return to town. Short as had
been his absence, Speckport had received a new shock-

-

no less than the escape of the prisoner from jail. Charley
Marsh had broken prison and fled ! How, could not very
clearly be ascertained, though the bars had been wrenched
from his window and the casement found wide open, his

quilts torn into strips, and dangling from it. But the
window was high, and there was a wall to be got over
afterward, and how he had accomplished that last feat,

puzzled Speckport. He had accomplished it, however,
and was flown ; and the police were after him, scouring

the woods. Rewards were offered for his capture. Mr.
Blake put his hands in his pockets and whistled, when he
heard it. The recollection of a certain fact, not known to

all Speckport as it was to him, rushed upon his memory.
In the days gone by, when the late Mr. Marsli had been a

wealthy man, and the jailer cf the prison (not jailer then)

sued for a debt he could not pay, Mr. Marsh had come to

his relief, paid the debt, and freed him. It was hardly

probable the man had forgotten this obhgation, and the
bread cast then upon the waters had returned after many
days. But the jailer was not suspected, and he and YaJ
kept their own counsel.

" I hope he'll get clear off,'' thought Val ; " for if

ever he's caught now, unless the real criminal turns ny,

there wiU be nothing to save him. This flight of hia 19

enough to hang him, in itself."
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CHAPTER XX.

" ONE MORE UNFORTUNATE."

I

HE first person to tell Yal Blake of Charley's

flight was Captain Cavendish. lie found
that oflicer killing time by lounging on the

platform, and staring at the passengers, as he
alighted. Speckport, from time immemorial,

had had a great fancy loi* crowding steamboat wharves
and railway-platforms, to look at new arrivals ; and
strangers in the place fell ijito the habits of the natives,

unconsciously.
" Poor devil !" said the captain, swinging his cane

airily about, and linking his i^vm in Val's; " I hope he'll

dodge them, and escape Jack Ketch. I never like to see

uny one I've been on friendly terms with once, coming to

that."

"Are your friends in the habit of coming to it?" Mr.
Blake asked, innocently.

" Bah ! IIow did you enjoy your trip up the country ?"

" As well as I expected."
" And did you find Cherrie ?"

" Whatr
" Did you find Cherrie ?" serenely repeated Captain

Cavendish.
" No," said Yal. " Do you know where she is

!"

The question miglit have disconcerted any other naan,

but it only made the young officer stare.

" I ! My dear fellow. 1 don't understand you !"

" Oh, yes, you do," said Mr. Blake. " I think you are

about as apt to know tlie hiding-place of little Cherrie aa

au} other man in this province. That she is in hiding I
am positive ; and I'll ferret her out yet, as sure as my
jiame's Blake."

There was a certain determinatiou in Mr. Blake's voice
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that the captain by no means liked, but he onlj laughed
indiS^erenrij.

" Success to you ! No one will be more rejoiced t-o

Bee the little dear back in Speckport than I ! The place

is a desert without lier ; but I give you my word of honor,

,Blake, she might be in the moon for all I know to the
contrary."

And in saying this, Captain Cavendish spoke the
triitli, for Chcrrie had not yet written.

The notion had been vaguely floating through YaPs
mind, ever since the robbery and murder and Cherrie's

flight, that the English officer was in some way connected
with thft affair. He might even have mentally suspected

liim of the crime, but for one circumstance. It was at

precisely eleven o'clock Midge had first been alarmed by
the flying footsteps of the assassin ; and at precisely eleven

the Princess Royal had left Speckport, with the captain

on board. It was clear he could not be in two places at

once ; so Yal had acquitted him of the murder, but not of

knowing Cherrie's whereabouts. Even now, he was any-

thing but ready to take him at his word, but it was useless

to press the question.

How do they get on in Cottage Street he asked.
" I presume you are there every day."

" I call every day, of course," replied Captain Caven-
dish, a slight flush coloring his nonchalant face ; " but I

never see any one except Midge, or that other girl."

" Betsy Ann ?"

^' I supp )se so. Ko one is permitted to enter, it ap-

pears, except your sister and Miss Blair."
^' Indeed," said Yal ;

" I should think you would have
the entry above all others. Have you not seen Nathalie
since those melancholy changes have occurred

a Yes. Once."
Ah i At Cottage Street

" Yes."
*' Well," said Yal, wlio was never restrained by Benti-

luental delicacy, " what did she say
" Not much, but what she did say was exceedingly ta

the point. Sjic gave mc my coup de congeP'
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" You don't say so ! Did you take it ?"

" What could 1 do ? She was inexorable ! Of course,

&s a man of honor, I should have made her my wife, in

epite of all, but she was determined."

A queer smile went wandering for a second or two
round Mr. Blake's mouth, but he instantly called his

risible faculties to order, and became grave again.
" How are they ? How do they take Charley's

escape ?"

" Mrs. Marsh is poorly—confined to her bed, I believe,

but Nathalie, they toll me, appears better, and takes care

of her mother. Your sister, however, will be able to tell

you all particulars."
" I say, Cavendish," exclaimed Yal, " you could go in

for Jane McGregor, now. She is nearly as rich as poor
Natty was to be."

" Bah ! Wliat do I care for her riches ?"

Oh, yes, I understand ; but just reflect that her papa
will give her ten thousand pounds on her wedding-day,

and tliree times that much at his death ; and I am sure

yon will be brought to take pity on her."
" Take pity on her ?"

" Tah ! Tah ! Tah !" cried Yal ;
" don't play innocent

Ton know as weil as I do, she is dying for you."
" But, my dear Blake,' ' expostulated the captain, " she

has red liair and freckles."
" Auburn hair—auburn ! As for the freckles, her

guineas will cover them. Will you come in?" They
were at the office door, but Captain Cavendish declined.

" T have to go to barracks," he said. " Good morn-
ing."

. Mr. Blake spent some two hours in his office, attend-

ing to business, and then sallied forth again. His steps

were bent in the direction of Cottage Street, where he ex-

pected to find his sister. Tlie house looked as if some one
were dead within—the blinds all down, the doors all

closed—and no one visible within or without. It waa
Midge who opened the door, in answer to his loud knock,
How are you. Midge ?" inquired Mr. Blake, striding in,

and how are Mrs. ar.d Miss Marsh ?"



Midge's l eply was a proloDged and dismal narrative of

the sufferings of both. The elder lady was unabla to leave

her bed—slie had fretted herself into a low, nervous fever,

and was so cross, and captious, and quarrelsome, and peevish,

that she made the lives of every one in the house a misery
to them. She did nothing but sigh, and cry, and moan,
and complain from morning till night, and from night till

,

morning. Nothing they did pleased her.

Of Nathalie, Midge had the reverse of this story to

tell—she never complained at all. No, Midge wished she

would ; her mute desjDair was far harder to bear than the

weary complainings of her mother. She sat by that petu-

lant invalid mother's side the livelong day, holding cooling

drinks to her poor parched lips, bathing the hot brow and
hands, and smoothing the tossed pillow

;
rarely speaking,

8ave to ask or answer some question ; never replying to

the endless reproaches of the sick woman ; never uttering

one complaint or shedding one tear.

Mr. Yal Blake was ushered by Midge into the darkened
chamber of Mrs. Marsh, and looked at Nathalie sitting by
her bedside. In spite of what he had heard, he was shock-

ed at the change which the past week had made in her

—

shocked at the wasted and shadowy form, the wan, ti-ans-

parent hands, the hollow eyes and haggard cheeks. She
was dressed in mourning, and the crape and bombazine
made her look quite ghastly by contrast.

Mr. Blake's visit was not a long one. Nathalie scarcely

spoke at all, and his sister was not there. Mrs. Marsh
who had been asleep when he c/itcred, awoke presently^

and poured her dreary wailings into his ear. Val consoled

her as well as he could ; but there was no balm in Gilead

for her, and he was glad when he could with decency get

out of the reach of her querulous voice. Iler time, of late,

seemed pretty equally divided l)etween dozing and be-

wailings ; and she fretted herself into another slumber
shortly after.

Left alone, Nathalie Marsh sat by the window, while
the dull afternoon wore away, looking out over the

gloomy hay, with a darkly brooding face. Iler desola-

tion had never seemed so present to her as on thiB eeri*
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evening. She had been stunned and stupefied by the

rapidly-falling blows, but the after-pain was far moie acute

and keen than that first dull sense of suffering. " lluined

and disgraced !" they were the two ugly words on which
all the changes of her thoughts rang. Ruined and dis-

graced ! Yes, she was that ; and she who had once been
the belle and boast of tl .e town could never hold up her

head there any more. How those who had envied and
hated her for her beaaty and her prosperity, would exult

over her now ! What had she done that such misery

should fall upon her 1 What had she done \

The little house in Cottage Street was very still. Mrs.
Marsh yet dozed fitfully

;
Midge had gone out to give

herself an airing, and feetsy Ann was standing in the

open front door, looking drearily out at the rain, which
was beginning to fall with the night. Like Mariana, she

was "a-weary,"—though, not being quite so far gene in

the blues as that forlorn lady, she did not wish she was
dead—and was staring dismally at the slanting rain, when
the rustl'^ of a dress on the stairs made her turn round,
and become transfixed w^ith amazement at beholding Miss
Marsh, in bonnet and shawl, arrayed to go out. Betsy
Ann recoiled as if she had seen a ghost, for the white
face of the young lady looked awfully corpse-like, in con-

trast with her sable wrappings.

" you're never going out in this here rain 1 Ye'll get

your death !"

If JN'athalie heard her, she did not heed, for slie walked
steadily out and on through the wet evening, until she
was lost to Betsy Ann's shivered view. There were very
few abroad that rainy evening, and those few hurried
along with bent heads and uplifted umbrellas, and saw
not the black figure flitting by them in the gloom. On
she steadfastly went, through the soaking rain, heeding it

no more than if it were rays of sunshine
;

on, with one
purpose in her face, wdth her eyes ever turned in one
direction—toward the sea.

Cottage Street wound away with a path that led di-

rects to the shore* It had beep familiar to her all hei

*'Good gracious Natty I" she gasped.
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life, ana there was an old disused wharf at the end, wheri
she and Charley had used to play in the sunny summer
days long ago—a hundred years ago, it seemed, at the

least. It \v^as a useless old wharf, rotten, and slippery,

and dangerous, to which boats were made fast, and where
fishermen mended their nets. To this wharf Nathalie

made Jier way in the thickening darkness, the piteous

rain beating m her face, the sea-wind fluttering her black

vail and soaking dress. Heaven knows wliat purpose the

poor half-delirious girl had in her mind ! Perhaps only to

stand on the familiar spot, and listen to the familiar

voices of the wind and waves dashing against the rotten

logs and slimy planks of the old wharf, on which she had
spent so many happy hours. No one ever knew how it

was ; and we must only pity her in her dumb agony of

despair, and think as mercifully of the dark and dis-

tracted soul as we can. The night was dark, the wharf
dangerous and slippery with the rain, and one might easily

miss their footing and fall. Who can say how it was ?

but there was a suppressed cry—the last wail of that

despairing soul—a sullen plunge, a struggle in the black

and dreadful waters, another smothered cry, and then the

wliarf was empty, and the devouring waves had closed

over the golden head of Nathalie Marsh !

In the roar of the surf on 'the shore, and the wailing

cry of the night wind, there was no voice to tell what had
liappened in the lonely gloom of the rainy night. No,
surely, or the faithful servant, who entered the cottage

dripping, after her constitutional, would have fled wildfy

to the scene of the tragedy, instead of standing there in

the kitchen, talking to Betsy Ann, as she placed her wet
umbrella in a corner to drip.

^' I went up to Miss Jo's," said Midge, shaking herself,

aiid giving Betsy Ann an impromptu sliowor-bath, " and
she made me stay for tea, and fetch this umberel home.
How's the Missis—asleep ?"

" Yes said Betsy Ann, looking nervous and scared,

for she was mortally afraid of the dwarf ;
" but you didn't

—I mean tn^ eay, was not Miss Natty to Blake's I"
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" Miss- -What !" screamed Midge; ^'licw should

Miss Natty get there, stupid ! Isn't she in her own room ?"

^'No, she ain't," said Betsy Ann, looking still more
scared ;

" and I don't know where she is, neither! Sh&
oame down stairs ji]?t afore dark, with her things on, and

went out in all the rain. She wouldn't tell me where
fihe was going, and she wouldn't stay in for me ; and yoa
needn't look so mad about it, for I couldn't help it I

There!"
Midge's florid face turned ashen gray with terror; a.

vague, nameless, dreadful fear, that brought cold beads

of sweat out on her brow. Betsy Ann had no need to

back in alarm ; it was not anger that blanched the homely
face, and her ears were in no danger of being boxed.

" Which way did she take she asked, her very voice

husky with that creeping fear.

^' She went straight along," Betsy Ann replied, as if

a going to the shore."

It was the answer Midge had expected, but the hands
fastening her shawl shook so, as she heard it, that she

could hardly finish that operation.
" Go to Mr. Blake !" she said ;

" run for your life, and
tell Mr. Yal to hurry to the beach, and fetch a lantern.

Tell him I am afraid something dreadful has happened.'^

She Imrried oii herself, as siie spoke, heedless of the

invalid up-stairs, of lashing rain, and driving wind, and
black night. Heedless of all but that terrible fear, Midge
Imrried through the storm to the shore.

In the next day's issue of the Speckport Spouter, the

following item appeared

;

" Mysterious Disappearance I—Yesterday evening,,

about seven o'clock. Miss Nathalie Marsh quitted her
residence in Cottage Street, without informing her friends

where she was going, and has not since been heard of.

Upon the discovery of her absence, search was made along
the shore, in which direction she was seen to go, and a

crape vjiil, recognized as belonging to Miss Marsh, found
on the old whai-f at the end of Cottage Street. The vail

had been caught by a spike projecting from the wharf,



immediately above the water. It is feared that a dread
ful accident has happened, and the young lady has been
drowned. She had been ill and a little delirious some time

before, and we presume wandered down to the old wharf, a

most dangerous place at all times, and particularly so on a

dark and stormy night, such as last night was, and fell

in. Any intelligence of her will be thankfully received,

and liberally rewarded, by her afflicted friends. The
young lady was dressed in deep mourning, and might
easily be recognized by the luxuriant abundance of her

golden hair."

Speckport read"" this paragraph over its breakfaet

coffee and toast, and was profoundly shocked thereby.

And so poor Miss Marsh had drowned herself ! They
had expected as much all along—she was not the girl to

survive such disgrace ! But it was very dreadful ; and
they wouldn't wonder to hear next that the poor
bereaved mother had died of a broken heart. They
hoped the body would be recovered—it would be a

melancholy consolation to her friends, not to say to her
enemies, who would then be out of doubt as to her fate.

People went past the house in Cottage Street with the

same morbid curiosity that had driven them to Redmon
after the murder, and stared at the closed blinds and
muffled knocker, and thought of the wretched mother
lying within, whose footsteps were even then crossing the
Valley of the Shadow of Death.

Two weeks passed, and these charitable wishes were
not fulfilled. The mother of JSTathalie still lay ill unto
death, and still faithfully waited on by Midge and Miss
Jo. It was toward the close of the second week that Yal
geceived a note from the coroner of a lishing-village, some
ten miles up the coast, informing him that, the day pre-

viously, the body of a woman answering the description

of Miss Marsh had been washed ashore, that an inquest

had been held, and a verdict of " Found drowned " ro

turned. If the missing girl's friends would come imme.
uiately they might ba able to identify the corpse.

Before noon, after the receipt of tliis missive, Mr. V4]



''ONE MOHB VI^ORfUNATE:'

Blake was bending over the corpse of the drowned woman,
as it lay in its rough deal coffin in the village dead-house.

Before suLset he was back in Speckport, and bore the deal

coffin and its quiet contents to No. IG Great St. Peter

Street. The slender girlish f(.rm, the mourning dress, the

long fair hair, were not to be mistaken, though what had

been the face was too horrible to look upon. Val turned

away from wliat liad once been so beautiful, with a .'ihudder

;

and thought of the Duke of Gandia, made a saint by a

Bimilar sight. Before morning, the deal coffin was inclosed

in another of rosewood, and a grave dug in Speckport
Cemetery. The funeral was an unusually quiet and
solemn one, though there was no requiem mass ior the

soul of the departed oifered up in the cathedral—why
should there for a wretched suicide, forever lost ?

Mr. Yal Blake, with no sentimentality about him, and
not over straight-laced cither, in some things, was yet a

generous, good-hearted fellow in the main, and placed a

white marble cross over the dead girl's grave. Some very

good people were rather scandalized by the act. A cross

over the grave of a suicide!—it was sacrilege. But Mr.
Blake did not care much what good people or bad people
thought or said of his actions; and did just as he pleased,

in spite of their teeth. So the white cross remamed
gleaming palely in the spectral moonlight, and casting its

Bolemn sliadow over the grave in the sunshine. It bore

no inscription—what inscription could be placed over

such a grave;!—only the name "Nathalie." Her stoiy

was told, her life ended, the world \Tent on, and she wa«
forgotten ! O sublime lessor of life ! told in three weirds ;

Dead and forgotten !

So, while Charley skulked in dark places a hunted
criminal, with a price on his head, and his motner lay &\\\\

hovering on that narrow boundary that divides life and
death, morning sunlight and noonday shadows brightened
and darkened around that pale cross in the cemetery and
the night winds sighed c ver Nathalie's grave.
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OHAPTEE XXI.

MRS. BUTTERBY's L0DGING8.

I^^W bleak blasts of a raw March afternoon swept
through the city streets, cold and pkircing,

t^^^P driving the dust in whirlwinds blindingly into

IP^'wi^ the eyes of all it encountered.

In spite of the cold and the piercing wind,
Broadway was not empty—Is Broadway ever empty, I

wonder?—and business-men, buttoned up to the chin in

overcoats, and witli caps drawn over their frosty noses,

tore along like comets, to home and dinner; ladies in silks,

and velvets, and furs, swarm down the pave to meet them,
and young and old, rich and poor, jostled and elbowed,

and pushed and trod on one another's heels and toes, as

usual in that thronged thoroughfare.

Moving among the ceaseless sea of human life, con-

tiiiually ebbing and liowing in Broadway, came a young
woman, walking rapidly. I say "young woman" ad-

visedly, for she was not a lady. Her black dress was gray

and dingy, and frayed round the bottom ; her black cloth

mantle was of the poorest texture and simplest make, and
her black straw bonnet was as plain and untrimmed as

bonnet could be, and who could be a lady in such array as

that ? To a good many of the Broadway loungers, who
devote their manly intellect to picking their teeth in front

of first-class hotels, and stai-e at society going by for a liv-

ing, her face was well known. It was a face not likely to

pass unnoticed—not at all to be passed in a crowd; and
more than once some of these expensively-got-up loafers

had condescended to follow the young woman with the
" deuced fine eyes ;" but the black figure flitted along aa

if shod with the shoes of swiftness, and these languid ad-

mirers soon gave up the chase in despair.

I don't think she ever was conscious of this attention;

flhe walked steadfastly on, looking straight before her,
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never to the n'glit or left, her shawl drawn clo€ely around

her tali, sliglit figure, as much alone as if she had been on
Peter VVilkins's desert island. To a home-sick stranger in

Kew York, 1 wonder if Broadway, at the fashionable

howr, is not the loneliest and dreariest of places ? Iliin-

dtydds of faces, and not one familiar or friendly coun-

tenance among them ; not one smile or glance of recogni-

tion to the lonely and heart-weary brother or sister jostled

about in their midst. The men and women who passed

might have been a set of automatons, for all the interest

the young person dressed in shabby mourning appeared

to take in them, as she hurried on with that rapid step

and that darkly sullen face. For I am sorry to say this

heroine of mine (and she is that) wore a look of habitual

sullenness that was almost a scowl, and something fierce

lay latent behind the flashing of those brilliant eyes, and
bitter and harsh in the compressed lips. A passhig phy-

siognomist, not over-choice in his phrases, meeting her

once in the street, liad carelessly observed to a friend

walking with him, that there Wiis a spice of the devil

in that girl and pcrliaps the girl herself might have
agreed with him, had slie heard it.

Down town and west of Broadway, there is a certain

unfashionable locality, known as Minetta Street. The
houses are tall and dingy, and swarm w^ith dirty children

and noisy mothers ; and it is dark and narrow, and utterly

unknown on Fifth Avenue and Madison Square. Among
the tall and dingy houses—all so much alike that they
might have been cast in a mold—there is one with a white
board in the front window of the ground-floor, bearing,

in black letters, the name " Mrs. Butterby," and beneath
this legend, " Lodgings." And in this bleak, windy twi>

light of this cold March day, the young woman dressed

in black turns into Minetta Street, and walks into Mrs.
Butterby's with the air of one having the right ; for she

is one of Mrs. Butterby's lodgers, this youn^ 23erson, and
a lodger of some consequence, not only to tlie house, but
to the whole street. And for this reason—die has a piano
in her room! An old and battered piano, it is true, for

which she only pays four dollars per month ; but still it is



a piano, and the wonderful harmonies her lingers evoke
from its jellow keys, transfix Minetta Street with amaze-
ment and delight. She has the hest room in Mrs. But'
terby's house, the first floor parlor, front, and there is the

faded remains of a Brussels carpel on the floor and a

yellow-painted washstand in the corner, two cane-seated

chairs, with three legs between them, a little table, with
an oilcloth cover, and a sheet-iron stove ; and these elegant

luxuries all of which she has for the stipend of three dol-

lars per week. There is a bed, too, and a small trunk,

and the battered little high-backed piano, and there is al-

most room to turn round in the space which they leave-

There is nothing like this elegant apartment in all Mrs.
Butterby's house, and the other lodgers look into it with

envious and admiring eyes. They are all young ladies,

these lodgers—young factory-ladies, and young ladies in

the dressmaking, and pantmaking, and vestmaking, and
capmaking, and bookbinding lines of business, not to speak

of an actress, a real actress, who performed in a Broad-
way theater, and whom they look upon with mingled awe
and envy. But they like lier better than they do the first-

floor lodger, v/hom they unite in hating with a cordial

hatred that would have delighted Dr. Johnson. They are

all young ladies, but they stigmatize her as " that young
woman," " that stuck-up thing," and would like to scratch

those bright eyes of hers out of her head, though she

never did anytiling to them in her life.

They knew very little about her, either Mrs. Butterby
or her fair lodgers, although she had been two months in

the house, except that her name was Miss Wade, that sha

earned her living as an embroideress, and that she put on
a great many unnecessary airs for a New York seamstress.

She embroidered slippers, that were pictures in them-
selves, on rich velvets and silks, with floss and Berlin

wool, and spangles, and beads ; and cobweb handkerchiefs,

that might have been the wonder of a Brussels lace-maker.

She worked for a fashionable Broadway establishment,

who asked fabulous prices for these gems of needlework,
and who doled out a miserable pittance to the pale worker,

whose light glimmered far into the night, and who ben<
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over the glistening fabric in the gray and dismal dawn.

They heara uU this in the iiouse, and nothing more; fur,

except to the kndlady, she had never, scarcely, exciianged

a word with a soul in it—with one exception—she had
Bpoken to the actress, w^ho occupied the room above her

own, and who was nearly as cold and unsociable as hersell

Birds of a feather," the young ladies said, when Mrs.

Butterby told how Miss Wade had been in Miss John-

ston's room (the actress was Miss Johnston, in every-day

life, and Miss St. John on the bills), sewing spangles and
gold braid on Miss Johnston's theatrical robes, and how
Miss Johnston had taken Miss Wade to the theater, and
had made her stay and take tea with her in her own room.

No human being of the earth earthy," ciin quite live

without any one to speak to ; the heart must turn to some
one, let it be ever so proud and self-sustained, and the

actress was made of less coarse and rough clay than the

young factory-ladies, who went dirty and boopless all the

week, and flaunted in gaudy silks on Sunday.
Up in her own room, Miss Wade took olf her bonnet,

and sat down to work with her mantle still on, for the

fireless apartment was perishingly cold. She had sat there

for nearly an hour, and the cheerless March gloaming was
falling drearily on ^linetta Street, when there was a sham-
bling footstep on the stairs, a shuttiingj slip-shod, down-at-

the-heel tread in the hall, and a rap at her door. Miss
Wade, work in liand, opened it, and saw her portly land-

lady smiHng in the doorway.
"Miss Johnston's compliments. Miss, and would you

please to step up to her room, she says. Bless my heart I

ftin't you got no fire on, this perishing evening?"
^' It was too much trouble to light it," Miss Wade said,

shutting and locking her room-door, and going along the
dark and dirty hall, up a dark and dirty staircase, into

another hall, darker and dirtier still, and tapping at tha
first door she met.

" Come in !" a feminine voice said, and Miss Wade
went in accordingly. It was a smaller chamber than hei
own, and far less sumptuously furnished, with no fine frag-

meutfl of Brussels on the bare floor, no piano in the corner,,
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Eo yellow waslistand, or oilclothed iable. Its one dim
window looked out on that iiiclanclioly sight, a New York
backyard, and the gray and eerie dusk stole palely in, and
the wild spring wind rattled the rickety casement. But it

had a tire, this poor little roonij in a little ugly black stove,

and, sitting in the on(} chair the apartment boasted of,

crouching over the heat, in a strange and wretched posi-

tion, was the room's mistress. A poor, faded, ])allid crea-

ture, young, but not youthful, with sharp cheekbones, and
sunken eyes. She was wrapped in a plaid shawl, but she

looked miserable and shivery, and crouched so low over

the sto ve, that she nearly touched it. Sundry gaudy gar-

ments, all tinsel and spangles and glitter, lay on the bed,

with two or three wigs keeping them company, a rouge-

pot, and a powder-box. These were her stage-dresses
;
but,

looking at her, as she sat there, you would as soon think

of seeing a corpse tricked out in that ghostly grandeur as

she.

She rose up as her visitor entered, with a pale smile of

welcome, and placed the chair for her. There was a cer-

tain quiet grace about her that stamped her, like Miss
Wade herself, God help her! as "one who had seen better

days." But she v/as far more fragile than the seamstress.

Whatever she had once been, she was nothing but a poor,

wasted shadow now.
" Mrs. Butterby said you sent for me," Miss Wade

remarked, taking the chair, and looking with a certain

eagerness in her great eyes. " You spoke to the manager,

I suppose ?"

Miss Johnston, who had seated herself on a wooden
footstool, did not look up to meet that eager, anxious gaze.

" Yes," she said, " but, I am sorry to say, I have beeti

disappointed. The company was full, he said, arid he

wanted no more novices. He would not have taken me,

had it not been at the earnest solicitation of a friend, and

there was no room or need for any more."
The sullen look that had left Miss Wade's face for a

moment returned, and a dark gloom with it. She did not

speak ; she sat with her l)rows drawn into a moody /orm^

gtJM^ing ftt the uglj> little black stove.
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" A friend of mine, tliougli," the actress went on, ' who
has considerable influence, has promised to try and get

you a situation in some other theater. I told him you
would certainly be successful, and rise rapidly in the pro-

fession. I know you possess all the elements of a splendid

tragic antress.''

If we might judge by the darkly-passionate face and
fiercely-smoldering eyes, the young woman who sat so

gloomily staring straight before her, was capable of acting

a tragedy in real life, quite as fast as on the stage. There
was a certain recklessness about her, that might break out

at any moment, and which told fate and poverty had goad-

ed her on to desperation. When she spoke, her words
showed she had neither heard nor heeded the actress's last

remark.
*' And so goes my last hope," she said, with slow, des-

perate bitteruess ;
" the last hope of being anything but a

poor, starved, beggarly drudge all the days of my life ! I

am a fool to feel disappointed. I might know well enough
by this time, that there is nothing but disappointment for

feuch a wretch as I
!"

The reckless bitterness of this speech jarred painfully

on the hearer's nerves. Miss Johnston looked at her hali-

pityingly.
" There is n6 need to despair," she quietly said ; " the

friend of whom I have spoken will be successful, and I
am certain you will be a great actress yet. With me it is

different. I will never rise above mediocrity."

You don't seem to care much," said Miss Wadeii

looking at her pale, still face.

" I don't," said the actress, in the same quiet way.
\

Have you no ambition at all, then
" No !"

She did not say it indifferently, but in a tone of hard
endurance. Miss Wade's large eyes were fixed curiously

on her face.

" I think," she said, *' you have seen a great deal oi

trouble, and that it has crushed the ambition out of you.
You vere Bever born to be one of Mrs. Butterbj's lodg-

?drd0a i£lq if I am immrtixiQuV'

U
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"You are uot/- the actress said, neither ddnjdng nc?

acknowledging the charge. Whatever I once was, I am
Mrs. Biitterby's lodger now, and a poor actress, who mnet
sew the spangles on her own dress."

She to^k off the bed a short pink gauze skirt, and a

bunch of tinsel braid, and began the womanly work of

ocwing, with her swift fingers.

" Are you to wear that to-night ?" asked Miss Wade.
" Yes ; it is the dress of a flower-girl."

"What is the play?"
" I forget the name," said the actress, indifferently

;

" it is a French vaudeville, written expressly for us. I am
JSJinon, a flower-girl, w>th *wo or three songs to sing. Will
you come ?"

" Thank you, I should like to go. It keeps me from
thinking for a few hours, and that in itself is a blessing.

What a miserable, worthless piece of business life is ! I

think I shall buy twenty cents worth of laudanum, some
of these days, in some apothecary-shop, and put an end to

it altogether."

The jarring, reckless tone had returned, and was pain-

ful to hear. The actress sewed steadily on, replying not.
" It is well enough for those girls," Miss Wade said

;

" those rough, noisy, factory girls, brawny arms, and souls

that never rise above a beau or silk dresses ; but for me
and for you, who were born ladies—it is enough to drive

us mad ! Look at me !" she cried, rising to her feet

;

" look at me, Miss Johnston ! Do I look like one born
for a drudge? D.> I look like the women who fill this

bouse ?"

Miss Johnston looked up at the speaker, doing a little

private theatrical tragedy, with her pale, quiet face, un-

moved. Perhaps she had grown so used to tragedy that

it had become stale and wearisome to her ; and the regal

Sgure drawn up to its full height, the white face, and
flaring eyes, disturb her no more in her poor room, than

Lady Macbeth, in black velvet, with blood on her hands,

iid on the theatrical boards.
^* ^qJ' sUq ^dj, " sre mi 'At 3lU like the feotory



ME8. BUTTERBY'S LODGINGS. t48

handB, Miss Wade. I never doubted you were bom a

ladj."
" And a ladj, rich and liappy, flattered and courted, i

should have been yet, but for the villainy of a man.

curse upon him, whether he be living or dead."

She began pacing up and down the floor, like any

other tragedy-queen. Miss Johnston, finding it too dark

to sew, arose, lit a candle, stood it on a wooden box that

did service for a table, and composedly pursued her

work.
" How was it ?" she asked ; "is it long ago ?"

" Long !" exclaimed Miss Wade ;
" it seems hundreds

of years ago
;
though I suppose scarcely seven have really

passed since he fled, taking all he possessed with him, and

leaving my mother and I to beg, or starve, or die, if we
pleased. Of all the villains Heaven ever suffered to

pollute this earth, I think Philip Henderson was the

worst !"

" Philip Henderson !" Miss Johnston repeated, looking

up from lier work ;
" was that the name of the man who

defrauded you ?"

"He was my step-father—the villain I My own father

I do not recollect—he died in my infancy, leaving my
mother wealthy—the possessor of half a million nearly.

She had married this man Henderson before 1 was three

years old ; and I remember how pleased I was when he
first came, with the little baby-sister he brought me—for

he was a widower with a child not two years old. Short-

ly after my mother's second marriage, we left Rochester,
where I was born. Mr. Henderson purchased, with my
mother's money, of course, for he had none of his own, a

magniflcent place up at Yonkerfc—a house like a castle,

and magniflcent grounds. Everything was in keeping;
the furniture, pictures, and plate superb ; a whole retinue

of servants ; the fastest horses and finest carriages in the
country. It is like a dream cf fairy-land to me now to

look bnck upon. Oily ana 1 (his daughter's name was
Olive), as we grew up, had a" governess, and mas^rs in the
house, uud played in bright silk dresses among the pastures,

:(oimtaLa8^^d gra|)eries of our ijialace-likQ home. TkQ
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place was tilled with company all the summer through
—nothing but balls and soirees, and dressii^^ and dancing,

and fetes champetre ; and in the winter, Mr. and Mrs.
Henderson came down to the city, leaving us in charge of

the housekeeper and governess. It is a very pleasant

thing, no doubt, spending money as freely as if it were
water

;
but, unfortunately, even half a million of dollars

will not last forever. Mr. and Mrs. Henderson, and their

two daughters—for I passed as his child, too, and scarcely

knew the difference myself—were all the fashion for near-

ly ten years, and then the change began to come. I was
only thirteen, and not old enougli to understand the stormy
scenes betv/een Henderson and my mother—her passion-

ate reproaches of his folly and extravagance, his angry re-

crimination, and the ominous whisperings of the servants.

Suddenly the crash came—Henderson had fled, taking

Oily with him, and the few thousands that yet remained
of our princely fortune. He was over head and ears in

debt ; the creditors seized everything—house, furniture,

plate, and all—and my mother and I were penniless. Miss
Johnston, the shock killed her. She had always been frail

and delicate, and she never held up her head after. She
was buried before a month passed ; and I, at the age of

thirteen, was alone in the world, and a pauper. But a

child of that age cannot realize misery as we can in after-

years. I was fully conscious of present discomfort, but of

the future I never thought. My mother had left Yonkers
immediately after the creditors' seizure, too keenly sensi-

tive to remain a beggar where she had once reigned a

queen, and came here to the city. She came here to an
'

old servant of hers, to whomx she had been a kind friend

in other days, and the woman did not forget it. She was
comfortable enough with her husband and two children,

and she kept me and sent me to learn the business 1 now
work at. I remained with her nearly six years, realizing

more and more every day what I had lost in losing wealth.

She is dead now. Her husband is married again and gone
to California, and I am here, the most miserable creature,

I believe, in all this great desert of a city."

^he h^^ hwoi Yimm^ ap and doT^rtx all th^ tiiae^ thift
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.Impetuous Miss Wade, with rapid, excited steps, speaking

m a rapid, excited voiee, a lierce light llaring in her large

angry eyes. The actress had finished her work ; it lay on

her lap now, her quiet hands folded over it, her quiet eyes

following the passionate speaker.
" Wade, I suppose," was her first remark, " was your

own father's name. When did you adopt it V
" Only when I came here. The name of Henderson

had long been odious to me, but the family I lived with

was too accustomed to it to change."
" And have you never heard from this man Hender-

son or his daughter since ?"

" I have heard of them, which is as good
;
and, thank

God ! retribution has found them out ! They are both

dead—he committed a forgery, and shot himself to escape

the consequences ; and Oily—she was always a miserable,

puling, sickly thing—died in a hospita. They have been
made an example of, thank Heaven I as they deserved

to be."

She uttered the impious thanksgivhig wath a fierce joy

that made the actress recoil. But her mood changed a

second after ; she stopped in her walk, the darkly-sullen

look settling on her face again, and stared blankly at the

flai-ing candle, dripping tears of fat over the candlestick.

So long she stood that the actress rose and began folding

up the fiower-girFs dresses, preparatory to starting for the

theater.

" Are you going ?" Miss Wade asked, coming out of

her moody reverie.

Yes, when I have had a c-*p of tea—it is drawing
down stairs at Mi-s. Butterby's tire. Will you not take
another V

^' Xo, thank you ; I can't eat. I will wait here while
you take it."

There was a newspaper on the bed. Miss Wade took
it, and sat down to read whilst she waited. The actress

left the room, returning a moment or two after, with a

small snub-nosed teapot'and a plate of buttered toast. She
was standing at a little <>[)en pantry pouring out the tea,

when she suddenly laid tlown the teapot, and turned roond
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to look at her companion. It was Qot an exclamatioii

Miss Wade had uttered, it was a sort of cry ; and sh«
was holding the paper before her, staring at it in blank-

amaze.
" ^'hat is the matter Miss Johnston in(j[uired, in her

calm voice.

Miss Wade looked up, a sudden and strange Hush pasfr-

ing over her colorless face.

" Nothing," she said, slowly. " That is—I mean I saw
rhe—the death of a person I knew, in this paper."

She held it up before her face, and sat there while the

actress drank her tea and ate her toast, never moving or

stirring. Miss Johnston left the pantry, put on her bon-

net and shawL and took up her bundle as if to go.
" I beg your pardon. Miss Wade," she said, " but it is

time for us to go.''

Miss Wade arose, with the paper still in her hand.

Two bright spots, all unusual there, and which strong ex-

citement alone could bring, burned on either cheek, and a

strange dusky tire shone in her eyes.

"I do not think I will go to the theater to-night, Miss

Johnston," she said. My head aches. I will take this

paper, if you will let me, and read it in my room for a

little while, and then go to bed."

The actress assented, looking at her curiously, and Miss

Wade passed down the dark stairs to her own room.

There was a lamp on the table, which she lit, then she

locked the door; and with that same red spot on each

cheek, and that same bright light in each eye, sat down
with the paper to read. But she only read one little para-

graph among the advertisements, and that she read ovei

and over, and over again. The paper was the Montreal

True Witness, some two or three weeks old, and the para

graph ran thus

:

" Information Wanted.—Of Philip Henderson or his

heirs. When last heard from he was in New York, but

is supposed to have gone to Canada. He or his descend-

ants will hear of something to their great advantage bj

applying to John Darcy, Barrister at-Iiaw, Speckport."
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CHAPTER XXIi.

THE HEIRESS OF REDMON.

T is three lays by steamer and rail-cars horn

New York to Speckport ; but as steam never

traveled half as fast as story-tellers, we are

back there in three seconds. Dear, foggy
Speckport, I salute thee !

In a grimy office, its floor freshly sprinkled, its win-

dows open to admit the March-morning sunshine, in a

leathern-covered armchair, before a littered table, Mr.
Darcy, barrister-at-law, sits reading the moi'ning paper.

It i& ihe "Daily Snorter," and pitches savagely into the
" Weekly Spouter," whose editor and proprietor, under the

sarcastic tkie of "Mickey," it mildly insinuates is an
ignorant, blundering, bog-trotting ignoramus, who ought
still to be in the wilds of Connemara planting potatoes,

instead of undermining the liberty of this beloved province,

and trampling the laws of society under his ruthless feet,

by asserting, as lie did yesterday, that a distinguished mem-
ber of the Smasher party had been found lying drunk in

Golden Row, and conveyed in that unhappy state to his

residence in that aristocratic street, instead of to the watch-

house, as he should. Much more than this the " Daily
Snorter," the pet organ of the Smasher party, had to say,

and the anathemas it fulminated against " that hlthy sheet,"

the " Spouter," and its vulgar, blockheaded, addle-pated edi-

tor, vras blood-curdling to peruse. Mr. Darcy was deep in

it when the office door opened, and Mr. Val Blake
lounged carelessly in. Mr. Darcy looked up with a nod
and a laugh.

" Good morning, Blake I Fine day, isn't it ? I am
just reading tins eulogy the ' Snorter' gives you."

"Yes," said Mr. Blake, mounting the back of a chair

w if it were the back of a horse, and looking the picture
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of calm serenity. " Severe, is it ? Who do you Buppose 1,

had a letter from last night ?"

" How should I know V
" You won't faint, will you ? It was from Charlej

Marsh !"

Mr. Darcy dropped the "Snorter," and stared.
" Char—ley Marsh 1 It's not possible, Blake ?"

" Yes, it is. I am on my way to Cottage Street at thk
present writing, to tell his mother."

" Well, this is an astonisher ! And where is the boy
" You'd never gaess. A captain in the Southern

army."
" You don't say so I How did he ever get there ?"

You see," said Yal, " it's a long letter, and he ex-

plains everything. After he broke jail that time (of

course, Turnbull helped him off), he skulked in the woods
for two or three weeks, visited occasionally by a friend

(Turnbull again), and through liim heard of NathaHe's
death. At last, he got the chance of a blockade-runner.

The ^ Stonewall Jackson ' was leaving here, and he got on
board, ran the blockade, and found liimseK in jDixie.

There he was offered a captainship, if he would stay ana
fight a little. He accepted, and that's the whole story„

1 must tell the mother. It will do her more good than
fifty novels and hfty thousand blue pills. Jo went into

hysterics of delight when she heard it at breakfast, and I

left her kicking when I came away."
" Does he say anything at all about the murder ?"

" Oh, yes. I forgot that. He wants to know if Cherrie

has turned up yet, and says he may thank her for all his

trouble. He was up at Redmon that night to meet her. She
liad promised to elope with him, but she never came.
protests his innocence of the deed, and I believe him."

" Humph !" said Mr. Darcy, refiectingly. " It ii

most singular Cherrie does not turn up. I dare say she
could throw light on the subject, if she chose."

" 1 don't despair, yet," said Yal. " I'll find her before

I stop, if she's above ground. No news yet, I suppose,

Irom the heirs of Kedmon ?"

"None ; and I am sick and tired of advertising. Not
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'h Kew York or Canadian paper I have not tried, and all

alike unsuccessfully. I believe* the man's dead, and it's of

no use."

Well," said Mr. Blake, dismounting from the chair,

"I'm oH. I must get back to the office after I've seen

Mrs. Marsh, and give the 'Snorter' such a flailing as it

won't get ovei' for a month of Sundays."

Off went Mr. Blake like a long-legged steam-engine
;

and Mr. Darcy's office boy entered with a handful of let-

ters from the post-office. The lawyer, laying down
his paper, began to break the envelopes and read. The
first three were business communications, brief and legal,

in big buff envelopes. The fourth bore a different aspect.

It was considerably stouter. The envelope was white ; the

writing, a lady's delicate spidery tracery ; the post-mark

New York. Tlie lawyer surveyed it for a moment in grave
surprise, then broke it open and began to read. The let-

ter was a long one—three sheets of note-paper closely

written ; and before he had got to the end of the first, Mr.
Darcy, with a sort of shout of astonishment, began at the

beginning again. Once, twice, three times, and Mr. Darcy
erused the letter; and then rising, with the rest unopened,
egan pacing up and down the floor. The windows of

the office faced the street, and, glancing out, he saw Mr.
Blake striding past presently, as if shod with seven-league
boots. Mr. Darcy put his head out of the window and
hailed him.

" Hallo, Blake ! Come up here a moment, will you ?"

Mr. Blake looked up, ran up-stairs, and entered the
office."

" You' 11 have to be quick, Mr. Darcy," he said.

"Time's precious this morning, and my conscience ig

uneasy until I give the ' Snorter ' fits. Anything up ?"

" Yes. The heir of Bedmon has turned up at last
!"

^•'By Jove!" cried Yal, "you don't say sot Where is

her .
J J

" It's not a he. I should have said the heiress of Red-
mon has come to light. I have had a letter from Philip
Henderson's daughter this mornhig."

" And Where's Philip himself ?"

11*



''Where Heaven pleases. Tlie man's dead, and hai

been these three years. No wonder he never answered
our advertisements."

" But \i is a wonder this daughter of his did not ?"

" She never heard it unti' the da^^ before she wrote,

and then by the merest chance, she says. She is very
poor, I fancy, though she does not exactly say so, and
without the means to come on here."

" Where is she?"
"In ISTew York. Mrs. Leroy told me her brothel

resided in Yonkers, with his wife and two daughters, she

believed, and the writer of this letter corroborates that

statement. They did live in Yonkers, she says, and were
in affluent circumstances for a number of years, until she,

the writer, was thirteen years old, when they became in-

volved in debt, and everything was seized by the creditors.

Henderson, the father, went to Canada. Mrs. Leroy told

me she heard he had gone there, but they never held any
correspondence. He went to Canada and died there about

three years ago. The youngest daughter died about the .

same time, and the mother shortly after their loss of for-

tune. The writer of this letter, then, is the only survivor

of the family, and the rightful heiress of Mrs. Leroy's

fortune. She speaks of Mrs. Leroy, too
;

says her father

had an only sister, who married a New York Jew of that

name, for which low alliance, her fatlier ever afterwards

refused to have anything to do with her. She refers me
to several persons in Yonkers, who can confirm her stor}^,

if necessary
;
though, as she has not been there since she

was a child of thirteen, and is now a young lady of twenty,

they would hardly be able to identify her. She works foj

her living, she says—as a teacher, I presume—and -^xbIIi

me to address my reply to ' Station Broadway.' Her
story bears truth on the face of it, T think. Here is the

letter—read it."

Mr. Blake took the lady-like epistle, and, apparently

forgetful of lais late haste, sat down and perused it from
the date "New York, March 7th, 1862/'' to the signature,

Henderson." lie laid
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" Her statement is frank and clear, and coincides in

every particular with what Mrs. Leroy told you. I don't

think there is any deception, but you had better write to

Yonkers and ascertain."
" I shall do so : and if all is right, 1 will forward

money to Miss Henderson to come here at once. I am
heartily glad to be rid of the bother at last. What will

Speckport say ?"
.

" Ah, what won't it say ! It's an ill wind that blows

nobody good ; and what killed poor Natty Marsh is the

making of this girl. I wonder if she's good-looking. I

Bhouldn't mind making up to her myself, if she is."

" You might make down again, then. She wouldn't

touch you with a pair of tongs. How did Mrs. Marsh
take the news ?"

" She cried a little," said Yal, turning to go, " and

then went back to ^ Florinda the Forsaken,' I having dis-

turbed her in the middle of the ninety-eighth chapter."

Nodding familiarly, Mr. Blake took his departure, and

Mr. Darcy sat down to write to Station G, Broadway, and
to Yonkers.

The very winds of heaven seemed to carry news in

Speckport, and before night everybody at all concerned
knew that the heiress of Kedmon had turned up.

Before the expiration of a fortnight, Mr. Darcy re-

ceived an answer from Yonkers. Mr. and Mrs. Philip

Henderson had resided there with their two daughters

some years before, but he had absconded in debt, and his

wife had left the place, and died shortly after. Harriet

and Olive, they believed, were the names of the children

;

hut they knew nothing whatever of them, whether they

were living or dead. Mr. Henderson, they had read in

the papers, had died very suddenly in Canada—committed
suicide, they believed, but they were not certain.

Mr. Darcy, upon receipt of these letters, forwarded a

hundred dollars to Miss Henderson, desiring her to come
on without delay to Speckport, and take possession of her
property. The Imnt for the heirs had given Mr. Darcy
oonfiiderable trouble, and he was very glad to be of the
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bore. He directed tlie young lady to come to his houM
immediately upon landing, instead of a hotel ; if she sent

him word what day she would come, he would be at the

boat to meet her.

Mr. Yal Blake, among less noted people, went down
to the wharf one Tuesday afternoon, nearly a fortnight

after Mr. Darcy had dispatched that last letter containiDg

the hundred dollars, to New York. It was late in March
now, a lovely, balmy, June-like day ; for Mr.rch, having
come in like a lion, was going peacefully out like a lamb.

There was not a shadow of fog in Speckport. The sky
was as blue as your eyes, my dear reader—unless youi
eyes happen to be black—witli billowy white clouds sail-

ing like fairy ships through a fairy sea. The soft breezes

and warm sunshine rendered fans unnecessary, and the

bay was a sheet of sapphire and gold. The wharf, a su-

perb wharf, by the way, and a deligiitful promeii :de, was
thronged. All the pretty girls in Speckport—and, oh !

what a lot of pretty girls there are in Speckport—were
there ; so were the homely ones, and all the nice young
men, and the officers with canes under their arms, staring

at the fair Speckportians. Young and old, rich and poor,

lined the wharf, sitting down, standing up, and w^alking

about, attracted by the beauty of the evening, and the re-

port that the new heiress was coming in that day's boat.

Mr. Yal Blake, with his hands in his trowsers' pockets

as usual, and his black Kossuth hat pushed far back on
his forehead, not to bstruct his view, also as usual,

lounged down through 4ie crowd, nodding right and leftj

and joined a group neh^/ the end of the wharf, of whom
Miss Jeannette McGregor, Miss Laura Blair, Miss Cattj

Clowrie, and Captain Cavendish formed prominent fea-

tures. Two or three more officers and civilians hovered
around, and way was made for Mr. Bhike.

" Oh, Mr. Blake, do you suppose we'll know her when
she lands?" eagerly inquired Miss McGregor. " I am dy^

ing to see what she is like !"

"Darcy's going on board after her," said Yal, "you^U
8ee him linking her up the wharf. I say, Laur:4^ Bill told

me you had a letter from Miss Rose "
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"Why, yc& didn't you know? And she is :roming

back with Mrs. W^Jicatly, and I am so glad !"

"Have you been corresponding with Miss Kose all

this time, Laura inquired Miss Oiowrie.

"No; this is the hrst letter I have received. I ficnt

her the * Spouter,' containing Nathalie Marsh's death, to

Quebec, and she wrote back in reply. This is ail I have

lieai-d of her until now. She says she has had scarcely a

moment to herself."
" Do you know, Laura," said Miss McGregor, "I used

to think she was half in love with Charley Marsh before

that terrible affair of his. lie was a handsome fellow,

and she must have seen a great deal of him, living in tlie

same house."

One might fall in love with Charley without living

in the same house with him, mightn't they. Catty f asked

Mr. Blake, with a grin ;
" ljuc it's all nonsense in saying

~ the little school-mistress cared about him. She was too

much of a saint to fall in love with any one."
" There's the boat !" cried Captain Cavendish ;

" com-
hig round Paradise Island !"

" And there goes Darcy down the floats," echoed Yal.
" Watch well, ladies, and you will behold the heiress of

Redmon in a jilfy."

The steamer swept around the island and floated

gracefully up the harbor. In twenty minutes she was at

the wharf; a little army of cabmen, armed with whips,

Btood ready, as if to thrash the passengers as they came
up. A couple of M. P.'s, brass-buttoned, blue-coated, and
red-batoned, stood keeping order among the rabble of

boys, ready to tear each other's eyes out for the privilege

of carrying somebody's luggage. Our pirty Hocked to

the edge of the high wharf overlooking the floats, up
wliich the tiavelers must come, and strained their necks
and eyes to catch sight of the heiress. Mr. Darcy had
^one on board the first moment he could, and the passen
^•ers were flocking out swid up the floats. Some of tlieiir,

who had been to Speckport before, or had heard from
othei's that it was one of the institutions of the place foi

popuktiott ol tU^ twft tQ flock <Iqwu qqq%
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Bione, passed on indifferently ; but otliers, inoi'e ignoran^
"iooked up in airazement, and wondered if all those people
expected friends. Most of the passengers liad gone, when
there was an exclamation from more than t>ne mouth of

^

" Here she is !" There's the heiress with Mr. Darcy !"

"Look, she's coming!" and all bent forward more eageily

than before. Yes, Mr. Darcy was slowly ascending the

^oats with a lady on his arm, a tall lady, very slender and'i

graceful of figure, wearing a black silk dress, a black cloth

mantle trimmed with purple, a plain dark traveling bon-

net, and a thick brown vail. The vail defied penetration

—tlie eyes of Argus himself could not have discovered

the face behind it.

" Oh, hang the vail !" cried Captain Cavendish ;
" they

ought to be indicted as public nuisances. The face be
longing to such a figure should be pretty !"

" IIow tall she is !" exclaimed Miss McGregor, who was
rather dumpy than otherwise. " She is a perfect giantess 1"

" Five feet six, I should say, was mademoiselle's

height," remarked Yal, with mathematical precision. " I

like tall women. How stately she walks !"

" I suppose she'll be putting on airs now," remarked
Miss McGregor, with true feminine dislike to hear an-

other woman praised ;
" and forget she ever had to work

for her living in New York. Or perhaps she'll go back
there and take her fortune with her."

" You wouldn't be sorry, Jeannette, would you ?" said

Laura. " She's a terrible rival, I know, with her thirty

thousand pounds, and luer stately stature. Yal, I wish
you would find out what she is like before you come to

our house this evening. You can do anything you please,

and 1 am dying to know."
"All right," said Yal ; "shall I drop into Darcy's,and

ask Miss Henderson to stand up for inspection, in order

lhat I may report to Miss Elair?"
" Oh, nonsense ! you can go into Mr. Darcy's if you

':ke, and see her, without making a goose of yourself."

"And I'll go with him. Miss Laura," said Mr. Tom
Oaks, sauntering up. " Elake has no more eye for beauty

a cow, or m woijld uQt ha,vQ lived iu Speckpoirt iQ
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these years, and be a single man to-day. "We'll both drop

in to I)arcy's on our way to you, Miss Blair, with a full,

true, and particular account of Miss Henderson's charms.'^

Oh, her charms are l^eyond dispute, already," said

Captain Cavendish ;
" she has thirty thousand, to our cer*

tain knowledge."
" And of all charms," drawled Lieutenant the Ilouop

able Blank, " we know that golden ones are the most to

your taste. Cavendish. Tou'd better be careful and not

pKJb your foot in it with this heiress, as they tell me you
did with the last."

Very few ever had the pleasure of seeing Captain

Cavendish disconcerted. He only stared icily at his

brother-officer, and offered his arm to Miss McGregor to

lead her to her carriage, which was in waiting, while Mr.
Oaks did the same duty for Laura. Mr. Blake saw her

led off under his very nose, with sublimest unconcern,

and lounged along the wharf, watching the deck-hands

getting out freight, with far more interest than he could

ever have felt in Laura's pretty tittle-tattle. If that lady

felt disappointed, she knew the proprieties a great deal

too well to betray it, and held a laughing flirtation all the

way up the wharf with Mr. Tom Oaks.
" You will be sure to find out what the heiress is

like," she said, bounding into the carriage. " I shall

never know a moment's peace until I ascertain."
" I will go to Darcy's with Blake," answered Tom

;

" that's all I can do. If she shows it is all right ; if she
don't, a fellow can't very well send word to her to librae

and exhibit herself. Adieu, mesdemoiselles !
'

The two gentlemen tipped their chapeaux gallantly af

the carriage rattled off up the hilly streets of §peckporL

;

for every street in Spec.kport is decidedly the rocky road
to Dublin." Mr. Oaks hunted up Mr. Blake, and led him
off from the fascinating spot, where the men were noisily

getting out barrels, and bales and boxes.
" I'll call round for you, Blake," he said ; "and we'll

drop into Darcy's, promiscuous, as it were, before going to

Laura'a. I wiuit to SQi^ tk^ hdr^iss myself as mudiA
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Ml . Blake was of much too easy a nature to i ufUbe any
comm:n vequest; and when, about seven o'clock, Mr.
Oaks, raagniticently got ut) in full evening costume, partly

concealed by a loose and stylish overcoat, called at Great
St. Petej*'s Street, he found tbe master of No. 16 putting
the finishing touches to a characteristically loose and care-

less toilet.

The two young men sallied forth into the brigliily

starlit March night, lighting their cigars as they went, and
conje3turing what Miss Henderson might be like. At
least ]\lr. Oaks was, Mr. Blake being constitutionally in-

different on the subject.

"What's the odds?" said Yal ; "let her be as pretty

as Venus, or as ugly as a blooming Hottentot, it makes
no diiference to you or I, does it

"Perhaps not to you, you dry old Diogenes," said

Tom ;
" but to me it's of the utmost consequence, as I

mean to marry her, should sbe turn out to be hand-
some."

Mr. Blake stared, for Mr. Oaks had delivered himself

of this speech with profoundest gravity ; but as they were
at the lawyer's door, there was no time for friendly re-

monstrance on such precipitate rashness. Val rang, and
was shown by the young lady who answered the bell, and
did general housework for Mrs. Darcy, into the parlor.

Mr. and Mrs. Darcy were there, and so was the new heir-

ess, to whom they were presented in form. She still wore
her black silk dress, and lay back in a cushioned «)cker,

looking at the bright coal-fire, and talking very little. It

was very easy to look at her ; had she been a W\ statue,

draped in black, it could scarcely have been easier ; and
the two gentlemen took a mental photograph of her, for

Miss Blair's benefit and their own, before they had been
two minutes in the room.

' 'We were on our way to Miss Blair's tea-pplaisb," Mr.
J>lake exp lained, " and dropped in. You're not coming,

1 suppose V
No, a note-apology had been sent. They were not

going. Mrs. Darcy was saying thia wtiQU the yQun^ k4|
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''I beff jou will not stay on my account," she Baid.

" I am ratner fatigued, and will retire. I shall be sorrj if

my arrival deprives you of any pleasure."

She had a most melodious voice, deep, but musical,

and her smile lit up her whole dark face Vv^ith a liiiniiious

brightness, most fascinating, but not easily dcscrib'^d.

'You know the magnetic power some of these dark faces

have, of kindhng into sudden light, and how bewitching
it is. Mr. Oaks seemed to find it so ; for she was gazing
with an entranced absorption that rendered him utterly

oblivious of all the rules of polite breeding.

Mr. and Mrs. Darcy hastened to disclaim the idea of

her presence depriving them of any pleasure whatever, as

peoi^le always do on these occasions, and repeated their

intention of not going. Messrs. Blake and Oaks accord-

ingly took their leave, and sallied forth again under tho

quiet stars for the residence of Miss Laura Blair.

The pretty drawing-room of Laura's home was briglit

with gaslight and flowers, and fine faces and charming
toilets, and red coats, for the officers were there when
they entered. What Mr. Blake had denominated a " tea-

splash " was a grand birth-day ball. Miss Laura was lust

twenty-one that night. She danced up to them as they
entered, looking wonderfully j^retty in rose-silk, and float-

ing white lace, white roses in her hair and looping up her

rich skirt. " So you have come at last !" was her cry, ad-

dressing Tom Oaks, and quite ignoring Mr. Blake—the

little hypocrite ! " Have you seen Miss Henderson
" Yes," said Yal, taking it upon himself to reply,

" and she's homely. Her nose turns up."

There was a cry of consternation from a group ».f

ladies, who came fluttering around them, Miss Jo, ta,H and
gaunt, and grand, in their midst.

Homely 1" shouted Mr. Oaks, glaring upon Yal.
*^ You lying villain, I'll knock you down if you repeat

Buch a slander. She is beautiful as an angel I the loveliest

girl I ever looked upon."
Everybody stared, and there was a giggle and a

flutter among the pretty ones at this refreshingly fran^^

confesdoo,
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" Konseiise !" said Yal You can't deny, Oaks, but

her nose turns up !"

" I don't care whether \\ turns up or down !" jelled

Mr. Oaks, or wliether she's got any nose at all ! I know
it's perfect, and her eyes are like the stars of heaven,

and her complexion the loveliest olive I ever looked

at
!"

"Olive!" said Mr. Blake. "Til Uke my oath it's

yellow, and she's as skinny as our Jo tliere.'^

" I'm obliged to you, Mr. Blake, for the compliment,

I'm sure !" exclaimed Miss Jo, flashing fire at tliG speaker;

"and I think you might have a little more poliieness than

running down the poor young lady, if her nose does turn

up. Sure, she is not to blame, poor creature I she is

ugly!"
" But, I tell you, ma'am," roared Mr. Oaks, growing

scarlet in the face, "she is not ugly! She's beaiUiful I

She's divine ! She's an angel !—that's what slie is!''

"Well," said Mr. Blake, resignedly, " if she's an angel,

all I've got to say is, that angels ain't much to my taste.

She is not half as pretty as yourself, Laura ; and now I

want you to dance with me, after that."

Miss Blair, Avitli a radiant face, put her pretty white
hand on Yal's coat-sleeve, and marched him off. A quad-

rille was just forming, and they took their places.

"So she's really not handsome, Yal? WUat is she

like?"
" Oh, she's tall and thin, and straight as a poplar, and

she has big, flashing black eyes, and tar-black hair,

l>i'aided round her head, and a haggard sort of look that

1 don't admire I dare say. Lady Ma( both looked some-
tiling like her; but she is not the least I'ke poor Nathalio

Marsh."
"Ah! poor Nathalie ! dear Nathalie 1" Laura sighed.

"It seems like yesterday since that night hu^t May, at

.leannetto McGregor's, when she was the belle and the

heiress of Redmon, we all thought, aiid Captain Caven-
dish caire for the first tim.e, i roniomber, too, Miss Hose
arrived that night, and \vo asking Charley—poor

Oharlej^I-^^vfU^^t ,^he loatevl l'kv>, Md uow to think q|
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all the changes :hat have taken place I I declare, it seems
heartless of us to be dancing and enjoying ourselves here,

after all

^' So it is," said Yal, " and we are a heartless lot, I

expect ; but, meantime, the quadrille is commencing, and
as you have not taken the vail yet, Miss Blair, suppose
you make me a bow, and let us have a whacJt at it with
the rest 1"

CHAPTER XXin.

THE HEIRESS OF BEDMON ENTEB8 SOCIETY.

PKETTY room—Brussels carpet on the floor,

marble-topped table strewn with gayly-bound
•books and photograph-albums, chairs and sofas

cushioned in green billiard-cloth, hangings of

lace and damjiskon the windows, a tall Psyche
jnirror, a dressing-table, strewn with ivory-backed brushes,

perfume bottles, kid gloves, and cambric handkerchiefs

;

and marble mantel, adorned with delicate vases tilled with

tiowers. You might have thought it a lady's boudoir but
for the pictures on the papered walls—pictures of ballet-

dancers and racehorses, with one or two Indian scenes of

pig sticking, tiger and jackal hunts, and massacres of

Bepoys, and the pistols and riding-whips over the mantel,

and the gentleman standing at the window, looking oDt.

lie wore a captain's uniform, and nothing could have set

off his line figure so well ; and this lady-like apartment
was his, Jiud told folios about the man's tastes and char-

ac^ter. lie stood looking out on the lamp-lit etreet, with
people passing carelessly up and down, not looking at them,
but tliiuking deeply—thinking how the best-h.'d plans of

his life had been defeated by that invincible Fate, which
was the only deity he believed in, and laying fresh plans,

$0 skillfully to be carried out as to baiiie grim Madaj^
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Fate herself. lie was going to a party to-niglit— a party

given by Mrs. Darcy, to introduce the new heiress of Red-
men to Speckportian society.

Captain Greorge Percy Cavendish, standing at the

window, looking abstractedly out at the starlit and gaslit

street, was thinking. No one had wished more to see the

heiress than he. She v/as the fashion, the sensation, the
notoriety of the day. What eclat for him, not to speak
of the solid advantages in the way of dollars and cents,

to carry off this heiress, in fair and open combat, from all

competitors. Tom Oaks, the most insensible of mankind,
had seen her but once, and had gone raving about her

ever since. Then, she was the heiress of Redmon, and
Captain Cavendish had vowed a vow long ago, that Red-
mon and its thousands should be his, in spite of the very

old Diable himself. Did he think remorsefully of that

other heiress who had staked all for him, and lost the

game ? I doubt it.

A little toy of a clock on a Grecian bracket struck ten.

There had been a noisy mess-dinner to detain him, and he
was late ; but he did not mind that. Mr. Johnson, his

man, appeared, to assist him on with his greatcoat, and
Captain Cavendish started to behold his fate

!

The drawing-room of the lawyer's house was filled

when he entered—he being himself the latest arrival. He
stood near the door for some time, watching the figures

passing and re-passing, gliding in and out of the dance

—

for they were dancing—glancing from ono to the otlier of

those pretty mantraps, baited in rainbow-siik, jewelry, and
artificial flowers, for the capture of such as he. He was
looking for the heiress, but all of those faces were familiar,

and almost all deigned him their sweetest smiles in passing

—for was there another marriageable man in all Speckport
as handsome as he'^ While he waited. Lieutenant the

Honorable L. H. Blank, in a brilliant scarlet uniform, ap-

proached with a lady on his arm, and Captain Cavendish
knew that he was face to face with the heiress of Redmon

!

She had been dancing, and the lieutenant led her to a

Beat, and left her to fulfill some request of hers. Captain

(jave;a4ish looked hers witU '^^ electric thrill flashing
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throngli every nerve. Tom Oaks was right when he had
called this woman g various. It was the only word that

seemed to fit her, with her dark Assyrian beauty, her flam-

ing black eye, and superb wealth of dead-black hair. Yes,

slie was glorious, this black-eyed divinity, who was dressed

like the heroine of a novel, in spotless white, floating like

•I pale cloud of mist all about her, and emblematic of vir-

gin innocence, perhaps
;

only this dark daughter of the

'jjirth would hardly do to sit to an artist ior an ideal

Innocence.

She was dressed with wonderful simplicity, with a

coronal of vivid scarlet berries and dark-green leaves in

the shining braids of her black hair, and a little diamond
star, shining and scintiUating on her breast. Her nose

might turn up, her forehead miglit be too broad and high,

her face too long and thin for classic beauty, but with all

that she was magnificent. There was a streaming light

in her great black eyes, a crimson glow on her thin cheeks,

and a sort of subtle brilliant electricity about her, not to

be described, and not to be resisted. This flashing-eyed

girl was one of those women for whom worlds have been
lost—dark enchantresses not to be resisted by mortal man.

While Captain Cavendish stood there, magnetized and
fascinated, a ringing laugh at his elbow made him look

round. It was Miss Laura Blair, of course ; no one ever

laughed like that, but herself.

" Love at first sight, is it ?" she asked, with a wicked
Jook ;

" come along, and I'll introduce you."

A moment after he was bowing to the dark divinity,

and asking her to dance. Miss Henderson assented, with
a bewitching smile, and turned that dark entrancing face

of hers to Laura.
" Do you know I wanted you, and have sent my late

partner off in seai'ch of you. I suppose the poor fellow is

scouring the house in vain. They are going to take me
to Redmon and aroinid the town to-morrow, it seems, and
I waijt to know if you will come?"

Come! Laura's sparkling face answered before !iei

words. The enchantress !iad fascinated her as well as the

rest
;
and, in a superb and gracious sort of way, she seemed
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to have taken a fancy in turn to tlie laughter-loving Blae>

nose damsel.

While Laura was speaking, Lieutenant Blank came up,

looking dazed and helpless after his search ; and directl^y

after him, Mr. Tom Oaks, Avho had heen liovering around
Miss HerJerson all tlie evening, like a moth round a

candle. Mr. Oaks wanted her to dance, and glared vindic-

tively upon Captain Cavendish on hearing she was engaged
to that gentleman, v/lio led her olf with a calm air of

superiority, very galling to a jealous lover.

The dance turned out to be a waltz, and Miss Hender-
son waltzed as if she had indeed been the ballet-dancer

envious people said she was. She floated—it was not mo-
tion—and the young officer, who was an excellent waltzer

himself, tliought he never had such a partner before in

his life. Long after the rest had ceased, they floated round
and round, the cynosure of all eyes, and the handsomest
pair in the room. Tom Oaks, looking on, ground his

teeth, and could have s-^ wangled the handsome Englishman
without remorse.

A« he stood ther'"> glowering upon them, Mr. Daroj
came along and slipped him on the back.

" It's no use. Oaks. Yovl can't compete with Caven-
dish ! Handsome couple, are they not?"

Mr. Oaks ^>;round out something between his teeth, by
way of reply, that was very like an oath, and Mr. Darcy
went on his way, laughing. Standing there, scowHng
darkly, Mr. Oaks saw Captain Cavendish lead Miss Hen-
derson to the piano.

Miss Henderson was a most brilliant pianiste, and quite

dectrilied Speckport tl.at night. Her white hands swept
over the ivory keys, and a storm of music surged through
the room, and held them spell-bound.

Those who had stigmatized her as a ballet-dancer and
a dress-maker were staggered. Ballet-dancers and dress-

makers^ poor things ! don't often play the piano like that,

or have Mendelssohn's and Beethoven's superbest compo-
sitions at their finger-ends. In short, Miss Henderson
bewitched SpeckpDrt that night, even as she had bewitched
poor Tom Oaks. Never had a debut on the great stage of
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life been so successful. Where the witchery lay, none
could tell ; she was not beautiful of feature or complexion,

yet half the people there thought her dazzlingly beautiful.

In short, Olive Henderson was not the sort of woman
fire-side fairies and household angels and perfect wiv<?s are

made of, but the kind men go mad for, and rarely marry.

She was so brightly beautiful that she defied criticisni

;

and she moved in their midst a young empress, crowned
with the scarlet coronal and jetty braids, her diamond star

scintillating rays of rainbow fire, and that smihiig face of

hers alluring all. Even that slow Val Blake felt tlie spell

of the sorceress, recanted his former heresy, and protected

he was as near being in love with her as he had ever ueen

with any one in his life.

The confession was made to Laura Blair, of all people

in the world ; but the glamour was over her eyes, too, and
she heard it without surprise, almost without jealousy.

" Oh, she's splendid, Yal," the young lady enthusias-

tically cried. " I never loved any one so much in my life

as I do her ! How could you say she was ugly
" Upon my word, I don't know," responded Mr. Blake

helplessly ; "1 thought she was at the time, but she don't

seem like the same person. How that Cavendish does

stick to her, to be sure."

The cold pale dawn of the April day was lifting *
leaden eye over the bay and the distant hill-top, wlien the

assembly broke up. It was four o'clock of a cold and
winter morning before the lights were fled, the garlands

dead, and the banquet-halls deserted. Speckport was very
quiet as the tired pleasure-seekers went wearily home, \ho
chill sweeping wind penetrating to che bone.

Leaning against a lamp-post, opposite Mr. Darcy'i
house, and gazing with ludicrous earnestness at one parti-

cular window of that mansion, was a gentleman, whom the

cold and uncomfortable dawn appeared to affect but very
little. The gentleman was Mr. Tom Oaks, his face flushed,

his hair tumbled, and his shirt-bosom in a limp and wine-
splashed state, and the window was that of Miss Hender-
son's room. Heaven only knows how these mad lovers

iuid out things; perhaps the passion gives them souu)
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mystenous indication ; but he knew the window of be?

room, and stood there watching her morning-lamp burn,
witli an absorption that rendered him nnconsci jns of cold

and sleet and fatigue. While he was gazing at the light,

witli his foolish heart in his eyes, a hand was laid on his

shonlder, and a familiar voice sounded in his ear:
*^ J say, Oaks, old fellow ! What are you doing here ?

You'll be laid up with rheumatic fever, if you stand in

this blast much longer."

Tom turned round, and saw Captain Cavendish's laugh-

ing face. The young officer was buttoned up to the chin,

and was smoking a cigar.

" It's no affair of yours, sir,' ' cried Mr. Oaks, rather

more fiercely than the occasion seemed to warrant. " The
street's free, I suppose !"

" Oh, certainly," said the captain, turning carelessly

away ;
" only Miss Henderson might consider it rather im-

pertinent if she knew her window was watched, and there

18 a policeman coming this way who may possibly take you
up on suspicion of burglary."

It is not improbable, if Captain Cavendish had not
already been some paces olf, Tom's list would have been
in his face, and his manly length measured on the pave-

ment. Tom never knew afterward what it was kept him
from knocking the Englishman down, whom he already

hated with the cordial and savage hatred of a true lover.

But the captain was not knocked down, and walked home
to his elegant rooms, a contemptuous smile on his lips, but
an annoyed feeling within. He was so confoundedly
good-looking, he thought, this big, blustering, noisy Tom
Oaks, and so immensely rich, and women had such re
ii^arkably bad taste sometimes that

—

" Oh, pshaw!" he impatiently cried to himself, "what
ajn I thinking of to fear a rival in Tom Oaks—that over-

grown, blundering idiot. What a glorious creature she is I

By Jove ! If she were a beggar, those eyes of hers might
make hei fortune !"

Early m the afternoon of the next day, the plain dark

carryall of the lawyer, containing himself and Miss Heu-
deison, drove up to Mr. 31aii''s fer Laura.
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Laura did not keep lliem long waiting; she ran down
the steps, her pretty face all smiles, and ^A>as helpea a\ and

driven off. Miss Henderson lay hack like a princess among
the cushions, a black velvet mantle folded around her, and

looked languidly at the beauties of Speckport as Laura

pointed them out. Queen Street stared with all its eyes

after the heiress, and the young ladies envied Miss Blair

lier position, the cynosnre of all. The windows of Golden
Row were luminous with eyes. If the heiress of Redmon
had been the pig-faced lady, she could hardly have attract-

ed more attention. But she might have been a dnchess,

instead of an ex-seamstress, she was so unaffectedly and
radically indifferent ; she looked at banks, and custom-

houses, and churches, and squares, and men, and women,
with listless eyes, but never once kindled into interest.

Yes, once they did. It was when they reached the lower
part of the town. Cottage Street, in fact, and the bay, all

alive with boats, and schooners, and steamers, and ships,

came in sight, its saline breath sweeping up in their faces,

and its deep, solemn, ceaseless roar sounding in their ears.

The heiress sat erect, and a vivid light kindled in her

wonderful eyes.
" Oh, the sea !" she cried ;

" the great, grand, beautiful

sea ! Oh, Laura ! I should like to live where its voice

would sound always, night and day, in my ears !"

She had grown so accustomed to hear every t ne the
night before call Miss BLsir Laura, that the name came
involuntarily, and Laura liked it best.

"It is down here Nathalie Marsh used to live," Laura
said ; there is the house. Poor Nathalie !"

"Mrs. Darcy w^as telling me of her. She was very
pretty, was she not ?"

" She was beautiful ! Not like you," said Laura, pay-
i^sg a compliment with the utmost simplicity ;

" but fair,

with dark blue eyes, and long golden curls, and the love-

liest singer you ever heard. Every ore loved her. Poor
Natty !"

Tears came into Laura's eyes as she spoke of the friend
she had loved, and through their mist she did not see how
Olive Henderson's face was darkening.
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" 1 hqvqt received such a shock as when I hoard she

was missing. I had been with her a little before, and she

had been talking so strangely and wildly, asking me if I

thought drowning was an easy death. It frightened me
;

but I never thought she would do so dreadful a deed."
" There can be no doubt, I suppose, but that it wa«> Biii-

cide?"
^' Oh no ! but she was delirious ; she was not herself

—

my poor, poor Natty ! They talk of broken hearts—if

ever any one's heart broke, it was hers 1"

The strange, dark gloom falling like a pall on the face

of the heiress, darkened, but Laura did not notice.
" Was it," she hesitated, and averted her face ;

" was
it the loss of this fortune?"

" That, among other things ; but I think she felt most
of all about poor Charley. Ah ! what a handsome fellow

he was, and so fond of fun and frolic—every one loved

Charley ! I suppose Mrs. Darcy told you all the story ?"

" Yes. You are quite sure it wasn't he, after all, who
committed the murder?"

" Sure !" Laura cried, indignantly. " I am certain ! If -

everybody hadn't been a pack of geese, they would never

have suspected Charley Marsh, who wouldn't hurt a fly!

ISTo, it was some one else, and Val—I mean Mr. Blake

—

says if ever Cherrie Nettleby is found, it will be sure to

come out !"

" And Mr. Blake supports Mrs. Marsh, Mrs. Darcy says.

That is very good of him."

Ijaura's eyes sparkled.
" Good ! Val Blake's the best, the kindest-hearted, and

most generous fellov7 that ever lived. He lias that off-

liand, unpolished way, you know ; but at heart, he is as

good, and kind, and tender as a woman !"

She spoke with an eagerness—this impulsive Laura

—

that told her secret plainly enough ; but tlie heiress was
thinking of other things.

" She was engaged to Captain Cavendish— this Miss
Marsh—was she not ?" she asked.

" Yes, I believe so ; but it never was so publicly given

out. He was her sliadow ; and every one said it would b«
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t match after Mrs. Leroy's death, for she detested

him."
" How did he act after she lost her fortune

"Well, the time was so shoi't between that and her

dreadful death, that he had very little opportunity of do-

iDg anything; but the general opinion was, tlie engage-

ment would bo broken olf. In fact, he told Val himself

that she broke otf, immediately after —for Natty was proud.

He went to the house every day, I know, until—Oh I

quand on 'parle de diable— there ho is himself!"

Laura did not mean by this abrupt change that his Sa-

tanic Majesty was coming, though it sounded like it. It

was only one of liiseartlily emissaries—Captain Cavendish,

on horseback. Cai)tain Cavendisli looked handsomer on
horseback than anywhere else, a fact of which he was fully

convinced, and he rode up and lifted his hat to the ladies

with gallant grace.
" Good day to you, mcsdemoiselles ! I called at your

house, Mr. Darcy, but found Miss Henderson out! I trust

I iind you well, ladies, after last night's fatigue V
He addressed both, but he spoke only to one. That

one. lifted her dark eyes and bowed distantly, almost coldly,

and it was LauiM who answered.
" Seven or eight liours' incessant dancing have no

effect on such constitutions as ours. Captain Cavendish !

We have been showing Miss Henderson the lions of Speck-
port !"

" And what does Miss Henderson think of those ani-

mals
" I like Spcckport," she said, scarcely taking tlie trouble

to lift her pi-oud eyes; "this part of it particularly."

She was in no mood for conversation, and took little

pains to conceal it. " Not at home to suitors," was print-

ed plainly on those contracted black brows, and in the

somber depths of those gloomy eyes. Captain Cavendish
Hfted his hat and rode on, and the distrait beauty just

deigned a formal bend of her regal head, and no more.
Laura smiled a little maliciously to herself, not at all

sorry to see the irresistible Captain Cavendish rather

wmbbed than otherwise. There was no\vhere to go now
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but to Kedmon, and they drove alon^ the quiet road^ in

the gathering twilight of the short March afternoon. Aa and eerie twilight, too, the low flat sky, of uniforna

Dn tint, hanging dark over the black fields and moan
ing sea. The trees, all along tlie road, stretched out gaunt^

bare arms, and the cries of the whirling sea-gulls came uf
in the cold evening blasts. They had fallen into silence,

involuntarily—the gloom of the hour and tlie dreary

scene weighing down the spirits of all. Something of the

gloominess of the flat dull landscape lay shadowed on the

face of the heiress, as she shivered behind her wraps in

the raw sea-gusts.

Ann ISTettleby stood at her own door as the party drove
by. The cottage looked forlorn and stripped, too, with
only bare poles whei-e the scarlet-runners used to climb,

and a dismal entanglement of broom stalks, where the roses

and sweetbrier u^ed to flourish. Mr. Darcy drew rein for

a moment to nod to the girl.

" How d'ye do, Ann ! Any news from that runaway
Cherrie yet

" No, sir," said Ann, her eyes fixed curiously on the

heiress.

" Is this Redmon ?" asked Miss Henderson, looking

over the cottage at the red brick house. " What a dismal

place!"

Dismal, surely, if house ever was ! All the shutters

were closed, all the doors fastened, no smoke ascending

from the broken chimneys, no sound of life within or

without ; not even a dog, to humanize the ghostly solitude

of the place. Black, and grim, and ghostly, it reared its

gloomy front to the gloomy sky ; the stripped and skele-

ton trees moaning weirdly about it, an air of decay and
desolation over all. Forlorn and deserted, it looked like a

haunted house, and such Speckport believed it to be.

The two young ladies leaning on Mr. Darcy's arms as they

walked up the bleak, bare avenue, between the leafless

trees, drew closer to his side, in voiceless awe. The rat-

tling branches seemed to catch at the heiress as she passed

them, to catch savagely at this new raistress, out of whoM
faee every trace of color had slowly died away.
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"It's a dismal old barrack," Mr. Darcy said, trying to

iaugh; "but you two girls needn't look like gliosLfc about

it. If the sun was shining now, I dare say you wo aid be

laughing at its grinmess, both of you."
" I don't know," said the heiress, " I cannot conceive

this place anything but ghostly and gloomy. I should be

afraid of that murdered woman or that drowned giil

coming out from uuder those black trees in the dead of

night. I shall never like Redmon."
" Oh, pooh!" said Mr. Darcy, "yes, you will. When

the sun is shining and the grass is green, and the birds

singing in these old trees, you'll sing a different tune, Miss
Olive. We'll have a villa here, and this old rookery out

of the way, and fine doings up here, and, after a while, a

wedding, witli Laura here, for bridesmaid, and myself to

give you away. Won't we, Laura ?"

"I'm sure I don't know, sir. Who do you want to

give her away to ?"

"Well, I'm not certain. There's Tom Oaks looney

about her ; and there's that good-looking Englishman, all

you girls are dying for. You like soldiers, don't yo<i,

Miss Olive ?"

"Not particularly. Especially soldiers who never
smell powder except on parade-day, and whose only bat-

tles are sham ones. I like those poor fellows avIio are

fighting and dying down South, but carpet-knights I

don't greatly affect.

" That's a rap over the head, Mr. Darcy," cried Laura^
with sparkling eyes. " I wish he heard you. Miss Hen-
derson."

" He might if he hked," said the heiress, scornfully.
" Well," said the lawyer, taking the " rap " good-

humoredly, "he can make whom he marries, 'my lady/"

some day. Is not that an inducement, my dear T'

Is he of the nobility, then T' asked Olive Ilondersori.

indifferently, and not replying to the question.
" He is next heir to a baronetcy. Lady Olive OavLJij

dish does not sound badly, does it?"
^* Tie used to come here often enough in the old days,''
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I<aura said, Icoldrig at the gloomy old mansion ; "he WM
all devotion to poor Nathalie."

Miss Henderson's beautiful short upper-lip curled.

"He seems to have got wonderfully well over it in so

brief a time, for a love so devoted."
" It is man's nature, my dear," said Mr. Darcy ; "here'^g

the house, will you go through ?"

Laura absolutely screamed at the idea.
" Grood gracious, Mr. Darcy ! I would not go in for al.

the world. Don't go, Olive—I mean Miss Henderson."
" Oh, call me Olive ! 1 hate Miss Henderson. No, 1

don't care for going in—-the place has given me the hor-

rors already."

As they walked back to the carriage, Laura asked her
what she thought of Mr. Darcy's plan of the villa.

" 1 shall think about it," was the reply. " Meantime,
Mr. Darcy, I wish you would look out for a nice house
for me, one with a garden attached, and a stable, and in

some nice street, with a view of the water."
" But, dear me !" said Laura, " I should think it would

be ever so nmch nicer and handier to board. It will be
such a bother, housekeeping and looking after servants,

and all that kind of thing. If I were you I would board."

She turned upon Laura Blair, her eyes, her face, her
voice, so passionate, that that young lady quite recoiled.

" Laura !" she cried out, in that passionate voice, " 1

must have a home. A home, do you hear, not a boarding-

house. Lleaven knows I have had enough of them to

kst me my life, and the sound of the word is hateful to

me. I must have a home where I will be the mistress,

free to do as I please, to come and go as I like, to receive

my friends and go to them as it suits me, unasked and un-

questioned. I must have a home of my own, or I shall

die."

Mr. Darcy looked out a house for the heiress ; and
after a fortnight's search, found one to suit. It belonged
to a certiin major, who was going witli his bride, a fair

Speckportian, home to old England, on a prolonged leave

01 absence. It was to be let, all ready furnished ; it was
situated around the corner from Golden liow, commanding
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a fine view of tlie harbor, and with two most essential

requisites, a garden and a stable. It was a pretty little

cottage hoaso, with a tiny drawing-room opening into a

library, and a parlor opening into a dining-room. There
was a wide liall between, with a delightful glass porch in

front, a garden fronting the street, and the door at the

other end of the liall opening into a grass-grown back-

yard. Altogether it was a pleasant little house, and Miss
Henderson took it at once, as it stood, on the major's own
terms, and made arrangements for removing there at once.

" I must have a horse, Laura, you know," she said to

Miss Blair, as they inspected the cottage together, for the

two girls had grown more and more intimate, with every

passing day. " I must have a horse, and a man to take

care of him ; and besides, I shall feel safer with a man in

the house. Then I must have a housekeeper, some nice

motherly old lady, who will take all that trouble off my
hands ; and a cliambermaid, who must be pretty, for one
likes to have pretty things about one ; and I shall get new
curtains and pictures, and send to Boston for a piano and
lots of music, and oh, Laura I I shall be just as happy as

a queen here all day long."

She waltzed round the room where they were alone,

in her new glee, for she was as fitful of temper as an
April day—all things by turns, and nothing long. Laura,

who was lolling back in a stuffed rocker, looked at her

lazily, ''A housekeeper. Oily! There's Mrs. Hill, that

widow vou told me once you thought had such a pleasant

face. She is tlie widow of a pilot, and has no children.

She lives witl\ her brother-in-law, Mr. Clowrie, and would
be glad of the )lace."

Miss Henderson gave a last whirl and wheeled breezily

down upon a lounge.
" Would she 'i But perhaps she wouldn't suit. I want

Bome one that can get up dinners, and oversee everything
when I liave a party. 1 must have a cook, too—I forgot;

that."

Laura laughed.
" If you went dinnerless one day, you would be apt to^

reiucuiber it aiterward, Mrs. Hill is quite compet^ilt to
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a dinner, or anj other emergency, for the was housekeeper
in Bome very respectahle English family, before she mar-
ried that pilot. X am sure she would suit, and I know she

would like to come.^'

And 1 know I would like to have hei. I'll go down
to Mr. Clowrie's to-morrow, and make her hunt me up a

cook and housemaid, and stableman. I shall want a gar
dener, too—that's another tlung I forgot."

" Old Nettleby will do that. I say, Oily, you ought
to give us a house-warming."

" I mean to ; but they never can dance in these little

rooms. Oh, how nice it is to have a house of one's own!"
Laura wondered at the morbid earnestness of Miss

Henderson on this subject. She knew very little of the

prior history of the heiress, beyond that from great

wealth she had fallen to great poverty, and had had un-

pleasant experience in l!^ew York boarding-houses ; the

probable origin of this desperate heart-sick longing for a

house of her own—a home where she would be the mis-

tress, the sovereign queen.

Mrs. Hill, the pilot's widow, was very glad of Miss
Henderson's offer, and gratefully closed with it at once.

Perhaps the bread of de]3endence, never very sweet, was
unusually bitter, when sliced by the fair hand of Miss
Catty. She was a tall, portly old lady, with a fair, pleas-

ing, unwrinkled face, and kindly blue eyes, that had a

motherly tenderness in them for the rich young orphan
girl.

" And I want you to find me a cook, and a groom, and
a housemaid, Mrs. Hill," Olive said ;

" and the girl must
be pretty. I mean to have nothing but pretty things

about me. I am going to the cottage on Monday, and yon
must have them all before then."

Mrs. Hill was a treasure of a housekeeper. Before
Saturday night she had engaged a competent cook, whose
husband knew all about horses, and took the place oi

groom and coachman. She got, too, a chambermaid,
with a charmingly pretty face and form ; and the new
window-draperies of snowy lace and pujple satin were
f^toQued from their gilded cornices; ana the new iiiy-
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Bitnre was arranged; and the new pictures, lonely little

landscape-scenes, liung around tlie walls. It was a per-

fect little bijou of a cottage, and tlie heiress danced from
room to room on Monday morning with the glee of %

happy child delighted with its new toy, and hugged
Laura at least a dozen times over.

" Oh, Laura, Laura, how happy I am ! and how happy
I am going to be here ! I feel as if this great big world

were all sunshine and beauty, and I were the happiest

mortal in it
!"

" Yes, dear," said Laura, " but don't strangle me, if

you can help it. Tlie rooms are beautiful, and your deai

five hundred are dying to behold them. When does

that house-warming come off?"

Miss Henderson was whirling round and round like a

crazy teetotum, and now stopped before Miss Blair with
a sweeping courtesy that ballooned her dress all out around
her.

" On Thursday night, mademoiselle. Miss Henderson
is * At Home'. The cards will be issued to day. Come
and practice ' Come Where my Love Lies Dreaming.'
Captain Cavendish takes the tenor, and Lieutenant Blank
the bass. We must charm our friends with it th^t

night.

"

Miss Henderson did not invite all her dear five hun-
dred friends that Thursday night—the cotta,ge-room9

would not have held them. As it was, the pretty dining-

room and parlor were well filled, and the heiress stood re-

ceiving her guests with the air of a royal princess holdii'g

a drawing-room. She looked brilliantly beautiful, in her
dress of rich mauve silk sweeping the carpet with its

trailing folds, its flounces of filmy black lace, a circlet of

red gold in her dead black hair, twisted in broad shining

plaits around her graceful head, a diamond necklace and
cross blazing like a rivw of light around her swaniik^
throat, and a diamond bracelet flashing on one rounded arni

Speckport, ah I ever-envious Speckport, said these wer^
but Australian brilliants, and that the whole set had not
cost three hundred dollars in New York ; but Speckport
lud nothing like them, and Speckport never look^
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anything so beautiful as Olive Henderson that night
She was no longer wan and haggard ; her dark cheeks

had a scarlet sulfusion under the brown skin, and tlio

majestic eye a radiance that seemed more and more
glorious every time you saw her.

1^0 one could complain that night of caprice or co-

?u(^try, or partiality ; all were treated alike; Tom Oaks,
jeuteiiant Blank, Mr. Yal Blake, and Captain Caven-

dish ; she had enchanting smiles, and genial hostess -like

couj'tesies for all, love for none. Whatever beat in the

licart tlu'obbing against the amber silk, the lace and the

diamonds of her bodice, she only knew—the beautiful

dark face was a mask you could not read.

Miss Henderson's reception was a grand success ; Mrs.
Hill's supper something that immortalized her forever

after in Speckport. The guests went home in the gray
morning light with a dazed feeling that they had been
under a spell all night, and were awakening uncom-
fortably from it now. They were under the spell of

those magical smiles, of that entrancing face and voice

—

a spell they were powerless to withstand, which fasci

nated all against their better judgment, which made poor
Tom Oaks wander up and down in the cold, before the

cottage, until sunrise, to the imminent risk of catching

his death ; which made half a score of his young towns-

men lose their sleep and their appetite, and which made
Captain George Percy Cavendish pace up and down his

room in a sort of fever for two mortal hours, thrilling

with the remembrance of the flashing light in those black

eyes, in the bewildering touch of those hands. For you
eec, Captain Cavendisn, having set a net to entrap an
heiress, was getting hopelessly entangled in its meshes
himself, and was drunk with the draught he would have
held to her lips.

And so the reeling world went round, and she who
wove the spell, who turned the heads, and dazed the hot

l»rains of these young men, lay tossing on a sleepless

pillow, sleepless with the excitement of the dead houra,

sleepless with Bometliing far worse ihm excitem^wt-r
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CHAPTEE XXIV.

THE SPELL OF THE ENCHANTRESS.

HE changes which Mr. Darcy had prophesied

w^ere going on at Redmon. Before the midd]©
of May, the transformation had begnn. The
weird old red-hrick honse, liaunted by so many
dismal associations, lay on the ground a great

heap of broken bricks and mortar, and the villa was going
up with a rapidity only surpassed by Aladdin's palace.

Miss Henderson had drawn out the plans herself, and
superintended the w^orks, with a clear head and a bright

eye for all shortcomings and deficiencies. She rode over

every day from the cottage, mounted on her black steed

Lightning, her black-velvet cap with its long scarlet-

tipped plume flashing in among the workmen, as, with
gatiiei-ed-up skirt, she inspected the progress of the*

building.

She entered with a true womanly interest into the erec-

tion and beautifying of this new homo, and had quite

got over her superstitious awe of the place. Perhaps
this was owing^to an artfully-laid plan of that scheming
lawyer, Mr. X)arcy, who, being absurdly fond of the

dark-eyed heiress, and fearful of her depriving Speck-
port of the light of her beautiful countenance, by flying

off somewhere, resolved she should like Redmon, and re-

side there. Accordingly, about a week after Miss lien-

derson had gone to the cottage, he had gotten-np a pic-

nic to Eedtnon—a select picnic, with the military band
and a platform for dancing.

The picnic day had dawned in cloud .ess splendor.

Coquettish April, flnding she must yield in spite of all

her tears and smiles to her fairer sister. May, seemed
resolved to put up with the inevitable with a good grace

;

and the day was more like sunny June than early spring.

Before ten in the morning the party were on th«

l^ounds, awin^g among tne trees, dancing on tht
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shaded platform, wandering among the grand old woods,
or fishing in the clear streams running through them.

The string band, perched up in a gallery, played away
merrily ; and what with sunshine and music, and gay
laughter and bright faces, Redmon was .a very different-

looking place from tlie E-edmon of a few weeks before.

Miss Henderson had driven Laura Blair up in a little

pony-carriage she liad purchased, and owned that Ked-
mon was not so lifeless after all. But she did not enter

into the spirit of the thing with any great zest. Laura
whispered it was one of her "dark days" to those who no-

ticed the silent, abstracted, almost gloomy manner of the

heiress. She danced very little, and had walked moodily
through the quadrille, chafing at its length, and then had
broken from her partner, and gone wandering off among
the trees. Laura Blair made up in herself for all that

was wanting in her friend. She was everywhere at once

;

now flying through a crazy cotillon ; now on the swings,

flashing in and out among the trees ; now superintending

the unpacking, and assisting Mrs. Hill and Catty Clowrie
to set the table. The cloth was laid on the grass ; the

cold hams and fowls ; the hot tea and coffee ; the pies,

and cakes, and sandwiches ; the hungry picnickers called,

and great and mighty was the eating thereof.

After dinner, the house was to be explored, the sight

of ghosts, Mr. Darcy considei-ed, being unfavorable to di-

gestion. Some weak-minded persons declined with a

shiver
;
they had no desire for cold horrors then, or the

nightmare when they went to bed ; and among the num-
ber was Captain Cavendish. lie had no fancy for explor- (

ing ratty old buildings, he said ; he would lie on the grass,

and smoke his cigar while they were doing the house.

Did any thought of unfortunate Nathalie Marsh obtrude
itself upon the selfish Sybarite as he lay there, smoking
his cigar, on the fresh spring grass, and looking up through
the leafy arcades at the serene April sky? Did any
thought of the old days, and she who had loved him so

true and so well, darken for one moment that hard, hand-

some mask—his face ? Did any more terrible recollection

ai a ^hoetly midniglit scene tkut old house had wltnoso^



30me back, terribly menacing ? Who can tell ? The past

16 haunted for the whole of us ; but we banish the specter

as speedily as possible, and no doubt Captain Cavendish
did the same.

Miss Henderson, :)f course, was one of the party, lean-

iijg on Mr. Darcy's arm; but her face was very pale, and her
great eyes filled with a sort of nameless fear, as she crossed

its gloomy portal. Laura Blair clung tightly, with little

delightful shudders of apprehension, to the arm of Mr.
Yal Blake, who took it all unconcernedly, as usual, and
didn't put himself out any to reassure Miss Blair. The
house had a damp and earthy odor, as of the ^-ave ; and
their footsteps echoed with a dull, dismal sou3d, as foot-

steps always do in a deserted house. Dark, (fireary, and
forlorn, it looked, indeed, a haunted house, and every

voice was silent in awe ; the gayest laugh hushed ; the

most fearless feeling a cold chill creeping over him.

Rats ran across their path ; black beetles s^varmed every-

where; the walls were slimy, and fat bloated spiders

swung from vast cobwebs wherever they went. It was
all dismal, but in the chamber of the tragedy most dismal

of all. They hurried out of it almost before they had
entered it, and went into the next room, the room that

had been Nathalie's. In the darkness, something caught
Val Blake's eye in one corner. He picked it up. It was
" Paul and Virginia," bound in blue and gold ; and on
the title-page was written, in a man's hand :

^' To Nath
alie, from hers in life and death—G. P. C." The book
passed from hand to hand. 'No one spoke, but all knew
ihose initials, and all wondered what the heiress though I

of it. That young lady had not spoken one word since

they had entered the house, and her face was as white aa

the dress she wore. But they had seen enough now, and
they hurried out, lieartily thankful when the front door
boomed slowly behind them, and they were in the sun-

shine and fresh air onoe more. Every tongue was at once
unloosed, and ran v/ith a vengeance, as if to make up for

lost time. Captain Cavendish started froni' the grass,

flupg away his cigar, and approached.
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" Well, ladies—well, Miss Laura," he asked, ** liati

you seen the ^host V
"Yes," said Laura, gravely. "Here is a ghost we

found in ISTathalie's room. I presume you have the best

right to it I"

She handed him the book before them all, and e^crj
eye was turned upon liim as he glanced at the title page.

His face changed, in spite of all his self-control, turning
nearly as colorless as Miss Henderson's.

" I believe I did give Miss Marsh this once," he said,

trying to be at his ease. " I suppose you gave the rats a

rare fright ! There's the music. Miss McGregor, I be-

lieve I have this dance ?"

The band was playing the "Aline Polka," and no
mortal feet could resist that. All the girls were soon
whirling about like teetotums, and the elderly folks sat

down for a game of euchre on the grass. Olive Hender-
son, declining, coldly, a dozen eager aspirants for the

honor of her hand in the polka, strolled off unsociably

herself, as she had done before. They were too busy en-

joying themselves to notice her absence at first, and only

one followed her. That one was poor Tom Oaks ; and to

him, in ber absence, the sun was without light, the world
empty, since the universe held but her. She did notheai
him—she was leaning against a tree, looking out with
that darkly-brooding face of hers, over the spreading fields

and wood, sloping down to the sea, and all her own.
Looking out over that wide sea, with a dreary stare, that

told plainly all the wealth she had inherited, all the love
and admiration she had won, had not the power to make
her happy. Her white dress fluttered in the spring

breeze ; her shawl, of rich gold-colored crape, fell in loose,

graceful folds, like sunlight-drapery^ around her, held to-

gether with one little brown hand. Her head was bare,

and the shining profusion of thick black hair was twisted

in great serpent-like coils around her head. She looked
more snltana-like than ever, holding that mass of glowing
golden drapery around her, a woman to command a king-

dom, not to be wooed for a household-angel; but that poor
Tom Oaks was down on the grass a^ her feet, before she



kiiew ho was near imploring her to take pit )- tij'oti hinu

Heaven only knows what he said—Tom never did ; but

he wafi pouring out his whole heart in a vehement out-

burst of passionate pleading. The man had chosen ar

- 'unpropitious moment.
"Get up, Mr. Oaks," the cold sweet voice said;

* don't make such a scene ! Hush ! some one will hear

fou."
She might as well have told a rushing waterfall to hush.

Tom got up, pleading veliemently, passionately, wildly,

for what seemed to him—poor, foolish fellow!—more
than life.

"ITo, no, no!" she said, impatiently; "go away, Mr.
Oaks. It is of no use."

It seemed like the old parable of asking for bread and
receiving a stone. Tom Oaks turned away, but some-

thing in his despairing face touched her woman's heart.

She laid her hand lightly on his arm, and looked com-
passionately into his white face.

" I am sorry," she said, in a voice that faltered a little

,

" I am sorry ! I did not think you cared for me like

this, but I cannot help you I You must forget me, Mr.
Oaks !"

There was one other witness to tliis little love-passage

besides the birds, singing their songs, in the green

branches. Cai)tain Cavendish had seen Tom Oaks follov^?

Olive Henderson off the gromids, and knew, by the pre-

science of jealousy, as well what was going to happen, as

he did after the scene was over. He had followed the

oung man, and, in the tangled green heart of the w^ood,

ad heard every w^ord, and watched the white and amber
figure fiit out of sight. He leaned against a tree now, al-

most as pale as Tom Oaks had been. But if she should

refuse him, too ! It was the first time in his life he had
ever asked himself that question ; and he had made love,

and offered marriage even, to more than Winnifred Rose
and Nathalie Marsh. What if she should refuse him like

this? Pride, love, ambition, all were at stake with Cap-
tain Cavendish now, and what if he should lose her?
Ho set his breath and clenched hia hand at the thought.



" I will not lose her !" lie said to hime^lf .
" I will

not I I should go as mad as that idiot on the grass there

is, if I lost that glorious girl
!"

^
He might have gone after her, and proposed on the

spot, had he not possessed so fully that sixth sense, tact,

\ Like the ladj immortalized in the Irish poem of " Paddjr,

Would You Now," she must be taken when she was *'m
the humor," and that most decidedly was not to-day. So
he strolled back to the rest, and had the satisfaction of

seeing her waltzing with his superior officer, Major Mar-
wood, who was unmarried, and rich, and one of her most
obedient very humble servants.

The picnic was to wind up with what Mr. Blake called

a " danceable tea," at Mr. Darcy's, whither they all drove,

in the pleasant April twihght, and tbe handsome captain

enjoyed the privilege of sitting beside the heiress in the

pony carriage, to the great envy of every one else. They
drove very slowly, watching the moon rise in a long glory

of silvery radiance over the sleeping sea, while he told

her of Italian moon-rises, and Alpine sunsets, he had
gazed upon ; and she listened, lying back with half-vailed

eyes, and a longing sensation of pleasure in it all at her
heart. Was she in love with Captain Cavendish ? No;
but she liked him best of all her admirers ; and there

were few women wdio would not have listened with
pleased interest to those vivid \rord-pictures of far-off

lands, and looked with admiration at least, into that pale,

high-bred, classically handsome fac^.

Captain Cavendish retained his advantage all that even-

ing, and left competitors far behind. He sang duets with
Miss Henderson, danced with her, took her in to supper,

and folded the shawl around her when tiiey were going
home. She might be the veriest iceberg to-morrow, th«

liaughtiest and most imperious Cleopatra ; but she was

fentle, and graceful, and all feminine sweetness to-night,

lis hopes were high, his heart all in a glow of thrilling

ecstasy, as he went home, under the serejje ?»tars. The
cup of bliss was almost at his lips, and the many slips

were quite forgotten.

The afternoon following the picnic, Olive sat in hsst



eottage diawiiig-room entertaining some callere. The callerB

were Major Marwood, Lieuteaant Blank, and Captain Cav-

endish. Mrs. Darcy, who was spending the day with her,

sat at a window crotcheting, and playing propriety, with

Mrs. Hill and Mrs. Hill's niece, Miss Ciowrie. Somehow
this young lady was very fond of dropping in to see her

aunt, and staying for dinner, and often all night. The
heiress sat at the piano, playing some exquisite "song
without words," when a servant entered and ushered in

Miss Blair. The officers, who had been there some time,

took their departure, and Laura burst out into thanks-

giving.

"J^ow, thank goodness! they're gone. Run up and
get your hat. Oily, and (5ome down to see the boat come
m."

" I don't care about seeing the boat come in," said the

heiress, lazily, lying back in a fauteuil. " I feel comfort-

able where I am."
" But you must come, I tell you !" cried Laura, " there's

A lot of delegates coming from somewhere, about some-
iihing, and everybody will be there, and I want to see

l;hem."

Miss Henderson laughed at this lucid explanation.
" I shan't go," she said.

Miss Blair changed from the imperative mood to the

potential, exhorting, entreating..
" Now, Oily, don't be hateful, but go and put your

things on, like a darling. 1 am just dying to go, and I

can't go without you, so do come, there's a dear I"

" But don't you see I have company," laughed Olive

;

'I, can't be rude ; I can't leave them."
" Nonsense, Olive, my love," cut in Mrs. Darcy

;
"yoa

don't call Catty and 1 strangers, 1 hope. Go down to the
wharf ; the sea-breeze will sharpen your apjetite for

dir^nei
"

" A very romantic reason, certainly," said Olive, saun
tering out of the room, however. " You had better come
too. Miss Ciowrie."

This was said for politeness' sake, for the attorney's

daughter was no favorite with the heiress. Catty, ofiilj



too glad to bo seen in public with Miss Henderson, accept-

ed at once, and went up to dress.

" Is it true, Laura," asked Mrs. Darcy, " that Miss Hem
came back last night ?"

" Yes," said Laura, " she called this morning, and 1

was 80 glad to see her. She looks extremely well. Eng
land must have agreed with her."

" Where is she stopping ? I should like to see her."
" At House, with Mrs. and Major Wheatly. She

told me she would be at the boat this afternoon, when she

would see all the old faces, if Speckport had not changed
greatly in her absence."

" Tell lier to call and see me," said Mrs. Darcy ; 1

always liked Miss Hose. 1 think she has the sweetest face

I ever saw."

"Now, then, Laura," exclaimed Olive, appearing at

the door with Catty, " I am ready, and I hear the steamer

blowing."

The three young ladies walked down to the wharf,

which, as usual, was crowded. One of the first persons

they met was Yal Blake, watching the passengers, who
were beginning to come up the floats, running the gauntlet

of all eyes. He was telling them something about Tom
Oaks, who had started off up the country, when ho
stopped in the middle of what he was saying with a sort

of shout of astonishment, and stared at a gentleman com-
ing up the floats, with a valise in one hand, and an over-

coat across his arm.

Now, of all the people coming and going on the face

of the earth," cried out Mr. Blake, in his amazeraentj.

whatever has sent Paul Wyndham to Speckpoi-t f
The next instant he was off, flinging the crowd right

and left out of his way, and arresting the traveler with a

sledge-hammer tap on the shoulder. The girls laughingly

watched him, as he shook the stranger's hand as vigorous-

ly as if he meant to wrench it ofl', crying out in a voice

that everybody heard :
" Why, Wyndham, old fellow I

what the deuce drove you here V
Mr. Wyndham smiled quietly at his impetuous friend,

ftnd walked uway with him to a cab, which they both exk
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tered, and Olive Henderson, still laughing at Mr. Blake,

."ocked carelessly after them, and never dreamed that she

had met her fate. No ; who ever does dream it, when
they njeet that fato lirst

!

So Paul Wyndham passed Olive Henderson, and the

curtain of the future shrouded the web of life destiny was
weaving, She forgot him as soon as seen, and turned to

Laura, who was speaking animatedly.
" Look, Oily ! there's the Miss Rose you have heard

me speaking of so often—that little girl with the black

silk dress and mantle, and black straw hat, talking to Miss
Blake. Look ! hasn't she the sweetest face ! I'll call her

over."

The crowd of men, women and children, thronging

the wharf and floats, were strangely startled a moment
after, and every eye turned in one direction. There had
been a long, wild, woman's shriek, and some one had reeled

and fallen to the ground like a log. There was a rushing
and swaying, and startled talking among the people ; and
Dr. Leach, coming along, took the Rev. Augustus Tod by
the button, and wanted to know what was the matter.

" Miss Olive Henderson had fainted," the Rev. Augus-
tus said, with a startled face. " She had been standing on
the wharf, apparently quite well, only a second before,

when she had suddenly screamed out and fallen down in

%, fainting-fit. It was really quite shocking."

CHAPTER XXV.

THE DOUBLE DOMPAOT.

^p^LIYE HENDERSON lay on a sofa in her bed-

room, her face half buried among the pillows,

il^^^^l her cloud of tar-black hair all loose and dis-

'•^^P^l ordered, falling about her, and still wearing
the out door dress of yesterday. Bright streaks

of crimson glory, in the dull dawn sky, heralded the rising
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of another sun, of another djy to the restless, feverish

little planet below. Dressed in that uncomfortable attire

for repose, Oliv^e Henderson, Avhile the red morning broke,

lay there- and slept. Stuff! It was more stupor than
sleep, and she had only sank into it half an hour before,

Trom sheer pliysical exhaustion. Those in the cottage had
hcen disturbed all night long, by the sound of restless

footsteps pacing up and down the chamber where she now
.ay, up and down, up and down, ceaselessly, the live-loni»

night. When they had lifted her up, and carried her
home in that death-faint, and Dr. Leach had brought her
to, her first act had been to turn every soul of them out
of her room, Laura Blair included, to lock the door, and
remain there alone by herself, ever since. Everybody
wondered

;
Catty Clowrie, most of all, and tender-hearted

Laura cried. That sympathizing confidante had gone to

the locked door, and humbly and lovingly entreated " Oily "

to let her in ; but Oily turned a deaf ear to all her en-

treaties, and never even condescended to reply. Mrs.
Kill felt deeply on the subject of refreshments—if hei

young lady would but partake of some weak tea and dry

toast, or even water-gruel, and go to bed comfortable, and
sleep it off, she would be all right to-morrow ; but to shut

herself up, and her friends out, was enough to give her

her death. Catty Clowrie said very little, but she thought

a good deal. She had remained all night at the cottage,

and had listened to that troubled footstep, and had musod
darkly, instead of sleeping. At day-dawn the restless

pacing had ceased, and Olive Henderson lay sleeping, a

deep, stupor-like sleep. Her face, lying among the pil-

lows, contrasting with her black hair, >>oked ghastljf

white in the pale dawn, and her brows were drawn, mi
her position strangely wretched and unnatural.

Mrs. Hill came to the door several times and tried to

get in, but in vain. Her feeble knocks failed to awake
her young mistress from that deep sleep, and the sun was
higli in the purple arch outside, before the dark eyes slow-

ly opened to tliis mortal life again. She sat up feeling

Btiff, and cold, and cramped, and unrefreshed, and put the

black cloud of hair away from her face, while mieinory
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stepped back to its post. With something liLc ii groan

Bhe dropped her face once more among the pillows, bul

this time not to sleep. She lay so still for nearly half an

hour, that not a hair of her head moved, thinking, think-

ing, thinking. A terrible fear came npon her, a liorrible

danger threatened her, but she was not one easily to yield

to despair. She would battle with the rising tide, battle

tiercely to the last, and if the black waves engulfed her at

the end, she would die waging war against relentless doom,
to the close.

Olive Henderson rose up, twisted her disordei'cd tresses

away from her face, searched for her ink and paper, and
sat down to a little rosewood desk, to write. It vias very

short, the note she raj)idly scrawled, but the wjiole pas-

sionate heart of the girl was in it.

" For God's sake come to me !" (this abrupt note ue-

gan) "every second is an age of agony till I see you. I

thought you were dead—as Heaven is my witness, I did,

or I should never have come here ! ]>y the memory of

all the happy days we have spent together, by the memory
of your dead father, I conjure you be silent, and come to

me at once I H."

The note had neither date, address, nor signature, save

that one capital letter, but when it was folded and in tbo

envelope, she wTote the address:—" Miss W. Rose,

House, Queen Street, Speckport/'

Then, rising, she exchanged the crumpled robe in

which she had slept for one of plain black silk, hastily

thrust her hair loose into a chenille net, put on a long

black silk mantle, a bonnet and thick brown vail, placed

the letter in her pocket, and went down stairs. There
was no possibility of leaving the house unseen ; Mrs. Hill

heard her opening the front door and came out of the

dining-room. Her eyes opened like full moons at the

sight of the street costume, and the young lady's white,

resolute face.

"My patience, Miss Olive, you're never going out?"
" Yes," Miss Heuderbon saidj constraining hcrsciU*
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speak quietly. My liead aclios, and I think a widk ii

tue air will do it good. I will be back d'rectlj."
" But, do take something before you go. Some tea,

now, and a little bit of toast."

" No, no I not any, thank you, until I come back."

She was gone even while she spoke; the thick rail

drawn over her face, her parasol up, screening her effecl'i-

ally. Catty Clowrie, watching her from the window,
would have given considerable to follow her, and see where
she went. She had little faith in that walk being taken
for the sake of walking ; some covert meaning lay hidden
beneath.

" I declare to you. Catty," exclaimed Mrs. Hill, coming
back, " she gave me quite a turn ! She was as white as a

ghost, and those big black eyes of hers looked bigger and
blacker than ever. She is turning bilious, that's what
she's doing."

Miss Henderson walked to Queen Street by the most
retired streets, and passed before the hotel, where Major
and Mrs. Wheatly boarded. She had some idea of put-

ting the letter in the post-office when she started, but in

that case Miss Hose would not receive it until evening, and
how could she wait all that time, eating out her heart with
mad impatience 'i There was a man standing in the door-

way of the ladies' entrance, a waiter, and quite alone.

With her vail closely drawn over her face, Miss Henderson
approached him, speaking in a low voice

:

" There is a young lady—a governess, called Miss BosOy
stopping here—is there notV

" Yes, ma'am."
" Is she in now ?"

Yes'ra."
*• Will you please give her this letter I give it into her

own hand, and at once !"

She gave him the letter, and a fee that made him stare,

and was gone. The man did not know her, and Olive
reached home without once meeting any one who recog-

nized her.

Miss Catty Clowrie did not leave the cottage all that

4aj, She was sowing for Mrs, HiU
;^
and^ seated th^
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diniog-room window, slie watclied Miss Hendei-son fur-

tively, but incessantly, under her white eyelashes. That

^
young lady seemed possessed of the very spirit of resdess-

*
ness, since lier return from her walk. It had not done
her much good, apparently, for it had neither brought

back color nor appetite ; and she wandered from room to

room, and ^up-stairs and down-stairs, with a miserable fe-

verisli restlessness, that made one fidgety to look at her,

And all the time in her dark colorless face there was only

one expression, one of passionate, impatient waiting. Wait-

ing, waiting, waiting ! For what ? Catty Clowrie's green-

ish-gray eyes read the look aright, but for what was she

waiting ?

" I'll find it out, yet," Miss Clowrie said, inwardly.
" She is a very fine lady, this Miss Olive Henderson, but
there is an old adage about ^ All that glitters is not gold.'

I'll wait and see."

There were a great many callers in the course of the

morning, but Miss Henderson was too indisposed to see

any of them. Even Miss Elair was sent away with this

answer, when she came ; but Miss Henderson had left

word, Mrs. Hill said, that she would be glad to see Miss
Laura to-morrow. Miss Henderson herself, walking up
and down tlte drawing-rcom, heard the message given,

and the door closed on her friend, and then turned to go
up-stairs. She stopped to say a word to her housekeeper
as she did so.

" There is a person to call to-day, Mrs. Hill," she gaid,

not looking at the pilot's widow, " and you may send her
up to my room when she comes. It is Miss Kose, Mn?
Major Wheatly's governess !"

Her foot was on the carpeted stair as she said this, ano
she ran up without giving her housekeeper time to reply.

Catty Clowrie, industriously sewing away, listened, and
compressed her thin lips.

" Miss Rose coming to see her, and admitted to a pri-

vate interview, when every one else is excluded I Um

—

m—m ! Tliat is rather odd ; and Miss Rose is a stranger

to her—or is supposed to bo ! i wonder why she fainted

%i eight of Rose, on tite wharf, yoeterday, aixd wh^
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Miss Eose's face turned to pale amazement at si^ht of her
She did not ask any questions, I noticed ; but Miss Rose
was always discreet ; and no one observed her but myself,

in the hubbub. There is something odd about all tliis !"

She threaded her needle afresh, and went on with her

sewing, with the patient perseverance of all such phleg-

matic mortals. Mrs. Hill came in, wondering what Mis.i

Henderson could possibly want of Miss Rose, but her niece

could throw no light on the subject.
^' Perhaps she wants a companion," Miss Clowrie re-

marked ;
" fine ladies like Miss Henderson are full of freaks,

and perhaps she wants some one to play and sing and read

to her, when she feels too lazy to do it herself."

Catty Clowrie had read a good many novels in her
life, full of all sorts of mysteries, and secret crimes, and
wicked concealments, and conspiracies—very romantic and
unlike every day-life—but still liable to happen. She had
never had the faintest shadow of romance, to cover rosily

her own drab-hued life—no secret or mystery of any sort

to happen to herself, or any of the people among whom
she mingled. The most romantic thing that had ever oc-

curred within her personal knowledge was the fact of this

new heiress, this Olive Henderson, rising from the olfal

of New York, from the most abject poverty, to sudden
and great wealth.

Miss Clowrie sat until three o'clock, sewing at the din-

ing-room window. Luncheon-hour was two, but Miss
Henderson would not descend, and asked to have a cup of

strong tea sent up, so Mrs. Hill and her niece partook of

that repast alone. As the clock was striking three, a young
lady, dressed in half-mourning, came down the street and
rang the door-bell ; and Catty, dropping lier work, ran to

open it, and embrace with eftusion the visitor. She had
not spoken to Miss Kose before since her return, and kissed

her now, as though she were really glad to see her.
" I am so glad you are back again, dear Miss Rose !"

the young lady cried, holding both Miss Rose's hands in

hers ;
" you cannot think how much we have all missed

yon since you went away 1"

^QWj it wa^s roither nnfortuuate for Mto Clowrie, b^l
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nature, who will always persist in being abBurdly true to

iiftrself, had given an insincere look to the thin, wide
mouth, and a false glimmer to the grecnish-graj ejes, and
a clammy, limp moistness to the cold hand, that iruide you
feel as if you had got hold of a dead fish, and wislicd to

(^.rop it again as soon as possihVj. Miss Rose had taken an

instinctive aversion lo Miss Clowrie the hrst time she had
seen her, and liad never been quite able ro get over it

since, though slic had conscientiously tried ; but she nevei*

betrayed it, and smiled now in her own gentle smile, and
thanked Miss Clowrie in her own sweet voice. She turned
to Mrs. Hill, though, when that lady appeared, with a far

different feeling, and returned the kiss that motherly old

creature bestowed upon her.

" It does my heart good to see you again. Miss Rose,'^

the housekeeper said. " I haven't forgotten all you did

for me last year when poor, dear Ilill was lost, going after

that horrid ship. You can't think how glad I was when
I heard you were come hack."

"Thank you, Mrs. llil]," tlie governess said. "It is

worth while going away for the sake of such a welcome
back. Is Miss—" she hesitated a moment, and then went
on, with a sudden flush lighting her face ; " is Miss Hen-
derson in ?"

" Yes, my dear ; I will go and tell her you are here."

The housekeeper w^ent up-stairs, but reappeared almost
immediately.

" You are to go up-stairs, my dear," she said ;
" Miss

Henderson is not very well^ sjid will see you in her own
room."

Miss Rose ascended the stairs, entered the chamber of

^he heiress, and Catty heard the door closed and locked

after her. As Mrs. Hill re-entered the dining-room, she

found her gathering up her work.
" I left the yokes and wristbands in your room, aunt,"

she explained, " I must go after them, and I'll just go
up and finish this nightgown there."

There were four rooms up-stairs, with a hall runiing
between each two. The tw^o on the left were occupied
Dy Misi Henderson, one being her bedroom, the other §
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batli-roc rn. Mrs. Hill had tiie room opposite the heireea,

the other being used by Rosie, the chambermaid.
Miss Clowrie (one hates to tell it, but what is to be

done ?) went deliberately to Miss Henderson's door, and
applied first her eye, then her ear, to the key-hole. Ap-
plying her eye, she distinctly beheld Miss Olive Hender-
son, the heiress of Redmon, the proudest woman she had
ever known, down upon her knees, before Miss Hose, tho

governess—the ex-school-mistress
;
holding up her closed

hands, in wild supplication, her face like the face of a

corpse, and all her black hair tumbled and falling about her.

To say that Miss Catty Clowi'ie was sa^feistied by this

sight^ would be doing no sort of justice to the subject.

The first words she caught were not likely to lessen her
astonishment—wild, strange words.

" I thought you were dead ! I thought you were
dead !" in a passion of consternation, that seemed to blot

out every thought of prudence. " I thought you were
dead ! As Heaven hears me, I thought you were dead,

or I never would have done it."

Miss Rose was standing wdth her back to the door, and
the eavesdropper saw her trying to raise the heiress up.

" Get up, Harriet," she distinctly heard her say,

though she spoke in a low voice ;
" I canhot bear to see

vou Eke this ; and do not speak so loud—some one may
hear you."

If they had only known of the pale listener at the
door, hushing her very heart-beating to hear the better.

But Miss Henderson would not rise ; she onlv knelt tliere,

white and wild, and holding up her clasped hands.

I will never get up," she passionately cried. I
will never rise out of this until you promise to keep my
secret. It is not as a favor, it is as a right I demand it I

Your father robbed my mother and me. But for him I
would have never known poverty and misery—and God
only knows the misery that has been mine. But for him,
I should never have Known what it is to suffer from cold

and hunger, and misery and insult ; but for him I would
have been rich to-day ; but for him my mother might still

be alir^ md {lappy. He ruined usj^ and broke her hoartj
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and I tell yoa it is onlj |ubtice I ask I I should never

have come here had I not tliought you dead ; but now
that I have come, that wealth and comfort have been

• mine once more, I will not go. I will not, I tell you!

I will die before I yield, and go back to tliat horrible

'ife, and may my dcatli rest forever on your soul
!"

Catty Clowrie, crouchiug at tlie door, turned as cold

as deatii, listening to these dreadful words. Was she

awake—was she dreaming ? Was this Olive Henderson
—the proud, the beautiful, the queenly heiress—this mad
creature, uttering those passionate, despairing Avords. She
could not see into the room, her ear was at the keyhole

—

strained to a tension that was painful, so absorbed was she

in listening. But at this very instant her strained hear-

ing caught another sound—Kosie, the chambermaid, com-
ing along the lower hall, and up-stairs. Swift as a flash,

Catty Clowrie sprang up, and darted into her aunt's room.

She did not dare to close the door, lest the girl should

hear her, and she set her teeth with anger and suppressed

fury at the disappointment.

Rosie had come up to make her bed, and set her room
to rights, and was in no wise disposed to hurry over it.

She sang at her work ; but the pale-faced attorney's

daughter in the next room, furious with disappointment,

could have seen her choked at the moment v/ith the great-

est pleasure. Half an hour passed—would the girl never

go? Yes—yes, there was Mrs. Hill, at the foot of the

Btairs, calling her, and Rosie ran down. Quick as she had
left it. Catty was back at her post, airing her eye at the

keyhole once more.
The scene she beheld was not quite so tragic this time.

Tlie heiress and the governess were seated opposite one
another, an inlaid table between them. There was paper
and ink on the table ; Mistf llerderson held a pen in her
hand, as if about to wiite, and Miss Rose was speaking.

Her voice was sweet and low, as usual ; but it had a firm

cadence, that showed she was gravely in earnest now.
"You must write down these conditions, Harriet,''

Bho was saying, " to make matters sure ; but no one^ shall

ever see the papers, and 1 pledge you my solemn word,



893 THK hJUBlM COMPAOT.

our secret shall be kept inviolable. Heaven knows I

ave done all I could to atone for my dead father's acts,

and I will continue to do it to the end. He wronged
your mother and you, I know, and I am thankful it is in

my power to do reparation I ask nothing for myself—
but others have rights as well as you, Harriet, and iif

sacred. Two hundred pounds will pay all the remaining
debts of my fatlier now. You must give me that. And
you must write down there a promise to pay Mrs. Marsh
one hundred pounds a year annuity, as long as she lives

Her daughter should have had it all, Harriet, and neither

you nor I ; and the least you can do, in justice, is to pro-

vide for her. You will do this V
" Yes— yes," Miss Henderson cried ;

" that is not
much to do ! I want to do more. I want you to share

with me, Oily."

"JNTo," said Miss Eose, "you may keep it all. I have
as much as I want, and I am very well contented. 1 have
no desire for wealth. 1 should hardly know what to do
with it if I had possessed it."

" But you will come and live with me," Miss Hender-
son said, in a voice strangely subdued ;

" come and live

with me, and let us share it together, as sisters should."

That detestable housemaid again ! If Catty Clowrie
had been a man, she might have indulged in the manly-

relief of swearing, as she sprang up a second time, and
fled into Mrs. Hill's room. This time, Rosie was not

called away, and she sat for nearly an hour, singing, at her
chamber window, and mending her stockings. Catty
Clowrie, on fire with impotent fury, had to stay where
she was.

Staying there, she saw Miss Henderson's door opened
at last; and, peeping cautiously out, saw the two go
down-stairs together. Miss Rose looked as if she had
been crying, and her face was very pale, but the tierce

crimson of excitement burned on the dark cheeks and
flamed in the black eyes of Miss Henderson. It was the

heiress who let Miss Rose out, and then she came back to

her room, and resumed the old trick of waUcing up and

down, up and dgwu, as m the preceding night.
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Catty wondered if she would never be tired. It was
all true, then ; and there was a dark secret and mystery
in Olive Henderson's life. "Olive!" Was that her
name, and if so, why had Miss Rose called her " Harriet."^

And if the governess's name was Winnie, why did the

heiress call her Oily V
Catty Clowrie sat thinking while the April day faded

iato misty twilight, and the cold evening star glimmered
down on the sea. She sat there thinking while the sun
went low, and dipped into the bay, and out of sight. She
sat thinking while the last little pink cloud of the sunset

paled to dull gray, and the round white moon came up,

like a shining shield. She sat there thinking till the din-

ner-bell rang, and she remembered she was cold and hun-
gry, and went slowly down-stairs—still thinking.

To her surprise, for she had been too absorbed to hear

her come out of her room. Miss Henderson was there,

beautifully dressed, and in high spirits. She had such a

passion for luxury and costly dress, this young lady, that

she would array herself in velvets and brocades, even
though there were none to admire her but her own servants.

On this evening, she had dressed herself in white,

with ornaments of gold and coral in her black braidis,

broad gold bracelets on her superb arms, and a cluster of

scarlet Howers on her breast. She looked so beautiful

with that fire in her eyes, that iiush on her cheek, that

brilliant smile lighting up her gypsy face, that Mrs. Hill

and Catty were absolutely dazzled. She laughed—a clear,

ringing laugh—at Mrs. Hill's profuse congratulations on
her magical recovery.

" You dear old Mrs. Hill I" she said, " when you are

better used to me, you will cease to wonder at my eccen-

tricities ! It is a woman's privilege to change her mind
sixty times an hour, if she chooses—and I choose to assert

aJi tlie privileges of my sex !"

She rose from the table as she spoke, still laughing,

aad went into the drawing-room. The gas burned low, but
she turned it up to its full flare, and, opening the piano,

rattled olf a stormy polka. She twirled round presently,

and called out :
t



"Mrs. Hill r
Mrs. Hiil came in.

" Tell Sam to go up to Miss Blair's, and fetch hei

here. Let him tell her I feel quite well again ^ and want
her to spend the evening, if she is not engaged. He can
take the gig, and tell him to make haste, Mrs. Hill."

Mrs. Hill departed on her errand, and Miss Hender-
gon's jeweled fingers were flying over the polished keys
once more. Presently she twirled around again, and
called out : Miss Clowrie."

" I wish Laura would come !" Miss Henderson said,

pulling out her watch, " and I wish she would fetch a

dozen people with her. I feel just in the humor for a

ball to-night."

She talked to Catty Clowrie vivaciously, and to Mrs.
Hill, because she was just in the mood for talking, and
rattled ofl: brilliant sonatas between whiles. But she was
impatient for Laura's coming, and kept jerking out her

watch every five minutes, to look at the hour.

Miss Blair made her appearance at last, and not alone.

There was a gentleman in the background, but Miss B.

rushed with such a frantic little scream of delight into the

arms of her " dear, darling Oily," and so hugged and
kissed her, that, for the first moment or two, it was not

very easy to see who it was. Extricating herself, laughing

and breathless, from the gushing Miss Blair, Olive looked

at her companion, and saw the amused and handsome face

of Captain Cavendish.
"I hope I am not an intruder," that young ofiicer said,

coming forward, "but being at Mr. Blair's when your
message arrived, and, hearing you were well again, I couid

not forbear the pleasure of congratulating you. The
Princess of Speckport can be ill dispensed with by her

adoring subjects."

Some one of Miss Henderson's innumerable admirers

had dubbed her " Princess of Speckport," and the title wa?
aot out of place. She laughed at his gallant speech, and
held out her hand with frank grace.

" My friends are always welcome,'^ she said, and bore

«he was interrupted by a postman's knock at the door.
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" Dear me 1 whc can this be ?" said Mrs. Hill, looking

up over her spectacles, as Rosie opened the door.

It proved to be Mr. Yal Blake. That gentleman being

very busy all day, had found no time to inquire for Miss
Henderson, until after tea, when, strolling out, with his

pipe in his mouth, for liis evening constitutional, he had
stepped around to ask Mrs. HilL Miss Henderson appeared

in person to answer his friendly inquiries, and Mr. Blake

came in, nothing loth, and joined the party.

Some one proposed cards, af^er a while ; and Mr.
Blake, and Miss Blair, and Mrs. Hill, and Miss Clowrie,

gathered round a pretty little card-table, but Miss Hen-
derson retained her seat at the piano, singing, and playing

operatic overtures. Captain Cavendish stood beside her,

turning over her music, and looking down into the spark-

ling, beautiful face, with passionately loving eyes. For
the spell of the sorceress burdened him more this night

than ever before, and the man's heart was going in great

plunges against his side. He almost fancied she must
hear its tumultuous beating, as she sat there in her beauty
and her pride, the red gold gleaming in her black braids

and on her brown arjus. It had always been so easy before

for Inm to say what was chokuig him now, and he had
eaid it often enough, goodness knows, for the lesson to be
easy. But there was this dilference—he loved this black-

eyed sultana ; and the fever called love makes a coward of

the bravest of men. He feared what he had never feared

before—a rejection ; and a rejectioii from her, even the
thought of one, nearly sent him mad.

And all this while Miss Olive Henderson sat on Ler
piano-stool, and sang " Hear me, Norma," serenely un
conscious of the storm going on in the Enghsh officerj

breast. He had heard that very song a thousand tirae«

better sung, by Nathalie Marsh. Ah! poor forgotten

Nathalie !—but he was not listening to the singing. Foi
him, the circling sphere seemed momentarilv standing
still, and the business of life suspended. He was per-

fectly white in his agitation, and the hand that turned the
leaves shook. His time had come. The card-party were
too much absorbed in scoring their points to heed them.
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and now, or never, he must know his fate. Wliat he said

he never afterward knew—but Miss Henderson looked

strangely startled by his white face and half incoherent

sentences. The magical words were spoken ; but as the

self-possessed George Cavendish had never spoken thu8

before, and the supreme question on whicii his life's

destiny hung, asked.

The piano stood in a sort of recess, with a lace-draped

window to tlie right, looking out upon Golden Kow. Miss
Henderson sat, all the time he was speaking, looking

straight before her, out into the coldly moonlit street, l^ot

once did her color change—no tremor made the scarlet

flowers on her breast rise and fall—no flutter made the

misty lace about her tremble. She was only very grave,

ominously grave, and the man's heart turned sick with fear,

SiS he watchtd her unchanging face and the dark gravity

of her eyes. She was a L&ng time in replying—all the

while sitting there so very still, and looking steadfastly

out at the quiet street ; not once at him. When she did

reply, it was the strangest answer he had ever received to

such a declaration. The reply was another question.
" Captain Cavendish," she said, " I am an heiress, and

fou—pardon me—have the name of a fortune-hunter. If

were penniless, as I was before this wealth became mine
—if by some accident I were to lose it again—would you
say to me what you have said now V

Would he ? The answer was so vehement, so passion-

ate, that the veriest skeptic must have believed. His des-

pei ate earnestness was written in every line of his agitated

face.

" I believe you," she said ;
" I beheve you, Oaptain

Cavendish. I think you do love me ; but I—I do not

love you in return."

He gave a sort of cry of despair, but she put up ^ne

hand to check him.
"1 do not love you," she steadily repeated, "and I

Lave never loved any one in this way. .Parhaps it is not

in me, and I do not care that it should be j there is misery

enough in the world. Heaven knows, without tiiatl I do

not love you, Captain Cavendish, but I do not We aa|
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Oiie else. 1 esteem ar.d respect yon; more, I like you:
and if you can bo coutent vith tins, I will be your wife.

If you cannot, why, we will be friends as before,

and
^'

But be would not let her finish. He had caught her

hand in his, and broke out into a rhapsody of incoherent

tlianks and delight.

There, there !" she smilingly interposed, " that will

do ! Our friends at the '.'ird-table will hear you. Of one
thing 3^ou may be certain : I shall be true to you until

death. Your honor will be safe in my hands ; and this

friendly liking may grow into a warmer feeling by-and-by.

I am not very romantic. Captain Cavendish, and you must
not ask me for more than I can give."

But Captain Cavendish wanted no more. He was
supremely blessed in what he had received, and his hand-
some face was radiant.

"My darling," he said, "I ask for no morel I shall

think the devotion of a whole life too little to repay you
for this."

" Very well," said Miss Henderson, rising ; " and now,
after that pretty speech, I think we had better join our
friends, or my duty as hostess will be sadly neglected."

She stood behind Miss Laura Blair for the rest of the

evening, watching the fluctuations of the game, and with
no shadow of change in her laughing face. She stoo 5

there until the little party broke up, which was some
time after ten, when Mr. Blair called around for Laura
himself. Miss Laura was not to say over and above
obliged to her pa for this act of paternal affection—since

<3he would have infinitely preferred the escort of Mr. Blake.
That gentleman hooked his arm within that of Captain
Cavendish, and bade Miss Blair good-night, with seraphic

indifference.

Miss Henderson's bedroom windows commanded an
eastward view of the bay, and when she went up to her
ro»3m that night, she sat for a long time gazing out over
the shining track the full moon made for licrself on the

tranquil sea. " Gaspereaux month " had come around
again, and the whole bay waa dotted over with busy boats..13*
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She could see the fishermen casting their nets, now in the

shadow, now in tlie glittering moonlight, and the peaceful

beauty of the April night tilled her heart with a deep,

Bweet sense of happiness. Perhaps it was the first time
since her arrival in Speckport she had been really happy
— a, vague dread and uncertainty had hung over her, like

that fabled sword, suspended by a single hair, and ready

io fall at any moment. But the fear was gone, she

was safe now—her inheritance was secure, and she

was the promised wife of an honorable gentleman.

Some day, perhaps, he might be a baronet, and she " my
lady," and her ambitious heart throbbed faster at the

thought. She sat there, dreaming and feeling very happy,
thinking of the double comj^act ratified that most event

ful day, but she never once thanked God—never gave
one thought to him to whom she owed it all. She sat

there far into the night, thinking, and when she laid her

head on the pillow and fell asleep, it was to act it all over

in dreamland again.

Some one else lay awake a long time that night, think-

ing, too. Miss Clowrie, in the opposite chamber, did not

sit up by the window ; Mrs. Hill would, no doubt, not

have permitted it, and Miss Clowrie was a great dpal too

sensible a person to run the risk of catching cold. But,

though Blie lay with her eyes shut she was not asleep, and
Olive Henderson might not have dreamed quite such
happy dreams had she known how dark and ominous
were the thoughts the attorney's pale daughter wai
thiaking
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CHATTER XXYl.

MR. PAUL WYNDHAM.

N the morning after i,he claj fraught with ao

many events to the hcu-css of Iledmon, the

mother of the late heiress sat in the sitting-

room of her pleasant eeaside home, reading a

novel. The lireliglit shone on her monrning-

dress, hut the inward mourning was not very profound.

She had ci-ied a good deal at first for the loss of her son

and daughter ; she cried sometimes still when people

talked to her about them ; but she cried quite as much
over the woes of her pet heroes and heroines, bound in

paper and cloth, and slept just as soundly, and took her

meals with as good a relish as ever she had done in hei

life. Mrs. Marsh was not greatly given to borrowed
trouble ; she took the goods the gods provided, and let

to-moi-row take care of itself, so long as she had e.iough

for to-day. Mi\ Yal Blake paid the butcher's, and broker's,

and grocer's bills quarterly ; settled with Eetsy Amu and
Miss Jo saw that she was well dressed; and Mrs, Marsh
took all as a matter of course, :md I don't think even
once thanked Mr. Blake for his kindness.

On this Guimy spring morning Mrs. Marsh sat com-
fortably reading, bi> absorbed in her book as to be out of

the I'oach ol" ail mundane affairs. The book had a bright

yellow cover, with a striking engraving of one man
grasping another by the throat, and presenting a pistol at

his head, and was called the " Ked llobber of the Rocky
Mountains"—a sequel to the "Black Brigand,"—when,
just ill the middle of a most thrilling chapter, Mrs. Marsh
was disturbed by a knock at the front door. Betsy Ann
answered the summons, and stood transfixed at the shin-

ing apparition she beheld. A beautiful young lady, with
big black eyes, that shone on Betsy Ann like two black
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diamonds, arrayed in mstling silk, and a rich creamy crapd

ehawl, with a bonnet fine enough for the queen of Eng-
land, stood before her, asking, in a silvery voice, if Mrs
Marsh were at home. Standing before the door \^ as a

small open carriage, drawn by two milk-white ponies ; and
^iss Laura Blair sat within, nodding pleasantly to her,

Betsy Ann, and holding the reins. The girl, quite dazzled

by the splendor of this early visitor, ushered the radiant

vision into the room where her mistress sat, and Mrs.
Marsh arose witii an exclamation of surprise she could not
repress. They had met a few times before at the houses
of mutual friends, but this was the young lady's first

call.

"Miss Henderson," Mrs. Marsh stammered, utterly

at a loss what to say—" I am sure I am very glad to see

you ; I have not had many visitors of late."

Tears rose to her eyes as she spoke, with the thoughts

of the pleasant days gone by, when the friends of Nath-
alie and Charley, the friends of their prosperity, had
made the cottage more gay with laughter and music.

Miss Henderson was not looking at her, but into the red

coal-fire.

"I have come on a little matter of business, Mrs*
Marsh," she said. " I have come to fulfill a duty I owe
to you. I know the story of the past, and, I am afraid,

you must feel in some degree as if I had taken from you
what should have been yours. Your—your daughter had
no doubt a prior claim to what I now possess, and com-
mon justice requires you should not be defrauded. I am.

aware of Mr. Blake s great generosity, but the duty
—and, I assure you, it is a pleasure to me—^lies with me,
not witli him. I have, therefore, settled upon you, for

life, an annuity of one hundred pounds per annum, which
will be paid to you at my banker's, monthly or quarterly,

as you may prefer. It was to say this I came so early

this morning, but, if yoa will permit me, this visit shall

be but the forerunner of many others."

She was standing up as she finished, with a look of

intense relief at having accomplished her task, and
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Mte. March altogether tot. -iazcd itsd bewildered to irtter

a word.
"And I sliail Le very, very happy, my dear Mfs,

Marsh,'' the heiress said, bending over her, and taking

her hand, "if you wiii sometimes come up and see tne.

J liave no mother, and I will look upon you a.s such, if

you will let me."
Mrs. Marsh saw her go, feeling as though siie were

in a dream, or acting a chapter out of one of her own
romances.

Miss Henderson took her place beside Laura in the

pony carriage, and they drove slowly along Cottage Street,

looking at the broad blue bay, sparkling in the sunshine,

as if sown Avith stai's. The beach, with its warm, white

sands, edged the sea like a silver streak ; and the waves
f8«ng their old nuisic, as they crept up on its breast.

"How beautiful it all is!" the heiress cried, her dark

face lighting up as it always did at sight of the ocean.
" Let us get out, Laura ; I could stay here listening tu

those sailors singing forever."

There were some, idle boys at play on an old wharf,

overgrown with moss and slimy seaweed, its tarry planka

rotting in the sun.

Miss Henderson dropped a bright silver shilling into

the dirty palm of one, and asked him to hold the ponies

for ten mifiutes ; and the two girls walked along the de-

caying and deserted old wliarf together.
" My solemn Laura!" the heiress said, looking at her

friend's grave face; "what a doleful countenance yon
wear I Of what are you thinking ?"

" I am thinking of poor Nathalie Marsh," Laura an-

swered; "it was on this very wharf she met her death,

that wild, windy night. 1 have never been near the y lacr

since."

It is a remarkable trait of these swarthy faces th;it

emotion does not pale them as it does their blonde ntigb

Dors—they darken. Miss Henderson's face darkened
now—it always seemed to do so when the name of the

dead girl was mentioned. She turned away fi-om her

frieud, and stood itaring moodily out to sea, until an e;|-
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clamation from that yoiiiig lady caused her to turn round
and perceive thai either tlie sea-wind or some other

cause had very perceptibly heightened Miss Blair'?

color.

" I declare if that's not Yal," Laura cried, " and that

strange gentleman with him that^^came from Now York
ihe other day. There! they see us, and are coming
here,"

Miss Henderson looked indifferently as Mr. Blake and
his friend approached. Yal introduced his companion to

the ladies as Mr. Paul Wyndliam, of New York, and
that gentleman was received graciously by Miss Blair,

and coldly, not to say haughtily, by Miss Henderson.
The heiress did not like people from New York. She

never talked about that city, if slie could help it, and
rather avoided all persons coming from it. She stood,

looking vacantly out at the wide sea, and listening to the

sailors' song, taking very little part in the conversation-

She turned round, when the singing ceased, in the direc-

tion of her carriage, with a listless yawn she was at little

trouble to suppress, and a bored look she took no pains to

conceal. The gentlemen saw them safely olf, and then
loitered back to the old wharf.

" Well, Wyndham," Yal asked, "and what do you
think of the Princess of Speckport ?"

Mr. Paul Wyndham did not immediately reply. He
was leaning lazily against a rotten beam, lighting a cigar,

for he was an inveterate smoker.
Mr. Wyndham was not handsome, he was not dashing

—he had neither mustache nor whisker, nor an aquiline

nose ; and he could not dance or sing, or do anything else

like any other young Christian gentleman. He was very
slight and boyish of figure, with a pale, student-like face,

a high forehead, deep-set eyes, a characteristic nose, and a

thin and somewhat cyn'cal mouth. There was charactei

in everything about him, even in the mathematical pre-

cision of his dress, faultlessly neat in the smallest particu-

lar, and scrupulously simple. He looked like a gentleman
and a student, and he was both. More, he was an author,

A Bohemian, with a weU-c^ned literary fame, at the ago
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•f seven and-twenty. When he was a lad of seveiiteea

he had started with his " knapsack on his back," (contain-

ing a clean shirt, and a qnire of foolscap, and had traveled

through Europe and Asia, and had written two charmiiig

books of travel, that tilled his pockets with dollars, and
established his fame as an author. Since then he had
written some half-dozen delightful novels, over which
Laura Blair herself had cried and laughed alternately, al-

though she did not know now that Mr. Wyndliam and
were one and the same. He had written plays

that had run fifty nights at a time, and his sketches were
the chief charm of one or two of the best American
magazines. He was a poet, an author, a dramatist, some-
times an actor, when he took the notion, and a successful

man in all. He looked as those inspired men who chain

us with their wonderful word-painting should look, albeit

I reiterate he was not handsome. He stood now leaning

against tlie rotten beam, smoking his cigar, and looking

dreamily over the shining sea, while Mr. Blake repeated

his cpiestion.

I say, Wyndham, how do you like her—^the beauty,

the belle, tlie rrincess of Speckport?"
" She is a fine-looking girl," Mr. Wyndham quietly re-

plied. " And those big black eyes of hers are very hand-

some, mdeed. It strikes me I should like to marry that

g-'rl
!"

"Yes," '^aid Mr. Blake, composedly, "I dare say. I

know several other gentlemen in Speckport who would
like to do the same thing, only they can't, unfortunately."

"Can't they? Why?"
" Because there is an absurd law against bigamy in this

province, and the young lady has promised to marry one
man already."

^'Ah! who is he?';

" Captain Cavendish. You met liim yesterday, yow
remember. He proposed the other night at the house, and
told me about it comi.ng home. She accepted him

;
bu^

the affair has not yet been wAde publiCj, bj the lady's

press d*3girfj,"
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Mr. Wyndliani took out his cigar, knocked off

ashes witli the end of his little lir.g3r, and replaced it.

" Captain Cavendisli is a hickj fellow," he said. " But
yet I don't despair. Until the wedding-ring actually Jipa
over the lady's linger, there is room for hope."

But, my dear fellow, she is engaged."
" Cest hioi I There is manv a slip. I don't believe

she Avill ever be J\[rs. Cavendish."
Mr. Bkxke stared at his iriend ; but that gentleman

looked the very picture of cahn composure.
"My deal" Wyndham," Mr. Blake remarked, compas-

sionately, " you are simply talking nonsense. I know you
are very clover, and franous, and all that sort of thing,

and brain is excellent in its way ; but I tell you it has no
chance against beauty."

" By which you would imply, I stand no chance
against Captain Cavendish. Now, if you'll believe me, I

am not so sure of that. I generally manage to accomplish
whatever I set my heart upon ; and I don't thinK—I reall}?

don't, old boy—that I shall fail in this. Besides, if it does

come to beauty, I am not such a bad-looking fellow, m
the main."

To say that Mr. Blake stared after hearing this ppeecb

would be but a feeble description of the open-mouthed-
and-eyed ffape with which he favored its deliverer. To
do Mr. Wyndham justice, he was that phenomenon not

often seen—a modest author. He never bored his enemy
about " My last book, sir!" he never alluded to his literarj;

labors at all, unless directly spoken to on the subject ; and
certainly had never before displayed any vanity. There-

fore, Mr. Blake stared, not quite decided whether he had
heard aright ; and Mr. Wyndham, seeing the look, did.

what he did not often do, burst out laughing.
" My d^ir old Val," he cried, slapping him on the

shoulder, " 1 have not lost my senses ; so there is no need

of that look. I should like to have a tall wife—small men
always do, you know—with black eyes and two hundred
thousand dollars ; and I shall enter the lists wifh this fasci-

nating Captain Cavendish, and bear oft' the prize if I can.

in spi-tp of his sword, and uniform, and handsonae face.
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T think, on the whole, I shall make the young ladj quite

a§ good a husband as he/'
" Weii/' said Mr. Blake, drawing a long breath, and

ai)pealing to the deep, " for cool impudence and self-con-

ceit, Paul Wyndham hasn't his. match in broad America.
Here he comes from New York ; and before he is a week
in the place he talks of marrying the richest and hand-

somest girl it contains, as coolly as if he were Sultan of all

Turkey, and she a Circassian slave. Yes, Mr. VYyndham,
ask her, by all means, and when you get your conge^ let

rae know—it will be one of the happiest days of my life.''

" But I don't think I shall get my conge^'' persisted

Paul Wyndham. Do you know if she is in love with
this Captain Cavendish?"

" I never asked her," responded Mr. Blake. " I leave

that for Mr. Wyndham to ascertain."
" Because I don't think she is," went on his friend.

" When she stood here a few minutes ago, you and the

other young lady. Miss—what's her name?—were talking

of the gallant captain, and she listened with a face of per-

fect indifference. I was watching her, and I don't think

ahe cares about him."
" I saw yon watching her," said Yal, " and so did she,

and I don't think she liked it. I saw those black brows
of hers contract once or twice, and that is an ominous
sign with Miss Henderson."

" Miss Henderson could fly into a dickens of a passion,

too, if she liked. Your black-eyed, black-haired, brown-
skinned women raise the very old diable herself, if you
stroke them the wrong way. They are something like big

black cats. I tell you, Blake, I don't believe she cares

about that military popinjay, Cavendish."
" Don't you," said Mr. 131ake, with his hands in hia

pockets. " Of o>'ir?<3, if yea E'iy so it must be so."

"No; but I reaL'-y think 50> Are his family anything
in England?"

" It is currently behoved he is next heir to a baronetcy.

But the baronet got married in his old days, and there is

81 little shaver iiL petticoats to cut Master George out. Still,

be liTea in kope. The new baronet has the measles iw».4
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the mumps, and the whoo}»iiag-cougli, and the scarlatbia,

and tlie chicken-pox, and i. tribe of other diseases, hid

teeth included, to struggle through, before he reaches

man's estate. There is no telling but Cavendish may be
a baronet jet."

''That is it, then !" said Wyndham. "It is for his

profj-^ective baronetcy the girl has promised to marry him.
Pride and ambition, the two sins that hurled Lucifer from
heaven to hell, are strong in that woman."

"Oh, come now," said Yal, starting up, "I think we
hid "t setter get out of this, and drop the subject. It strikes

me your language is rather forcible, Mr. Wyndham; and
there is no telling what you may w^ork yourself up to, il

you keep on. It wouldn't be healthy for you, I'm think-

ing, if Miss Henderson heard you."
" Nevertheless," Paul Wyndham pei-sisted, flinging

away his smoked-out weed, " I shall marry Miss Hender-
son."

The two friends walked away together to the office in

Queen Street—Mr. Blake disdaining all reply to the last

remark.

On their way they met Captain Cavendish, mounted
on his favorite bay, and looking the very beau ideal of a

military lider, slowly cantering beside the pretty pony-

carriage where the Princess of Speckport sat in state. The
contrast between the handsome officer on horseback and
the young nuthor on foot was great ; but Mr. Wyndham
bowed to the soldier and his fair friends with undisturbed

placidity.

" Yon see 1" said Mr. Blake, significantly.

" I see," serenely answered Mr. Wyndham ;
" and 1

repeat, I shall marry Miss Olive Henderson !"

There was nothing at all of boasting in the tone ol

Mr. Paul Wyndham in saying tliis—simply one of deep,

quiet determination. You had only to look at his face

—

tliat pale, steadfast face—if you were any judge* of physi

ognomy, to perceive that his assurance to Mr. Blake, oi

seldom failing in any underta^^ing, was no idle bravado.

He was one of tho^e men of iron inflexibility, of invincible
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other wills to their own. Men of the JSTap^^leon Bonaparte
stamp, made to sway empires, and move about other men,
kings and knights, queens and bishops, as they please, on
the great chessboard of life. Mr. Yal Blake, knowing
Paul Wyndham, had some dim perception of this ; but he
knew, too, tiiat Olive Henderson was no ordinary woman,
lie had a strong will, and so had she; but it was only a

woman's will after all, and with it went womanly weak-
ness, passion, and impulse, and the calm, passionless man
was the master-mind.

''But I think she will baffle him here, after all," Mr.
Blake said to himself, as he ceased thinking about the

matter. ^'I don't believe Olive Henderson will ever

marry Paul Wyndham, not but what he's a great deal

better fellow than Cavendish, after all
!"

It seemed as though he was right, for a whole week
passed before Mr. Wyndham and Miss Henderson met
again. The engagement of the heiress with Captain
Cavendish, though not formally announced, was pretty

generally known ; and it was rumored that the wedding
was to take place early in June. May had come in,

draped in a sodden sheet of gray wet fog ; but the villa

at Redmon went steadily up, despite of wmd and weather.

Landscape-gardeners were turning the potato-patches and
broad meadows and turnip-fields into a little heaven below,
and the place was to be completed in July, when Mrs.
Grundy said the happy pair would be returning from
their bridal-tour, and take up their abode therein.

Mr. Paul Wyndham heard all this as he smoked his

cigars and wrote away placidly at his new novel, and was
in nowise disturbed. Mr. Val Blake heard it, and
grinned as he thought of the egotistical young author
getting balHed for once. Miss Henderson's innumerable
admirers heard it, and gnashed their teeth with impotent,
jealous fury, and, lastly, Miss Henderson herself lieard it,

and frowned and laughed alternately.
^' This horrid gossiping town of yours, Laura I" she

said impatiently ; how do they find out everything as

soon as one knows it one's self, I wonder I I wish p€\>plo

ifoold mmA thqir own business and let me alouc^ I"
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" Great people mast pay tno penalty of greatness, mj
dear," Miss Blair answered, philosophically; "ana,
besides, it is only a question of time, so don't get into a

fale about it! It doesn't matter nmch whether it is

nown this minute or the next."

Tlie conversation between the young ladies took place

in Miss Henderson's room, and while dressing for a ball.

It was to be a very grand ball indeed, given by the officers,

and to which only the tiptop cream of the cream of Speck-
port fiociety was to be invited. Of course Miss Hender-
son \^'ag the first lady thought of, and of course her friend

Miss Blair came next ; but Mr. Yal Blake, who didn't be-

long to the creme at all, was to be there too. But Mr.
Blake was such a good fellow, and hand and glove with

the whole barracks, and was so useful to puE their con-

certs and theatricals in the " Spouter," and praise the bass of

Lieutenant the Honorable L. H. Blank, and the tenor-solo

of Captain G. P. Cavendish, etc., etc., that ii would have
been an unpardonable breach to have omitted him. Mr.
Paul Wyndham, whose fame as an author had by tliis

time reached Speckport, was also to be there ; and the

ball was expected to be the most brilliant thing of the

season.

As far as weather went, it was rather a failure already.

The dismal, clammy fog had subsided at last into rain,

and the rain lashed the windows of Miss Henderson's
room, and the wind shrieked about the cottage, and roared

out at sea as if bent on making a night of it. The heiress,

with Rosie, the maid, putting the finishing touches to her

toilette, stood listening to the storm, and drearily watch-

ing the reflection of her own face and figure in the tall

glass. She had taken a fancy to oe grandly somber to-

night, and wore black velvet and the diamonds Speck-
port talked so much of, ablaze on throat and arms. There
were blood-red flowers in her tar-black hair, and in her

bouquet which lay on the dressing table, but she looked

more superb in her sable splendor than ever.

Was Miss Laura Blair, with her commonplace pretti-

ness of fair skin, pink cheeks, and waving brown hair,

lading her&elf out ua a foil to the black-eyed airen ? Bh^
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iras dressed in wliite mor<^ antique, gemmed witl. seed-

pear la, and with a train of richness that swept half waj
across the room. She had white roses in hejf hair, on her

breast, and in her bouquet. She wore pearl bracelets

and D^cklace, and looked fair as a lily—a vivid contrast

to her black and crimson neighbor.

Miss Henderson sent Rosie out of the room, and stood

listening in silence for a while to the raging of the storm.

Presently she turned to Laura, who w^s all absorbed
settling her laces and jewels, with a rather singular in-

quiry on her lips.

" Laura," she said, abruptly, " what is the matter with
me to-night ? Why am I afraid to go to the ball ?" Miss
Blair turned round and gazed aghast at this question.

The shadow that sometimes lay on her friend's face was
there now, like a dark vail.

" Dear me, Oily ! I'm sure I don't know what you
mean ! Afraid to go to the ball ?"

" Yes," repeated Olive, " afraid I I feel as though
something were going to happen ! I have a presentiment

that some misfortune is before me I I have had it all

day!"
" It's the weather, dear," said Laura, retiring to the

toilet, " or else it's indigestion. Don't be foolish
!"

Olive Henderson was in no laughing humor, but she

did laugh, half fretfully, though, at this reply. "It's not

the weather, and it's not the indigestion. Miss Blair," she

said, " it is the moral barometer giving warning of a

coming storm—it is coming events casting their shadows
before. I have half a mind not to go to the ball to

night"
" ISTonsense, Oily !" exclaimed Laura, in some alarm,

knowing very well Olive was just the girl not to go if she

took it in her head, " how absurd you are. Presentiments !

pooh! You've been reading some German trash—that's

what you've been doing, and you have caught some
absurd German silliness! I should like to see you try to

stay away from the ball, the last, the best, the brightest of

the season, and you lookirg divinej too, in that black
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velvet ! What cotiid poi^o/bly happen you at the bdll, 1

Bhould like to know ?
•

Miss Henderson and Miss Bi.iir were rather late in

arriving—nearly every one was tL<. re before them. There
were two gentlemen who came (.< msidcrahly late, but no
one noticed them much, being only Mr. Val Elake and
his Kew York friend, Mr. Pani AVyndham. Mr. Blake
was fond of dancing, and was captured by Miss Blair al-

most as soon as he entered, and led off ; for Miss Laura
did make love to this big stupid Yal in pretty roundabout
feminine fashion, as women have a way of doing all tke

world over. Mr. Wyndham did not dance, and as he was
not at liberty to smoke, the ball was ratlier a bore than
otherwise. He stood leaning against a pillar, watching
the dancers ; his pale, grave, quiet face and thoughtful
gray eyes ever turned in one direction. A great many
more gentlemen's faces turned presently in the same
quarter, for the loadstone of the ball shone there, magni-
ficent, in black velvet, and with eyes that outshone her
diamonds. Was there rapport between them ? Was it

some inward magnetism that made the belle of the ball,

in the height of her triumph and power, aware of this

fixed, steadfast gaze, and uneasy under it ? Flatterers and
sycophants surrounded her on every hand, but she had
to turn restlessly away from them and look over every

now and then to that pale, watchful face, and those fixed,

grave gray eyes.

Paul Wyndham still watched her. She grew nervous-

ly miserable at last, and enraged with herself for becom-
ing so. If this strange man stared rudely, what was it to

her ? She would take no further notice of him, she woulo
not look at him ; and saying this to herself, she floated

away in the waltz, with her eyes persistently fixed on her

partner or on the floor.

The waltz concluded, and Miss Henderson, being tired

and hot, her partner led her to a seat, and left her to get

an ice. It was the first time all that evening she had been

for a moment alone, and she lay back among the cushions

of her chair and listened to the raging of the storm with-

out.
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shut out from the room by scarlet drapery, and she waje

glad to think she was alone. Alone ! No, for there op-

posite to her stood Paul Wyndham, his magnetic eyes

fixed with powerful intensity on her face. A cold thrill

of fear, vague and chilling, crept through every vein

—

she would have risen, in undefined panic, but he was by
her side di rectly, speaking quietly the commonest of com-
monplace words.

" Good evening. Miss Henderson. I trust I see you
well and enjoying yourself. It is the first time I have
had the pleasure of approaching you, you have been so

Burrounded all the evening."

She did not speak ; a cold bend of the head answered
him, and she rose up, haughty and pale. But he would
not let her go ; the power of his fixed gaze held her there

as surely as if she liad been cliained.

" I fear," he said, in that quiet voice of his, " I fear

you thought me rude in watching you, as I must own to

having done. But I assure you. Miss Henderson, it was
no intentional rudeness; neither was it my admiration,

which, pardon me, is great ! I watched, Miss Henderson,
because I find you bear a most startling, a most wonderful
resem])lance to a person—a young girl—I once knew in

New York."
She caught her breath, feeling the blood leaving her

face, and herself growing cold. Paul Wyndham never
took his pitiless eyes off her charming face.

"In saying I knew this young girl," he slowly went
on, " I am wrong ; I only saw her in the city streets. You
came from New York, but you.could not have known her,

Miss Henderspn, for slie was abjectly poor. She lived in

a mean and dirty thoroughfare called Minetta Street ; she

lodged in a house filled with rough factory-women, and
kept by one Mrs. Butterby ; and the young woman's name
"Was Harriet Wade."
A moment after Mr. Wyndham said this, he came out

of the curtained recess, and crossed the ballroom rapidly.

On his way he met Laura Blair, and paused to speak.
" I am going for a glass of water," he aaid, " for Miss
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Henderson. 1 was talking to her at that window whett
she was taken suddenly ill. You had better go to her,

Mififi Blair, I am afraid she is going to faint,"

\

CHAPTEK XXYIL

MR. WYNDHAM's wooing.

BLEAK and rainy morning in Speckport

—

raw and windy morning, with a sky all lead-

color, except where it w^as inky black. A
wild, wet, rainy day, on which nobody wanted
to stir out if they could help it. An utterly

black and miserable day, that which followed the officers'

ball.

On this wretchedly wet and windy day Olive Hender-
son sat at her chamber window, and looked out over the

black and foam-crested bay. The room looked very cozy

and pleasant, with its soft, warm, bright-hued Brussels

carpet, its cushioned easy-chairs and lounges, its white-

draped bed, its pretty pictures and tables, and bright coal

fire burning in the glittering steel grate, its costly window-
draperies of lace and damask, looking all the more pleasant

and luxurious by contrast with the black, bleak day cut-

side.

A delightful room this bad May morning, a room to

bask and luxuriate in, this chamber of Olive Henderson.
But Olive Henderson herself, sitting oy the windv^w,

staring blankly out, seemed to take very little enjoyment
in its comfort and beauty. She wore a white loose muslin

wrapper, tied carelessly round the slender waist with a

crimson cord, its every fold, as it hung straight about her,

telling how indifferently the simple toilette had been
made. All her profuse black liair was drawn away from
her face, haggard and worn in the gray morning light, and
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tastenod in a great careless knot behind. But, soLiehow,

the stateliness that was a part of herself characterized her

as strikingly in this primitive simplicity as when robed in

velvet and diamonds last night. Perhaps Scmiramis,
Queen of Assyria, when in trouble with foreign parts,

wore white muslin wrappers, and her black hair dishevel

ed, before her subjects, and managed to look Queen Semi-
ramis withal. It isn't likely, you know, but she may.

Rain, rain, rain ! How ceaselessly it lashed the win-

dows, and how piteously it beat on the heads of the poor
little newsboys, passing up and down Golden Row,
and chanting, disconsolately, "Morning Snorter," the
" Sn-o-o-or-ter !" Perhaps, looking up at the curtained-

window, where the young lady sat, these newsboys thought
it was a fine thing to be Miss Olive Henderson, the heiress

of Redmon, and live in a handsome house, with servants

to wait on her, and nothing to do but play the piano, and
drive about in her oa?Tiage all day long. But, 1 am pretty

sure, there was not a pug-nosed urchin coming tliei-e that

particular morning, who was not a thousand times happier

than the heiress of Redmon.
Discovered—disgraced—in the power of this man

—

this stranger! Liable to be exposed as a liar and a cheat

to the world at any hour ! Liable to have all this wealth

and luxury, for which she had done so much—for which
she had risked her very soul—torn from her at any instant,

and she herself thrust out to fight the battle of life, with

Eoverty and labor and misery once more. She seemed to

ave grown old in four-and-twenty hours, with her hag-

gard cheeks and great hollow eyes. She had sat as she

was sitting now for hours, her hands clasped loosely in

her lap, her vacant gaze fixed on the wretched day, but
8e(dng noth'ng. Only yesterday, and she had been so sure,

«o secure, so happy, and now—and now !

C5x^e had not fainted the night before. Laura Blair

found her lying back ghastly and white in her chair, but
not insensible. Ihe ballroom liad been filled with con-

sternation, and she was so surrounded immediately that

Mr. Wjndham, returning with his glass of water, 3()uld

find no possibility of approaching her. They liad led hei

U



into the ladies' dressing room, And Captain Cavendish had

fone for a cab ; and wlum she was a little better, thej took
er home, and the rest went back to tlie ballroom. Feople

began to think that in spite of Miss Henderson's apparent
physical perfection, bhe was subject to fainting-fits, and
pitied her very much, as they resumed their dancing. But
the eclipsed belles of Speckport rejoiced, I am afraid, in

their wicked little hearts, that the conqneress was gone,

and held up their pretty heads, which had drooped in the

sunlight of her shining presence before.

Once at home. Miss Henderson professed herself per-

fectly restored, and insisted on Laura and her mamma,
who had been their chaperone, and Captain Cavendish,
going back to the ball once more.

" I shall do well enough now," she said, wearily. " I

am very foolish, but "

Her voice died away, and her head drooped forward
on her arm. Captain Cavendish bent tenderly over her,

as she lay on a sofa, with a pale and anxious face.

" My darling," he said, " I am afraid you are very

ill. Let me go for Dr. Leach—this may be something
serious."

But Miss Henderson positively refused, and insisted on
their returning to the ball.

" I shall lie down and go asleep," she said, " and I will

be quite restored to-morrow. Go at once."
" I shall go," the captain said, holding her hands, " but

not back to the ball. Do you think there could be any
pleasure for me there, and you absent, Olive? Good
night, my love—^get rid of this white face before 1 see

you to-morrow."
OHve Henderson slept that night, but it was more like

stj-ipor than healthful sleep, and she awoke with a dully

throbbing headache, and a numbing sense of misery at her

heart. She had arisen in the black and wretched dawn of

that miserable May morning, and had sat staring v^cicaniij

out at the ceaseless rain, and dark and turbid sea. She
wjaa not thinking—she was sitting there in a dull torpor

of despair, waiting for the end.

There was a knoick at the door. It had to be repeated
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t#o or ihree times before sue eompreliended what it ineant,

and then she arose and opened the door. Jt was Rosie,

th^honsemaid ; and the g-iri recoiled at eight of her, as if

she had seen a ghost.
" My patience, Miss ! how bad you do look ! I am

afraid you are worse than you was last night."
" JSTc. What is it you want f

'

" It's a gentleman, Miss, that has called, and is in the

drawing-room, although it is raining cats and dogs."

She presented a card to her mistress, and Olive read

the name of " Paul Wyndham." She turned sick at sight

of that name—that name so lately heard for the first time,

but so terribly familiar now ; and looked at the girl with

a sort of terror in her great black eyes.
" Is this man—is this Mr. Wyndham here ?"

" Down in the drawing-room. Miss, and his overcoat

and umbrella making little streams of rain-water all along

the hall. Will you go down, Miss V
Olive Henderson's hand had closed on the pasteboard

with so convulsive a pressure, that the card was crushed

into a shapeless mass. Her stupor was ending in a sort of

sullen desperation. Let the worst come, it was Fate ; and
she was powerless to battle with so formidable a foe.

Whatever brouglit this man now, his coming was merci-

ful ; the most dreadful certainty was better tlian this hor-

rible suspense, which had made the past night a century

of misery.

Rosie, the pretty housemaid, watched her young lady's

changing face, as she walked rapidly up and down, her

eyes staring straight before her with a fierce and feverish

luster, and her lips so rigidly set. Rosie saw all this, and
greatly marveled thereat. A gentleman had called very

early on a very wet morning ; but that was no reason

why Miss Henderson should be prancing up and down
her room, with the look of an inmate of a lunatic as^dum.

" Will I tell him you'll come down. Miss V Rosio
ventured to ask, when she thought the silence had lasted

long enough.
The voice of the girl drew Olive out of her darkly-

brooding fit, and she turned to close her door.
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" Yes," she said. " Tell him I will be down in fiv«

minutes."

She v^alked to the glass, and looked at herself. I dare

say Lady Jane Grey and Mary Queen cf Scots did the

same before they were led to the block ; and I doubt if

either wore a more ghostly face at that horrible moment
tlian the girl standing there did now. She smiled in bit-

ter scorn of herself, as she saw the haggard face and the

hollow, burning eyes.
" I look as if I had grown old in a night," she said.

Where is the beauty now that so many have praised

since I came here?"
She made no attempt to change her dress, but with

the loose white muslin wrapper trailing in long folds

around her, and girdled with scarlet, she descended the

stairs, and entered the drawing-room.
Mr. Paul Wyndham was sitting at a window, watching

the ceaseless rain beating against the glass. At that very
window, looking out at the silvery moonlight, she herself

had sat a few nights before, while she promised Captain
Cavendish she would be his wife. Perhaps she thought
of this as she swept past, a la princesse, just deigning to

acknowledge her visitor's presence by her haughtiest bow.
She could not have acted otherwise, had a hundred for-

tunes depended on it, and she did not sit down.
She stood beside the mantel, her arm, from which the

flowing white sleeves dropped away, leaning on it, her

eyes fixed steadily upon the man before her, waiting m
proud silence for what he had to say. Any one elc5e

might have been disconcerted ; but Mr. Wyndham did

not look as if he was. He looked pale and quiet and gen-

tlemanly, and entirely self-possessed.

You do not ask the object of my visit. Miss Hender-
son," he said, although the houi is un fashionably early,

and the day not such as callers usually select. But I pre-

sume you have been expecting me, and are not surprised

'

" I am not surprised," she said, coldly.

"I thought that at this hour I should be most certaisi

of finding you at home and alone. Therefore, 1 have
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come, knowing that after what passed last night, the

Booner we come to an understanding the better."

"How have you found out mj secret?" she abruptly

demanded. i ou never knew me in New York ?"

"That is my secret, Miss Henderson—I presume you
prefer being called by that name—that is my seci'et, and
you will pardon me if I do not reveal it. T do know youi

secret, and it is that knowledge which has brought me to

this place."
" And knowmg it, what use do you intend to make

of it ?"

lie smiled slightly.

^You are very straightforward. Miss Henderson. It

is almost as easy getting on with you as if you were a

man. I foresee that we shall settle this little matter pleas-

antly, after all."

Olive Henderson contracted her black brows, and
reiterated hei* question.

"Knowing this secret, sir, what use do you intend

making of it?"

" That depends upon yourself, madam."
" How ?"

" I shall keep your secret. Miss Henderson," Paul
Wyndham said, " I shall keep it inviolably

;
you shall

still be Olive Ilenderson, heiress of Redmon, the lady

paramount of Speckport, on one condition."

Her heart beat so fast and thick that she had to press

her hands over it to still its tumultuous throbbing. Her
hollow, burning black eyes never left his face, they were
strained there in suspense too intense for words.

" You are aware. Miss Ilenderson," the cold, clear,

yet melodious voice of Paul Wyndham went on, " of the

position in which you stand. You have usurped the place

of another—your stepsister—you have assumed a name
which does not belong to you, and you have come here to

dupe the pe(>ple of this place, to pass yourself off for what
jrou are not, and possess yourself of wealth to w hich you
nave no shadow of claim. In doing this. Miss Hender-
Eon, you must be aware vou are guilty of a felouy, pun-

i^ble bj law
J
puiiiEhaDl« by tnal, impriaonmeutj mi,
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life-long disgrace. All this you know, and knowing itj

must be aware Ldw entirely and irrevocably you are in

my power !"

" Irrevocably and completely in my power," the piti-

^ lees voice went on, " yon see it youi-self as well as I. You
know also much better than I do, the misery, the shame,
the degradation exposure must bring. Your name pub-

lished, your crime published far and wide, yourself the

Bcolf and jeer of every boor in the town, the horrors of a

jail, of a criminal cell, of a public trial before gaping

thousands, of "

Paul Wyndham stopped. It was not a cry she had
uttered, but a gasping sob, telling more of the unutterable

agony, the intense misery she was suffering, than any wild

outbreak of womanly shrieks. She put out her hands
with a passionate cry.

Paul Wyndham looked at the disturbed, crouching

form, convulsed with despairing agony, with Heaven only

knows how mucli of pity in his face.
" Miss Henderson ! Miss Henderson !" he cried, " 1

did not mean—I did not think what I said would affect

you like this. I only told you what might be, but it

never will be, for you will listen to what I have yet to

say, and I never will reveal your secret to a living soul
!"

She lifted her head, and looked at him as a hunted
fitag might, with the knife at its throat.

" Mr. Wyndham," she said, with that dignity which
is born of extreme misery, " what have I ever done to

you that you should come here and torment rae like

this V
Paul Wyndham turned away from that reproachful

face, with a dark shadow on his own.
" Heaven knows. Miss Henderson, I hate the necessity

which compels me to cause you this pain, but it is a

necessity, and I nmst do it
;
you never have wronged me

—I have no wish to give you a moment's suffering, but
fatality against which I am powerless, urges me on. I

hate myself for what I am doing—but what can I do—
what can I do

seemed to liimself the <|s%a8tioii^ as he epran^
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tip and took, like herself, to walking excidedly up and
down. His face was so darkly troubled that Olive Hen-
derson looked at him witli searching, wondering eyes.

" I do not understand you," she said, chilled with a

new fear, " doe^ any one but yourself know my secret ^"

Siie was still sitting, and nev4r ceasing to watch liim.

Paul Wyndliam leaned against the mantel, as she had
done a moment before, and looked down at her.

" Miss Henderson, I can tell you nothing but that

J'our secret is safe with me if you will comply with tlio

condition I have to name. You may trust me ; 1 shall

never reveal it
!"

" And that condition is
"

There was a pause, during which Olive could havo
counted the raindrops on the window or the loud beating

of her heart.

Paul Wyndham's large, clear, bright gray eyes stead-

ily met her own.
" The condition is, that you become my wife."

She gave a cry, she was so utterly astonished, and sat

staring at him, speechless.
" Your—wife !" she slowly said, when her returned

senses enabled her to speak.
" Yes, Miss Henderson, my wife 1 I am no more in-

sensible to the power of wealth than you are. You have
risked everything for the future

;
you can only hold it

now, on condition of becoming my wife !"

Olive Henderson rose up, white and defiant. " I never
will!" she said, "I never will! I will lose every shilling

of it, I will die before I consent !"

*'0h, no!" Mr. Wyndham said, quietly,"! do cot
think yon will, when you come to reflect. It is not ploa»

ant to die when one is young and handsome and prosper-

ous, particularly if one has not been very good, and not
at all sure of going to Heaven. You will not die, Misa
Henderson

;
you wi^l keep the fortune and marry me."

" I never will !" she vehemently cried ;
" what if I told

you my stepsister, the real Olive Henderson, were alive,

that 1 have seen her lately, and tliat she has made ovQi
liv^Ujuiig to Hi^. What \l \ told you thisT
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He 81ailed incrednlouslj,
" Yon do not believe mo, but 1 swear to you I stat€

the truth. Olive Henderson lives, though I thought hei
dead ; and I have seen her, I tell you, and she has con-

sented to mj keeping all."

^' Well," said Mr. Wyndham quietly, " supposing, for

argument's sake, what you say to be true, it does not alter

your position in the least. Should I go to a lawyer and
tell him your storj^, the arrest, the exposure, the disgrace all

follow as inevitably as ever. The rightful heiress may, as

you say, be alive, and willing you should usurp her birth-

right, though it does not sound very likely ; but even if

60, Harriet Wade is too proud a woman to incur life-long

disgrace and humiliation, when she can avert it so

easily."

She turned away from him, dropped into her Beat, and
laid her hand on a table near. The action, the attitude,

told far more than words, of the cold, dark despair thick-

ening around her.

She never lifted her head. She was suffering, as other

women have suffered, dumbly.
" In asking you to be my wife. Miss Henderson,"

Mr. Wyndham still continued, " I make no pretense of

being in love with you myself. I am not—I may as well

tell you plainly—and I shall never ask love from you. In
becoming my wife, you will go through a legal ceremony
that will mean nothing. I shall never intrude upon you
one single moment out of all the twenty-four hours, unless

you desire it, or when the presence of others makes our

l)eing together unavoidable. We may dwell under the

same roof, and yet live as far apart as if hemispheres
divided us. Believe me, I shall not force myself upon
you against your will ; but for your own sake. Miss Hen-
derson, and to still the whispers of busy tongues, it would
be as well to keep your sentiments regarding me to your-

self, as well we should be apparently on cordial terms.

Are you listening. Miss Henderson ?"

He really thought she was not. She was lying so still,

BO rigid, with her poor whAt© face on the table, and the

^ol^ coik of h^r daad black hair unloosing tU«a^
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lelvee, and trailing and twir/ng about bar like black

snakes. Sbe was not bysterical now ; sbe was lying tbere

in a sort of dumb anguislr tbat none but very proud and
eensitive bearts, cruslied to tbe very dust in Biiame and
liuniiliation, can ever feel.

"Miss Henderson," Mr. AVyndbain repeated, looking

at tbe drooping, gir'isb figure, its very attitude speaking

80 mucb of supreme misery, I am waiting for iriy

answer."

She lifted her bead and looked at bim, witb sometLing
tbe look of a deer at bay.

" Have you no pity V sbe said. " Will you not f pare

me? I am only a girl, alone in tbe world, and you might
pity me and be merciful. I have done wrong, I know,
out Heaven alone knows what I have suffered from
poverty, and tbe degradation it inevitably entails. I waa
tempted, and I yielded ; but I tbink I never was so

miserable in tbe worst days of my suffering as I have
been at times since I came here. 1 am not good, I know,
but I am not used to \vickedness and plotting like this,

and I tbink I am tbe most miserable creature on tbe face

of this wide earth. But I never wronged you, sir ; and
you might pity me and spare me."

Her head droppod down again witb a sort of sob, and
the pitiful pleading was touching to hear fn)m those

proud lips. If Paul Wyndham had possessed the hardest

heart that ever beat in a man's breast since the days of

Nero, I think it must have been touched by tbe sight of

that haughty spirit so bowed and crushed before bim. His
face showed no sign of wdiatever he might feel, but his

clear voice shook a little as he replied.
" It is of little use. Miss Henderson, for me to say how

deeply I do pity you—how sorely against my will I wage
this unequal warfare, since the battle must go on all the

Bame. It would only sound like mockery were I to say

liow grieved I am to give you this pain, since I should

Btill remain inexorable."

"Will nothing bribe you?" she asked. "Half thi

'^realtb I possess shall be youra if
^"



MR WTNBHAM'S WOOISG,

She had lifted her face ag'ain in eager hopefubieM,

but he interiupted with a gesture.

I said I was inexorable, Miss Henderson, and I mast
repeat it. Besides,-' he added, with a slight smile, that

showed how credalous he was about the stofj, *'the real

lioiresb^ though she might make over the fortune to you,

(flight object to your handing the half of it over to a

otnmger. No, Miss Henderson, th«:!re is only the oni*

alternative—be my wife, or else
"

" Or else you will tell all

He did not speak. He stood, quietly waiting hie An-

dwer—quiet, but very inflexible.

Olive rose up and stood before him.
" Must you have your answer now ?" she asked, " or

will you not even give me a few hours respite to think it

over?"
''As many as you please, Miss Henderson."
"Then you shall have it to-night," she said, with

strange, cold calmness. " 1 promised Miss Blair to go to

the theater—^you will see me there, and shall have your
answer."

Mr. Wyndham bowed, and with a simple "Good
morning," walked out of the room. As he shut the door
behind him, he felt as though he were shutting Olive
Henderson in a living tomb, and he her jailer.

" Poor girl I poor girl !'' he was thinking, as he put
on his overcoat ; " what a villain I must seem in ner
eyes, and what a villain 1 am, ever to have consented to

this. But it is only retribution after all—one ill turn
deserves another."

Paul Wyndham walked to his hotel through tho
drenching rain and cold sea-wind, and Olive Henderson
listened to the tumult of the storm, with another storm
quite as tumultuous in her own breast.

The play that night was the " Lady of Lyons." There
is only one theater in Speckport, sr Mr Wyndham wius

not likely to get bewildered in his scai cli. Tlie first act waa
half over when he came in, and looked round the dress circle,

and down in the orchestra staMs. In the glare of the gas-

light Oliyq Henderson loako'l RU|,erb. Never had her mag^
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aificent black eyes shone with such streaming lustei as to

night, and a crimsDii glow, quite foreign to her usua com-

plexiou, beamed on cither cheek—tlie crimson glow, rouge,

worn for the first time in her life ; and thougli she Wiis a New
York lady, she had the grace to be ashamed of the paint,

and wear a thin black vail over her face. She took her

«jes oft' Mademoiselle Pauline for a moment, to fix them
en Mr. Wyndham, who came along to pay hiri respects,

and to find a seat directly behind that of the heiress, but

she only bent her head in very distant acknowledgment
of his presence, and looked at Pauline again.

The curtain fell on the first act. Miss Henderson was
very thirsty—that feverish thirst had not left her yet, and
Captain Cavendish went out for a glass of ice-water.

Laura was busy chattering to Mr. Blake, and Paul Wynd-
ham bent forward and spoke to the heiress, who never

turned her head.
^' I have come for my answer. Miss Henderson," he

said ;
" it is ' Yes,' I know."

" It is ' Yes,' Mr. Wyndham, and, witli my consent,

take the knowledge that I hate and despise you more than

any other creature on the face of the earth."

She never turned while saying this. She stared straight

before her at the row of gleaming footlights. The music
was croaking out, every one was talking busily, and not

one of the young ladies who looked enviously at the

beautiful and brilliant heiress, nor the men who worshiped
her at a distance, and who hated the young New Yorker
for the privilege he enjoyed of talking to her—not one of

them all dreamed ever so faintly of that other play being

enacted off the stage.

Captain Cavendish came back witli the water, the play

went on, but I doubt if Olive Henderson heard a word,

or knew whether they were playing "Othello" or
" Lady of Lyons," but none of the others knew tliat ; that

serviceable misk, the human face, is a very good screen

for the heart.

The play was over, and they were all going out. Mr.
Wyndham had not addressed her since, but she knew he

was behind her all the time, au^ she kuew nothing eW
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He vs'as hy her side us they descended tlie stairs, and th«

cold iiiglit-wind struck them on the face. She was leaning

on the arm of Captain Cavendish, but how waa that cou-

que^iiig hero to know it was for the last time ?

*' I will liave the pleasure of calling on you to-morrow,
•,MiFs Henderson," he distinctly said, as he bowed an adiei
ynd was lost in the crowd.

CHAPTER XXYIIL

MR. WYKDHAM'S wedding.

[^^plAPTAlN CAYENDISE, sitting at ihe window
of his room in the hotel, stared at the red sun-

S^^^ set with a clouded face and a gloomy abstrac-

tion of manner, that told how utterly its lurid

glory was lost upon him.

Captain Cavendish had been sitting there since four

in the afternoon, thinking this over and over again, and
never able to get beyond it. His day of retribution had
come. He was feeling the torture he had so often and
so heartlessly made others feel ; he was learning what it

meant to be jilted in cold blood. Olive Henderson had
turned out the veriest, the most capricious, the most
lieartless of flirts, and Captain Cavendish found himself

incontinently snubbed ! He had asked for no explanation

yet, but the climax had come to-day. He had ridden
over to escort the heiress on her breezy morning gallop,

and had found Mr. Wyndham just assisting her into the

saddle. She had bowed distantly to him, cut her horse

a stinging blow across the neck, and had galloped oli,

with Paul Wyndham close beside her. Catty Clowrie

looked out of the cottage wii.dow, and laughed a voice-

i066 laugh, to see the captain's blank consternation.

"Tit for tat
!

' Catty said
;
'-you ai-e gettin<f paid bac^

ip your owu coin^ Captain Goorge Caveadish!
^
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80, whilo the tierce red sun blazed itself oat in the

purple urch, and the big round yellow moon rose up, like

another Yenus, out of the bluish-black bay, Captain

Cavendish sat at his window, telling the same refrain

over and over in his mind, as perseveringly as ever any

holy monk told the Ave Maria on his rosary:—^'What
has changed her? what has changed her? what has

changed her?"
Tlie moon was high in the sky before he roused him-

self from his long and somber musing-fit, and, pulling

out his watch, looked at the hour.
" Half-past seven," he said ; " they were to start at

eight, and she promised to go. I shall ask for an ex-

planation to-night."

He rang for his servant, and desired that young man,
when he appeared, to fetch him his overcoat. Mr. John-
ston brought that garment, and assisted his master into it,

and the captain put on his hat and gloves, and with hia

cane under his arm (for, of course, as an officer of the

British army, it was his duty at all times to carry a cane
under his arm), he set off for the cottage of my Lady
Caprice.

The whole front of the pretty cottage was in a state

of illumination, as he opened the little gate and walked
up the gravel path, and men's shadows moved on the

curtained windows as he rang the bell. Rosie, with pink
ribbons in her hair, ^id her Sunday dress on, opened the

door aad showed ^im into the drawing-room.
" I'll tell Miss Olive you're here,' she said ;

" she is

engaged with company just now."
Captain Cavendish said nothing. He walked over to

the low chimney-piece, and leaned moodily against it, as

Paul Wyndham had done that rainy morning, little

better than a week before. He had seen something as

he came in +]iat had not tended to raise his spirits. Tlie

d'ning-room door stood half-open, and glancing in as he
passed, he perceived that Miss Henderson had given a

dinner-party, and that the company was still lingering
ai^:.und the table. He saw the Rev. A^ugustus Tod auo
his sistci
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port society—Major and Mrs. Wlieatlj, aud Mr. Paiil

Wyndliam. That was all ; but he, her betrothed hus-

band, her accepted suitor, had known nothing of it—had
never been invited !

Captain Cavendish, leaning against the mantel, listened

to the laughter, and pleasant mingling of voices, and the

jingling of glasses in the dining-room, and he C()uld

plainly distinguish the musical laughter of Olive, and
her clear voice as she talked to her guests. He stood

there for upward of half an hour, raging with inward
fury, all the more fierce for ha~dng to be suppressed.

Then he heard the dining-room door open, a rustle of

silk in the passage, an odor of (f jlicate perfume in the air,

and then the drawing-room door opened.

Miss Henderson swept into the room, bowing and
Bmiling as she passed him, and sinking gracefully into a

low violet-velvet chair, her rosy skirts and misty white

lace floating all about her like pink and white clouds, and
she looked up at him with the same glance of inquiry she

might liave given any lout of a fisherman in Speckport,

had such a person presumed to call.

" I fear I intrude. Miss Henderson," he said, suppress-

ing, as a gentleman must, his rage. " I did not know
there was a dinner-party at the cottage."

" Oh, it is of no consequence," Miss Henderson said,

carelessly, toying witli her watch and chain ;
" my guests

are all friends, who will readily excuse me. Will you
not take a seat. Captain Cavendish ?"

" No, Miss Henderson ! in a house where I am made
to feel I am an intruder I must decline being seated. I

believe you promised to join the sailing-pai*ty on the

bay to night, but I suppose it is useless to ask you if you
are going now."

" Why, yes," in the same careless way, " it is hardly

f)robable I should leave my friends, even for the moon-
ight excursion. Are you going? I am sure you will

hsL^e a very pleasant time ; the night is lovely."
" Yes," said Captain Cavendish, " I am likely to have

a pleasant time, as I have had, you must be aware, all

through the past week. If you can spare a few minutet
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from these very dear friends of youi-s, Mis-s Hendersun,

I should be glad to have an explanation of your conduct."
" Of my conduct ?" still in that careless way. How ?"

Captain Cavendish choked down an oath, but there

was a subdued fierceness in his voice when he spoke.

"Miss Olive Henderson, has it quite escaped yoii./

memory that you are my promised wife? It strikes me
your conduct of late has not been altogether in keeping

with this fact. Will you have the goodness to explain

the contempt, the slights, the strangeness of youi

conduct ?"

" It is very easily explained," Miss Henderson an-

swered, with supreme indifference, which, whether real

or assumed, was very natural. " I have repented that

rash promise, and now retract it. I have changed my
mind ; it is a woman's privilege. Captain Cavendish, and
here is your engagement ring."

She drew the little golden circlet off her finger and
held it out to him, as slie might have returned it to some
jeweler who had asked her to purchase it. He did not

take it—he only stood looking at her, stunned I

" Olive !"

"I am sorry to give you pain. Captain Cavendish,"
Miss Henderson rephed to that cry, still toying with her
chain ;

" but you know I told you that night I did not

. ove you, so you ought not to be surprised. I suppose it

seems heartless, but then I am heartless ; so what can you
expect."

She laughed to herself a little hard laugh, and looked
up at him with coldly-shining eyes. He was white, white
even to his lips

;
for, remember, he loved this woman

—

this cold-blooded and capricious coquette.
" Olive ! Olive !" was all he could cry, and there was

nothing but wild astonishment and passionate reproach in

his voice. There was no room for anger now. He loved
her, and it made him a coward, and he faltered and broke
down.

Olive Henderson rose up as if to end the interview.
" Better we should understand one another low, Ca[>-

tain Cavendish, than later. Perhaps the day may come^
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and sooner than you expect, when jon will thank me loi

this. I am not good, and I should not liavci made you a

good wife, and you have more cause for thankfulness

than regret. Here is your ring, and with it I rinounco
all claim to you ! We are from henceforth what we were
before you spoke—friends ! In that character I shall at

all times be hap])y to see you. Good evening, Captain
Cavendish !"

Captain Cavendish walked back to his hotel in a

stunned and stupefied sort of way, much as a man might
who had received a heavy blow on the head, and was
completely benumbed. He had received a blow, a most
unexpected and terrible blow ; a blow so inconceivable,

he could hardly realize it had really fallen. His worst
enemy could scarcely have wished him a more miserable

night than that which he spent, ceaselessly walking his

room, and acting over and over again the scene that had
60 lately passed. O J^athalie Marsh! could you have
risen up in spirit before him then, surely you would have
thought yourself completely avenged.

Was Miss Olive Henderson, lying in luxurious ease

among the satin pillows of a lounge in the dining-room,

next morning, wearing a most becoming matin neglige,

and listlessly turning over the leaves of a novel, thinking

of her rejected lover, I wonder ? Catty Clowrie, sitting

eewing industriously at the window—for Catty was not

above doing plain sewing for the heiress—-and watching
her stealthily between the stitches, wondered if she were
really reading, or only thinking, as she lay there, turning

over the leaves with restless fingers, and jerking out her

pretty little watch perpetually to look at tiic hour. It

was very early, only nine o'clock, too soon for her to ex-

pect visitors—even that indefatigable Mr. "W^yndham,

who came like clockwork every day, could lijirdlj^ have
made his appearance so early. Catty, thinking this,

stopped suddenly, for a gentleman was ringing the door-

bell—a gentleman with a white, fierce face, and a look

about him, altogether, Miss Ciowrie had never seen him
wear before. Olive sat up and looked at Catty.

"Who is it?" she asked.
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"Captain Cavendisli."

The black brow contracted suddenly, and Catty Btiwit.

Bhe, as wcl] as all Speckpoi-t, knew there was a breach

between the two, and she and all Spechport set Mr
WyndluiDi down as the cause.

Olive Henderson rose up, with her brows still cou

tracted, and walked into the drawing-room. She shut the

door behind her; and oh! what would not Catty Clowrie

have given had the painted panels of that door been clear

glass, that she might see what was going on. She could

hear, not their words, but the voice of the captain, pas-

sionate and then reproachful, then pleading, then passion-

ately angry again. Once she crept to the door; it was
after an unusually vehement outburst on his part ; and
when her curiosity was excited beyond all bounds, she

afiixed her ear to the keyhole.

"It hardly becomes you, Captain Cavendish," she

heard the voice say, in a tone of cold disdain ;
" it does

not become you to talk like this of infidelity. If all tales

be true, you have been rather faithless yourself in your
time. People who live in glass houses are always the

readiest to throw stones, I think !"

Catty dared not stay, lest they should suddenly open
the door, and went back to her work.

"She has refused him!" she thought. "What new
mystery is this ?"

Had Miss Clowrie been able to look into the room,
she would have seen Captain Cavendish pacing it like a

caged tiger, and Miss Henderson standing up and leaning

against the mantel, and looking icily at him out of her
great black eyes. He stopped abruptly before her, con-

trolling his passion, and steadfastly returned her gaze.

And is it for Mr. Paul Wyndham," he asked, with
sneering emphasis, " the little pitiful quill-driver, that I

am rejected

The black eyes of Olive Henderson flashed flame at

the gibing tone.

"Yes!" she flashed, in petuously, "it is for Mr. Paul
WyndhajA whose name is a household word in lands
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where he has naver been—wh: will be remembered by
thousands when you are dead and forgotten !"

If Captain Cavendish could, with any propriety, have
knocked the defiant young lady down at that moment, I

think he would have done it. He set his strong white
teeth, and clenched his hands, in the impotence of his

fury.
" And this insult, am I to understand, is your final

answer ?"

" The answer is final," Olive said, frigidly. " The in-

sult, if such it be, you provoked youi-self, by first insult-

ing me. I wished to part friends with you ; if you prefer

we should part enemies, it is immaterial to me. I do not

know why you have come to make this scene this morn-
ing, when you received your answer last night."

The morning sunshine was streaming brightly into the

room
;
but, as she spoke, it ' was suddenly darkened, and

Paul Wyndham, riding past, strung his ho«"se at the door.

An instant after. Catty Clowrie saw Captain Cavendish
leave the house, his hat slouched over his eyes, and ^ride

away as if shod with seven-league -boots. Mr. Wyndham
had come to escort Miss Henderson on her customary
morning-ride to Redmon, and Olive ran up-stairs to put

on her riding-habit. But not until Catty liad seen how
haughtily cold her reception of Mr. Wyndham was, and
tiow ghostly pale she looked as she ran up-stairs.

Catty Clowrie was not the only young lady in Speck-

port puzzled by Miss Henderson's remarkable conduct.

Laura Blair was bothering her poor little brain with

the enigma, and could not solve it, though she tried ever

so.

" Oily, dear," she said, in a perplexed tone, when e}: e

came to the cottage next day, and up in Olive 'i room
seated herself for a confidential chat, " have you quarreled

with Captain Cavendish ?"

Olive was reclining in a vast Sleepy Hollow of an ann-

chair, looking pale and fagged ; for she had been at a ball

the previous night, and lay with her hands folded listless-

ly in her lap, and the lazy lids hiding the splendor of hei
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ejeB. She hardly took the trouble to lift these heavy eye-

lids, as she replied

:

"]Sro—yes. Why?"
" Because, he's gone away, dear ! I thought you knew

it. He has gone off on leave of absence to Canada, I

believe."
^' Indeed !" Miss Henderson said, indifferently. " When

did he go?"
"He left in the steamer for Portland, Maine, this

morning. Oily, dearest, will you not tell nie what it is

all abont ?"

" All what is about?" asked Olive, impatiently.

Laiwa looked frightened ; she always got scared when
Miss Henderson's big black eyes flashed.

" You won't be angry, my darling Oily ? but I thought

—every one thought—you were going to marry Captain
Cavendish.''

" Did they ? Then it's a pity ' every one ' must be
disappointed, for I am not going to marry Captain
Cavendish."

Laura sat silent after this quencher. She wae seated

on a low stool at her friend's feet, with her brown head
lying on her lap. The heiress bent down and kissed the

pretty face.

"My poor, silly, inquisitive little Laura!" she said,

"you would like a wedding, I know. You have a fem-

inine love of bridal-vails and orange-wreaths, and you
would like to look pretty in white silk and Honiton lace,

as my bridcmaid—wouldn't you, nowf
""Yes," said Miss Blair.

" Well, then, Laura, you shall I"

Laura started up, and stared.

"What?"
"I say," repeated Olive, quietly, "you shall be grati-

fied You shall wear the white silk and the Honiton lace,

my dear, and be first bridemaid, for I am going to \m
married !"

Lanra Blair clasped her hands.
" Oh, Oily I and to Mr. Wyndham T
" Ye6 ; to Mr. Wyndham,"
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Laura sat like one transfixed, digesting the newi.

Somehow, she Avas not so nauch siirpriwed, but the sudden-
ness of the intelligence stunned her.

Olive Henderson laughed outright as she looked at

her.

Well, Miss Blair," she said, " if I had told you I

had committed a murder, and was going to be lianged for

it, you could hardly look more aghast ! Pray, is there

anything so very terrible in my marrying Mr. Wynd-
ham?"

" It's not that," said Laura, recovering herself slow-

ly, "but the news came so suddenly, so unexpectedly,

that——

"

" Unexpectedly ! Is it possible, Laura, Speckport

" Speckport doesn't know what to think," said Laura

;

"it decided upon your marriage with Captain Cavendish
;

It said that you were engaged, and that all was settled,

when, lo ! this Mr. Wyndham appears, and presto ! all is

changed. Captain Cavendish flies out of the country,

and Mr. Wyndham becomes the hero of the story. Speck-
port never was so pleased before

;
you are as erratic as a

comet, Miss Henderson, and it is as useless trying to ac-

count for your vagaries."

"I am glad Speckport has found that out. Well^

Laura, you will be bridemaid ?"

" Of course. Oh, how strange it aU seems ! When ifi

it to come off ?"

" What, the wedding? Oh, near the end of next

imonth, I believe. Mr. Wyndham, like any other ardent

lover, objects to long engagements."

She laughed, as she spoke, a little disdainful laugh,

that made Laura fix her brown eyes thoughtfully on hei

face.

"OUy—don't be angry, please—do you love Mr.
Wyndham?"

" Of course, you silly child," the heiress laughed, care-

lessly, " if not, should I marry him ? You have read a

great many novels, my Laura, of the high-pressure school.

has not decided before now
ham?"

marry Mr. Wynd-
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and have formed your own ideas of lovers from the rap
turoiis proceedings therein recorded. But Mr. Wyndhara
and I are not romantic; it is not in my nature to be, and

all the romance in his he reserves as his stock-in-trade ior

liis books, and has none left for this prosy every day life

He is sufficiently well-looking, he is gentlemanly and at

tentive, and he is famous, and he has asked me to many
him, and 1 have said yes; and I will do it, too, if 1 don't

change my mind l)cfore the day comes."
" Does Mr. Wyndham love you, Oily ?" she asked,

after a long, grave pause, during which Olive had been

humming an opera air.

" Of course, my love 1 How can he help it

" And you are really going to be married so soon, and
to this stranger ? Oh, Oily ! take care !"

" You absurd Laura ! Take care of what ? Are you
afraid Mr. Wyndham will beat me after the magic words
are spoken?"

" I suppose it is the suddenness of it all that makes me
feel so strange about it. I like Mr. Wyndham very mnch,
and I think his books are lovely I I dare say you will bo
very happy with him, after all. How many bridemaids

are you going to have, and what are we to wear?"'

After this truly feminine turn to the conversatiofi, love

and happiness were forgotten in the discussion of silks

and moire antiques, and the rival merits of ])ink or white
for the bridemaids' bonnets. They were a very long time

deciding ; for somehow Olive Henderson, with all her

inborn love of dress, did not seem to take much interest

in the matter.
" We'll settle it all again, Laura," she said, impatiently,

" there's no hurry—six weeks is a long time. Come, an»l

let ns have a drive."

As the young ladies entered the little pony-carriage,

Mr. Wyndham rode up on his bay, looking his ])est, as

good riders always do on horseback. Laura, who was on
very friendly, not to say familiar, tenns with the young
^nthor, held out her hand.

" Accept my congratiihitions," she said, " I am to bo

|>rideinaid-in-chie( on tUQ happy occasion^ and, next to
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being married myself, tnere is luciiing we girls like 1 ettef

than that I

Mr. Wyndwjc. eunled, lifted her hand to his lips gal-

lantly, and made feome complimentary reply ; but tliere

w'as no rapture in his face, Larra noticed, ereu altliougb

Ids bride-elect, in the dark splendor of her beauty, sat be-

fore him among the rich cusliicns, like an Egyptian qneen
" lie does not love her," thought Laura ; he is like

all the rest ; he wants to marry her because she is hand-
some, and the fashion, and the heiress of liedmon. I

wonder, if I were m her place, if that stupid Yal would
ever come to the point. I know he likes me, but the tire-

some creature won't say so."

Mr. Wyndham had but just left Mr. Blake's office,

after having bewildered that gentleman with the same
news Olive had imparted to her friend.

Mr. Blake's hands were very deep in his pockets, and
he was whistling a dismally per]3lexed whistle, as the

young author left his sanctum.

"It's very odd !" Mr. Blake was thinking, " it's very
odd, indeed I He said he would do it, and I didn't believe

him, and now it's done. It's very odd! I know she

doesn^t care about him, rather the reverse ; and then, she

was promised to Cavendish. What can she be marrying
him for? Wyndham, too, he isn't in love with her; it's

not in him to be in love with any one. What can he
want marrying her ? It can't be her money—at least, it's

not like Paul Wyndham, if it is. And then he's a sort of

novel-writing hemiit, who would live on bread and water
;is fast as turtle-soup, and doesn't care a button for society.

It's odd—it's uncommonly odd!"
Speckport found it odd, too, and said so, which Mr.

Blake did not, except to himself. But then the heiress

with the imperious beauty and flashing eyes was a singular

being, anyhow, and they put it down as the last coquetry

of my Lady Caprice. And while they talked of it, and
coQiectured about it, and wondered if she would not jilt

him for somebody else before the day came round—while

Speckport gossiped ravenously, Mr. Wyndham was a daily

Visitor at the cottage, and Speckport. beheld the betrothelj
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pair galloping togctlicr out along the lovely country roada

and over the distant tree-clad hills, and saw the new villa

at liedinon going up with magical rapidity, and the once

bleak and dreary grounds being transformed into a fairy-

land of beauty. All the head dressmakers and milliners of

the town were up to their eyes in the wedding-splendorB.

and such a lot of Miss Henderson's dear five hundred had

been hrvited to the ^vedding that the miracle was how the

cottage was going to hold them all. Spcckport knew all

about the arrangements beforehand ; how they were to be
married in Trinity Church, being both High-Church peo-

ple ; how they were going on a bridal-tour through the

Canadas, and would return toward the close of August,
when the villa would be ready to receive them.

Speckport talked of all this incessantly, and of the five

bridemaids; of whom Laura Blair, Jeannette McGregor
and Miss Tod, were the chief ; and while they talked, the

day came round. A dull and depressing day, with a clam
my yellow fog that stuck to everything, and a bleak wind
that reddened the pretty noses of the bridemaids, and
made them shiver in their white satin shoes. The old

church was crowded. Young and old, gentle and simple,

all flocked to see the beautiful black-eyed heiress who had
set so many unhappy young men crazy, married at last to

the man of her choice. The dismal weather had no effect

on her, it seemed ; for she swept up the aisle, leaning on
the arm of Mr. Darcy, who was to play papa, in a dress

whose splendor electrified Speckport, and which had been
imported direct from Paris ; all in white, an immense vail

fl Dating all around her like a silvery mist, she didn't, as

Bcandalized Speckport said, for all, look a bit like a bride.

Where was the droo])ing of the long eye-lashes; where
the paling and flushing cheek ; where the shy and timid

graces of virginhood ? Was it not the height of impro-

priety to walk up the aisle with her head erect, her black

eyes bright and defiant, her lips compressed, and her color

never varying ? 1 1 was the vulgarity and brazenness ol

the New York grisctte breaking out, or the spangles and
sawdust of the circus-ridor. But Speckport said all thi&

imicr thfir breath ; and when it wa« all over, aad th«
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names down in the register, kissed the bride, at least fe^

male Speckport did, the beings in broadcloth and white
vests only looking as if they would like to. And then they
drove back to the cottage ; and Miss Henderson—no, it

was Mrs. Wyndhani now—went to her room at once to

put on her traveling-dress, for the steamer started in .half

an hour. There was a great crowd on the wharf to see

them off ; and the l)ride and bridegroom stood to be looked

at—he, pale, quiet, and calm
;

she, haughty and hand-

g«jme, and uplifted to the end.

So it was all over, and the heiress of Redmoii was
safely married at last ! The news came out in next day's
" Spouter,-'' with a stiing of good wishes from the editorial

chair for the happy pair. Two young men—Captain George
P. Cavendish, in the reading-room of a Montreal hotel, and
Mr. Tom Oaks, in an Indian's tent up the country, where
he shot and fished—read it, and digested the bitter pill as

best they mi^ht. Some one else read it, too ; Mr. Wynd-
ham, with his own hands, posted the first copy of that

particular " Spouter" he received to a young lady, who read

it with strange eagerness in her own room in a quaint Nev;
Fork hotel. A lady who read it over and over and over

again, as often and as eagerly as Miss Wade had read that

adTcrtisement long before in the Canadian paper shown
her in Mrs. Butterby's lodgings, by the pale actress.

CHAPTEK XXIX.

MR. WYNDHAM's mother,

l^^aiE. WYNDIIAM and Miss Henderson had had

l^^Si ^^^^ confidential interview after that fii'st

IH^^^I one, during the length of their brief engage-

ment. It was the day after the evening at the

theater. Mr. Wyndham had called early and

found the heiress waiting for him in the drawiug-rocoi
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There was no terror, no humiliation in her manner now,
nothing but reckless, scornful defiance, and fierce pridfe^

with which she seemed to dare him and Fate to do the:x

worst.
" I was afraid of you yesterday, Mr. Paul Wyndham,"

she said, with an unpleasant laugh. " I shall never \ye

Axraid of you again. I see that it is of no use to struggle \

against Destiny—Providence, good people would say, but

I make no pretense of goodness. The French have a

saying that embodies the character of the nation :
' drir-

onnons noxts des roses avant qio'elles ne se jieurissent^ I

take that for my motto from henceforth, and crown my-
self with roses before they fade. I sliall dress and spend
money and enjoy this fortune while I may—when it goes,

why, let it go,—I, shall know what to do when that time

comes 1"

Mr. Wyndham bowed in grave silence, and waited to

hear all she might have to say. "To retain this wealth,"

she went on in the same reckless tone, and with her black

deriding eyes seeming to mock him, " I consent to marry
you ; that is, 1 consent to go through a civil and religious

ceremony which the world will call a marriage, and which
to us will simply mean nothing but an empty form. It

will give you a right to my money, which is all you want

;

it will give you a right to dwell under the same roof, but

no right ever to intrude yourself upon me for one second,

except when others are present and it is necessary to avoid

suspicion. The world will call me by your name ; but I

shaK still remain Olive Henderson, free and unfettered

—

free to come and go and do as I please, without interfer

ence or hindrance from you. Do I make myself under-

stood r
" Perfectly," Mr. Wyndham said, coolly, " and ex

press my views entirely. I am delighted with your good
sense, Miss Henderson, and I foresee we shall make a model
couple, and get on together famously. Now, a« to oiir

wedding arrangements. When is it to be ?"

" Whenever you please," she said, scornfully ;
" it if %

matter of perfect indifference to m^"



m Wn. W'mnHAM'8 MOTHER

I do not like to hurrj you too much, but if the cai
of June "

Olive made a careless gesture with her ringed

hand:
" That will do I One time is as good as another."

i "And our bridal tour? There must be a bridal tour,

you know, or people will talk."

" I told you," she said, impatiently, " it was of no con-

sequence to me ! Arrange it as you please—I shall make
no objection."

" Tlicn suppose we go to Canada for a couple of

months? The villa at Redmon can be ready upon oiif

return."

And this tender t^te-a-tete between the plighted pair

settled the matter. And in due time the solemn mockery
was performed by the Kev. Augustus Tod, and Mr. and
Mrs. Wyndham departed on their wedding tour. The
upliolsterer had received his orders, and the villa would
be in readiness upon their return, and there would be a

famous house-warming, to which half Speckport was to be
invited. About three weeks after the amicable adjust-

ment of affairs between the author and the heiress, Mr.
Wyndham made a little investment in landed property on
his own account. There was a delightful little dwelling,

known as Rosebush Cottage," for sale. A real bijou of

a cottage, painted cream color, with vivid green window-
shutters and door, and with a garden in front that was a

perfect sea of roses—crimson roses, and monthly roses,

and damask roses, and bridal roses, all kinds bloomed here,

until the air became faint with perfume ; and behind
there was a gnarled old orchard, where apple-trees and
plum-trees nearly covered the creamy cottage with their

long green arms. This delicious Rosebush Cottage was
for sale ; and Mr. Wyndham, who had for some time been
quietly on the look-out for just such a place, became its

purchaser. When asked wliat he could possibly want of

it, Mr. Wyndham answered it was for his mother.
" For your mother !" exclaimed Mr. Blake, when Mr.

Wyndham first told him. " You never mean to say,

"WyiidliaiB, your mother is going to eicliaiige the geiiiaj
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uid spicy breezes of Westchester County for oui bleak

province—hey ?"

"Westchester County is a delightful place, no ( oubt,"

resj^onded Mr. AYyndliam ;
" but in niy absence, it is only

vanity and vexation of spirit to my poor mother. What
are all the Westchester Counties in America to her with-

out her Paul, her only one ! ] shall send for her as soon

as I return from Canada, to come here."
" Perliaps she won't come," said Yal ;

" perhaps sJ.y

will think of the old adage, ' My son's my sou till he gets

him a wife,' and prefer remaining where she is."

" No," said Mr. Wyndham, " my mother knows her

son will be her son all the days of his life. She is very

much changed, Blake, since you knew her ; she never was
very fond of society, as you are aware ; but of late she

has become a perfect reclase, shutting herself in and
shutting the world out. Rosebush Cottage will make her

a very nice hermitage, I think, and it is conveniently near
Redmon. The next thing is to look out for a competent
and trustworthy servant—not a young girl, you know,
giddy and frivolous, but a quiet and sensible woman, who
would not object to the loneliness."

Mr. Blake put on his considering-cap.

''There's Midge," he said, " she's out of place, and
stopping with us—you saw her at our house last night,

you remember ; but I'm afraid she mightn't suit."

" That little dwarf, do you mean ? She would do
well enough, as far as looks are concerned, if that is the

only objection."
" But that isn't the only objection," said Yal ; " more'a

ithe pity, for she is perfectly trust vorthy, and can work
like a horse. As for the loneliness, she would rather pre-

fer it on that very account."
" Then what is the objection?"
" Why, you see," said Mr. Blake, " we're none of us per-

fect in this lower world, and Midge, though but one re-

move from an angel in a general point of view, nas jftt

her failings. For instance, there's her temper,"
"Bad 2" inquired Mr, Wyndham.
Mr. Bl«^e nodded iiitelligentlj*
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"It never was of the best, jm know ; but after she
S^jst Nathalie Marsh, it became—well, she is never kept in

any place over a week, and then she comes to us and
makes a purgatory of No. 16 Great St. Peter Street, until

she finds another situation. I'm afraid she wouldn't

do."
Mr. Blake, smelling audibly at the roses as he said this,

did not see the sudden change that had come over Mr.
Wyndham's face, nor the eagerness hardly repressed in

his voice when he spoke.

"She was formerly a servant, then, of this Miss
Nathalie Marsh, of whom I have heard so many speak

since I came here
" Yes, for years, and devotedly attached to her. Poor

Natty ! I think Midge felt her loss ten degrees more
than her own mother ; but grief, I regret to say, hasn't

a sweetening effect on Midge's temper."
" Still I think I shall try her," said Paul Wyndham,

carelessly. " My mother is very quiet and easy, and I

don't believe they will quarrel. I will see Midge about
it this very day."

Which he did accordingly, sending. her off at once
to keep the cottage until his mother's arrival. The up-

holsterer furnishing Eedmon Villa had his orders foi

Rosebush Cottage also, and both were to be in readiness

when September came round.

Olive Henderson heard with extreme indifference of

the expected arrival of Mr. Wyndham's mother, from the

lips of Miss Jo Blake, next day.
" Ah 1 is she the heiress said, suppressing a yawn

;

well, as she is to reside a mile and a half from Redmon,
I don't suppose she will be much trouble to me. If the

mistress be like the maid, Laura," said the heiress, turn-

ing with a scornful laugh to her friend, " I am likely to

liave a charming mamma-iii-law."

Good Miss Jo, who thought the motherless heiress

would rejoice at the tidings she brought her, was scan-

dalized at the speech. Indeed, Miss Jo—the Dest of

women and old maids—did not approve of Miss Ilender-

aon'» capers at alL She had always thought her too proud

;
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for Miss Jo's simple Irish belief was, that we earthly

worms have no business at w\\ with that sin which drove
Lucifer, Star of the Morning, from Paradise, and Wiifi

sorry to see her favorite Laura so much taken up with the

queenly coquette.
" Laura was such a nice little girl, Yal," Miss Jo said,

to the editor of the " Speckport Spouter," across the tea-

table that evening ;
" and now, I am afraid, she will fall

into the ways of that young girl, whom everybody is run-

ning crazy after. If Miss Henderson was like poor

Xatty, or that little angel, Miss Rose, now !"

^' How is Miss Rose, Jo ?" asked Val ;
" I haven't seen

her this month of Sundays ?"

" She isn't out much," said Miss Blake ;
" Mrs.

"Wheatly keeps her busy ; and when she does come out,

it's to Mrs. Marsh's she goes, or to see her poor pensioners.

Miss Henderson asked her to be one of her bridemaids,

I hear, but she refused."

"Stuff!" said Val, politely. "Miss Henderson isn't

the woman to ask a governess to be her bridemaid. Not
but that Miss Rose is as good as she is

!"

"As good 1" cried Miss Jo, in shrill indignation, "she's

fifty thousand times better. Miss Rose is a little pale-

faced angel on the face of the earth ; and that rich young
woman with the biar black eyes is no more an an^el than

lam!"
. .

Miss Jo manifested her disapprobation of the heiress

by not going to see her married, and by declining an invi-

tation to the wedding-breakfast ; neither of which slights,

had she known of them, which she didn't, would have
troubled the high-stepping young lady in the least.

But Miss Jo was destined to become an heiress Her-

self
;

for, a fortnight after the great wedding, and just aa

Speckport was getting nicely round after the shock, it

received another staggerer in the news that a great for-

tune had been left to Miss Jo Blake. Thirty thousand
pounds, the first startling announcement had it; thirteen,

the second ; and three, flie final and correct one.

Yes; Miss Jo had been left the neat little snga of

three thousand pounds sterling, and wa» going home to
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take possession of tlic fortune. An old maiden aonl, aftel

whom Miss Joanna liad been named, and from whom she

had long had expectations—as all Speckport had heard a

million times, more or less—had died at last, and left Misa
Jo the three thousand and her blessing

Upon receiving the tidings, Miss Blake was seized

with a violent desire to revisit the scenes of her infantile

sports, and gave warning of her intention of starting in

the first vessel bound for Liverpool.
" And it's not in one of them dirty steamboats I'll go,"

said Miss Jo, decisively, " that's liable to blow up any
minute ; but I'll go in a ship that's slow and sure, and
not put a hand in my own life by trusting to one of them
new-fangled inventions 1"

Mr. Blake expostulated with his sister on the impro-

priety of leaving him alone and unprotected to the mer-
cies of heartless servant-girls. Miss Jo was inexorable.

" If you don't like keeping house and fighting with

the servants," said Miss Blake, " go and board, if you
don't like boarding, why, go and get married ! it won't
hurt your growth any, I'm sure I"

As Mr. Blake was on the wrong side of thirty, and
had probably done growing, there was a great deal of

Bound truth in Miss Jo's remark. Mr. Blake, however,
only stood aghast at the proposal.

" It's time you were getting married, Val," pursued
Miss Jo, busily packing

;
particularly now, that I'm going

to leave you. You're well enough off, and there's lots of

nice girls in Speckport who would be glad to snap at yo'-.

Not that I should like to see you marry a Sluenose—Lu-d
forbid ! if it could be helped ; but there's Miss Eose, or

there's Laura Blair, both of them as nice girls as ^ou will

find. Now, why can't you take and marry one of them ?"

Mr. Blake was beyond the power of replying. lie

could only stare in blank and helpless consternation at his

brisk, match-making sister.

" I would rather you took M'ss Rose," pursued Miss

Blake, " she's the best of the two, and a rock of sense
;

but Laura's very fond of you, and—where aie you going

aow V
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ior Mr. Blake had snatched np liis hat and started

dut, banging the door after him. The first person he met,

turning the corner, was Mr. Blair.

" So you're going to lose Jo, Blake," he said, taking

his arra. "Laura tells mo she is olT next week in the

Ocean Star. What are yon going to do with yourself

when you lose her V
"Become a monk, I think," said Mr. Blake, helplessly.

I don't know anything else for it! Jo talks of board

iug, but I hate boarding-houses, and where else can I go ?"

" Come to us," cried Mr. Blair, heartily. " Mrs. B.

thinks there's nobody like you, and you and I will have a

fine chance to talk things over together. Come to us, old

boy, and make our house your home !"

Mr. Blake closed with this friendly offer at once, on
condition that the ladies of the house were satisfied.

" No danger of that," said Laura's father ;
" they will

be in transports. Come up this evening and have a smoke
with me, and see if they don't."

Laura Blair's eyes danced in her head when her father

told them the news ; but the little hypocrite affected to

object.
" It will make so much trouble, pa," the young lady

said, in a dissatisfied tone, " trouble for raa and me, I

mean. I wish he wasn't coming."
Mr. Blair listened to the shocking fib with the great-

est indifference. He didn't care whether she liked it or

not, and said so, with paternal frankness.

So Miss Jo kissed everybody and departed, and Val

translated his Lares and Fena-tes to Mr. Blair's ; at least,

Buch of them as were not disposed of by public auction.

Speckport was just settling its nerves after this, when
it was thrown into another litt-le flutter by the unexpected
return of Captain Cavendish.

Yes, Captain Cavendish, the defeated conqueror, came
back to the scene of his defeat, rather swaggering than
otherwise, and carrying things with a high hand. Per-

haps the gallant captain wanted to show Speckpo/t how
little he cared for being jilted

;
perhaps he wanted to see

what kind of life Mr. and Mrs. Wyndbi^ would lead
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together; perhaps he found himself too well kno^n as k

roue and gambler in Montreal ; or perhaps he was not
tired bleeding young Alick McGregor and young Speck-
port generally, in that quiet house in Prince Street. He
was back, anyway, handsome, and nonchalant, and un-
principled as ever.

Miss Blair received a letter from her friend three

weeks after her departure, dated Niagara. Mrs. Wynd-
ham was not a good correspondent, it seemed ; her letter

was very brief and unsatisfactory, and she only mentioned
her husband once, and then merely to say Mr. Wyndham
was well. She signed the letter simply, " Olive," not
using her real name, and told Laura, that Montreal was
tiresome and the Canadians stupid. Miss Blair sent hei

haK a quire of note-paper by way of answer, recording

every item of information, and every possible scrap of

news, and imploring a speedy reply. But Olive never
replied, although August wore itself out while Laura
waited. On the last day of that month, Mrs. Hill re-

ceived a telegram from Portland, Me., from Mr. Wynd-
ham, informing her her master and mistress would arrive

next day.

It was a glorious September afternoon that on which the

wedded pair returned from their short bridal-tour. The
pt^amer swept up to the crowded wharf in a sort of sun-

ourst of glory, and the air was opaque with amber mist,

a3 if it were raining impalpable gold-dust. JSTot a sign of

fog in the cloudless blue sky ; it might have been Yenice
instead of Speckport, so luminously brilliant was sky and
earth that afternoon.

The passengers poured out of the steamer, and came
up the bustling floats, where cabmen, porters, hotel-ruD-

uers and the steamer-hands were making a Babel of dis-

cord, and the passengers wondered to see the crowd of

people looking curiously down uj)on them from the wharf
above. Laura Blair stood straining her eyes for a eight

of her friend. Olive Henderson, with her dangerous
gift of fascination, had won the girl's love as it had never
been won before, and Laura had missed her sadly during

theffe two laet months. As she stood impatiently waiting,



Mn. WTNbHAM'S MOfRiBtt. U%

fehe <vas tliinking of that pleasant Marcii evening when
Olive Henderson had first come to Speckport, and thej>

had watched her walk up these very floats, stately and

tallj leaning on Mr. JDarcj's arm, and wearing a vail over

her face. And while Laura thought of it, and could

Bcarcely believe it was only six months ago, she saw the

same Olive—Olive Wyndham now—coming toward her

on her husband's arm. She was not vailed this time^

although a long drab gossamer vail floated back from the

pretty jockey-hat she wore, and Laura saw how pale and

fagged and spiritless she looked. The next moment, she

had thrown her arms impetuously around her, and was
kissing her rapturously.

" My darling Oily ! my darling Oily !" she was crying

out. " Oh, how glad I am to see you again !"

Her darling Oily did not return the embrace very en-

thusiastically, though her face lit up at sight of her

friend. Laura shook hands with Mr. Wyndham, who
was smiling at her effusions, and then turned again to the

friend she loved.
" Oh, Oily ! how dull it has been since you went away,

and how cruel of you never to write to me I Why didn't

you write V
" Writing is such a bore," Olive said, drearily. I

hate writing. Is that the carriage waiting up there V
" Yes," said Laura ;

" and how did you enjoy your
travel ? You look pale and tired."

" I am tired to death," Mrs. Wyndham said, impa-

tiently, and I have not enjoyed myself at all. Every
place was stupid, and I am glad to be home ! Do let ua

get out of this mob, Mr. Wyndham I"

Mr. Wyndham had paused for a moment to give some
directions about the baggage, and his wife addressed him
eo sharply that Laura stared. Laura noticed during the

homeward drive how seldom she spoke to her husband,
and how cold her tone always was ^rhen she addressed

him. But Mr. Wyndham did not seem to mind much.
He talked to Laura—and Mr. Wyndham knew how to

Ulk—and told her about their travels, and the places thej
15*



had been, and the people thej had met, and the adT-eifc

tures they had encountered.
" OKve reigned Ladj Paramount wherever we went,''

he said, smiling (he never called her Mrs. Wyndliam or
" my wife," always Olive). Our tour was a long suc-

cession of brilliant triumphs for her."

Olive merely shrugged her shoulders disdainfully, and
looked at the swelling meadows as they drove along Red
mon road. A beautiful road in summer time, and the

i^ettlebj cottage was quite lost in a sea of green verdure,

sprinkled with red stars of the scarlet-runners. Ann
Nettleby stood in the door as they drove hy in a cloud ol

dust—in that doorway where pretty Cherrie used to

stand, pretty, flighty little Cherrie, whom Speckport wab
fast learning to forget.

And Redmon! Could Mrs. Leroy have risen from
her grave and looked on Redmon, she might wed have
stared aghast at the magical changes. A lovely little

villa, with miniature peaks and turrets, and a long j^iazza

running around it, and verdant with climbing roses and
sweetbrier. A sloping velvety lawn, on which the draw-

ing-room and dining-rooms windows opened, led from the

house to the avenue; and fair flower-gardens, where
fountains played in marble basins, and bees and butterflies

disported in the September sunshine, spread away on all

sides. Beyond them lay che swelling meadows, the dark

woods
;
and, beyond all, the shming sea aglitter in the

summer sunshine. The groom came up to lead away the

horse, and Mrs. Hill, in a black silk dress and new cap,

stood in the doorway to receive them. The dark, sunless

face of Olive lit up and became luminous for the firtit

time as she saw all this.

" How pretty it is, Laura !" she said. " I am glad I

m\ home."
The servants were gathered in the hall to welcome

their master and mistress as they entered arm-in-arm.

The upholsterer had done his work well, the drawing
room was one long vista of splendor, the dining-i'ocm aJ

most too beautiful for eating in, and there was a conserva

tory the like of which Speckport had never Been befom



Mrs. Wyndliam had a suite of rooms, too—sleeping-room,

drebsing-rooni, bath-room, and boudoir—all opening into

one another in a long vision of briglitness and beauty,

and there was a library which was a library, and not a

mockery and a delusion, and was lined with books from
floor to ceiling. Speckport had been shown the house,

tnd pronounced it perfection.

Olive Wyndham forgot her languor and weariness,

fand broke out in her old delighted way as she went
through it.

" How beautiful it all is !" she cried, and it is all

mine—my own ! I am going to be happy here—I will

be happy here !"

Her black eyes flashed strangely upon her husband
walking by her side, and the hand clenched, as if she

defied Fate from henceforth.
" I hope so," Paul Wyndham said, gravely. " I hope,

with all my heart, you may be happy here."

Laura looked from one to the other in silent wonder.
Mr. Wyndham turned to her as they finished the tour of

the house.
" I suppose Rosebush Cottage is hardly equal to this,

Miss Laura ? Have you been there lately ?"

" Yes," said Laura. Yal and I—he stops with us

now, you know—went through it last week. The rooms
are very pretty, and the garden ig one wilderness of roses

;

and Midge reminds me of Eve in Eden, only there is no
Adam."

" And Midge does not exactly correspond with our
ideas of our fair first mother," laughed Mr. Wyndham.
" I must go there to-morrow and see the place. Will you
oomo, Olive?"

"No, thank you," she said, coldly. " Rosebush Cot-

tage has very httle interest for me."
Again Laura stared.

" Why is she so cross ?" she thought. " How can ahe
be cross, when he seems so kind ? How soon do you ex-

pect your mother, Mr. Wyndham?" she said aloud.
" This is Friday—I shaE leave on Monday morning

for New York to fetch her."
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Taere was an announcement that dinner was read},

and nothing more Wc.s said of Mr. Wjndham's mother
He rode over to Rosebush Cottage early next morning,
attended only by a big Canadian wolf-hound, of whicn
animals he had brought two splendid specimens with him,
and told Midge he was going to leave him as guardian of

the premises. Before he left the cottage, ho called Midge
into the pretty drawi»g-room, and held a very long and
VQYj confidential interview with her, from which she

emerged with her ruddy face blanched to the hue of a

sheet. Whatever was said in that long conversation, its

effect was powerful on Midge ; for she remained in a

dazed and bewildered state for the rest of the day, capable

of doing nothing but sitting with her arms folded on the

kitchen-table, staring very hard at vacancy with her little

round eyes. ,

Mr. Wyndliam departed for New York on Monday
morning, taking the other big dog, Faust, with him. Mrs.
Wyndham took his departure with superb indifference

—

it was nothing to her. John, the coachman, was of as

much consequence in her eyes as the man she had prom
ised to love, honor, and obey. She did not ask him when
he w^as coming back—what was it to her if he never

came ?—but he volunteered the information. " I will be
back next week, Olive," he said. "Good-bye." And
Olive had said good-bye, icily, and swept past him in the

hall, and never once cast a look after him, as he drove
down the long avenue in the hazy September sunshine.

The house-warming at Redmon could not very well

come off until Mr. Wyndham's return; and the prepara-

tions for that great event being going on in magn lucent

style, and Olive eager for it to take place, she was not

sorry when, toward tlie close of the following week, she

learned her husband had returned. It was Miss McGregoi-
who drove up to the vill^ ^^-^ke a call, and related the

news.
"The boat got in about two o'clock, my dear Mra

Wyndham," Jeannette said, " and Mr. Wyndham and hifi

mother came in her. I chanced to be on the wharf, and
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I saw them go up together, and enter a cab and drive oH
I am sio-prised they are not here."

" They drove to Rosebush Cottage, I presume," Olive

said, rather haughtily. ''Everything is in readinciss for

Mrs. AV^yndhani there."

^' What is she hke, Jeannette'^" asked Laura, who was
always at lledmon, familiarly. "1 sup])ose she was dressed

in black?"
" Yes," Miss McCTregor said, " she was dressed in

black, and wore a thick black vail over her face, and they

had driver, oif before any one had time to speak to them.

No doubt, she would be present at the house-warming,

and then they could call on her afterwai'd."

But Mrs. VVyndham, Senior, did not appear at the

house-warmftig ; and society was given to undei-stand,

very quietly, by Mr. Wyndham, that his mother would
receive no callers. Her liealth forbade all exertion or ex-

citement, it appeared. She seldom, if ever, crossed her

own threshold, from week's end to week's end ; and it

w^as her habit to keep her room, and she did not care to

be disturbed by any one. Her health was not so very

poor as to require medical attendance ; but Mr. Wyndham
owned she was somewhat eccentric, and he liked to humor
her. Speckport was quite disappointed, and said, it

thought Mr. Wyndharn's mother was a very fiingular

person, indeed I

CHAPTEK XXX.

VEKY MYSTERIOUS.

HE house-warming at Hedmon was such a

house-warming as Speckport never saw be-

fore; for, as Mr. Blake wdth his custonuiry

good sense remarked, "When Mrs. P. Wyna-
ham did that sort of thing, she did do it " In

t^e luminous darkness of the September evenin«^ ih%
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carriages of the guests drove tliroiigli tlie tall iron gates

up tlie back avenue, all aglow with red, and blue, and
green lamps, twinkling like tropical fireflies among the

trees. The whole front of the beautiful villa blazed with
illumination, and up in the gilded gallery the musicians

were filling the scented air with delicious melody. It

was not liednion, this ; it was fairy-land ; it was a scene

out of the Arabian Nights, and the darkly-beautiful lady

in ruby velvet and diamonds, welcoming her friends, was
the Princess Ikdelbradour, lovely enough to turn the

heads of a brigade of poor Aladdins. Society went
through the house that night, and had the eyes dazzled

in their heads by the blinding radiance of light, and the

glowing coloring and richness of all. The ladies went
into raptures over Mrs. Wyndham's rooms, and the literary

people cast envious eyes over the book-lined library, with
its busts of poets, and pictures of great men, dead and
gone. There was a little room opening olf this library

that seemed out of keeping in its severe plainness with
the magnificence of the rest of the house—a bare, severe

room, with only one window, looking out upon the vel-

vety sward of the lawn at the back of the villa ; a room
that had no carpet on the floor, and very little furniture,

only two or three chairs, a baize-covered writing-table, a

leather covered lounge under the window, a few pictures

of dogs and horses, a plaster head of John Milton, a se-

lection of books on swinging shelves, a bureau, a dress-

ing-table, a lavatory, a shaving-glass, and a sofa-bedst«ad.

Except the servants' apartments, there was nothing at all

fto plain as this in the whole house ; and when people

disked what it was, they were told by Mrs. Hill, who
showed the house, that it was Mr. Wyndham's room.

S'es, this was Mr. Wyndham's room, the only room in

that house he ever entered, save when he went to dinner,

or when visitors required his presence in the drawing-

room or library. His big dog Faust slept on a rug beside

the table, his canaries sung to him in their cages

around the window, lie wrote in that hard leathern arm-

chair beside the green-baize table, he lay on that lounge

i^der the open window in th^ golden breeze ol
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ftepteinber weather, and smoked endless cigars ; late

nto the night his lamp glimmered in that qniet

room; and when it went out after midnigt,c^ he
was sleeping the sleep of the jmt on the sofa-bedstead,

The servants at Redmon talked, as servants will talk, abom
tlie palpable estrangement between master and mistress,

about their never meeting, except at dinner, when tliere

always was company ; for Mrs Wyndham breakfasted In

the boudoir, and Mr. Wyndham never ate luncheon. iEe

was quite hermit-like in his habits, this pale, inscrutable

young author—one glass of wine sufficed for him—he
was out of bed and at work before the stable-bojs or

scullery-maids were stirriuo^, and his only extravagance

was in the vay of cigars. From the day he had married
Olive Henderson until this, he had never asked or received

one stiver of her money ; he had more than sufficient of

his own for his simple wants and his mother's, and had
Olive been the hardest virago of a landlady, she could

hardly have brought in a bill against him, even for board
and lodging, for he more than repaid her for both. He
was always courteous, genial, and polite to her—too polite

for one spark of her affection
;
always deferring to her

wishes, and never attempting in the smallest iota to inter-

fere with her caprices, of thwart her desires, or use his

husbandly authority. She was in every way as much
her own mistress as she had ever been ; so much so that

sometimes she wondered, and found it impossible to realize

that she was really married. No, she was not married

;

these two had never been united either in heart or desire

;

they were bound together sl compact never mentioned
?iow. What had he gained by this marriage? Olive some-
times wonderingly asked herself. He told her, or as gocKi

as told her, he wanted her for her money; but now that

money was at his disposal, and he never made use of it

What had he married her for?
" Plow proud you must be of your husband, Mrs.

Wyndham !" other women had said to her, w^hen abroad
;

and sometimes, in spite of herself, a sharp pang cut to the
center of her haughty heart at the words. Why, these

woinen had aa Hiuch right to be proud of huo^ to
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speak to him, to be near him, as she had. Proud of him I

She thought she had cause to hate him, she was wicked
enough to wish to hate him, but she could not. Keithei
couhl slie despise him ; she might treat him as coldly as

fihe pleased, but she never could treat him with contempt
There was a dignity about the man, (he dignity of a gen-

tleman and a scholar, that asserted itself, and made her

respect him, as she never had respected any other mar.
Once or twice a strange thought had come across her

;

a thought that if he would come to her and tell her he
was growing to love her, and ask her not to be so cruelly

cold and repellent, she might lay her hand on his shoulder

with the humility of a little child, and trust him, and
yield herself to him as her friend and protector through
life, and be simply and honestly happy, like other women.
13ut he never did this ; his manner never changed to her in

the slightest degree. She had nothing to complain of from
him, she had every cause to be grateful for his kindness and
clemency. And so she shut herself up in her pride, and
silenced fiercely her mutinous heart, and sought happiness

in costly dress and jewelry, and womanly employment,
and incessant visiting, and party-giving, and receptions,

and money-spending—and failed miserably. Was she
never to be happy? She had everything her heart could

desire—a beautiful house, servants to attend her, rich

garments to wear, and she fared sumptuously every day

;

but for all that, she was wretched. I do not suppose
Dives was a happy man. There is only one receipt in

this wide world for happiness, believe me, and that is

goodness. We may be happy for a brief while, with the

brief happiness of a lotus-eater; but it cannot last—it

cannot last ! and the after-misery is worse than anything

we ever suffered before. Olive Henderson had said she

would be happy, she had tried to compel herself to 1)6

happy ; and thought for a few poor minutes, sometimes,

when she found herself the belle of some gay party,

dancing and laughing, and reigning like a queen, that she

had succeeded. But " Oh, the lees are bitter, bitter
!"

Next day she would know what a ghastly mockery it had

all been^ aad sh^j would watch Paul Wyndham, mouut^
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on liifl pony, with Lis dog beliind him, riding away to hii

mother 8 cottage, with a passionately rebellious and bitter

heart, and wonder if he or any one else in the wide
world would really care if they found her lying on the

floor of her costly boudoir, etark and dead, slain by her

own hand.

Paul Wyndham appeared io he ?ery fond of liij

mother, if he was not of his wife. lie rode over to llose-

bush Cottage every day, rain or shine, and sometimes staid

there two or three days together.

Mr.Wyndham's mother, for all her age and her ill-health,

could play the piano, it seemed. People going past Rose-
bush Cottage had often heard the piano going, and played,

too, with masterly skill. At first, it was thought to be
Mr. Wyndliam himself, who was quite a musician, but
they soon found out the piano-playing went on when he
was known to be at Redmon. Olive heard all this, and,

like Speck^ort, would 1lave given a good deal to sec Mr.
Wyiidham's mother ; but she never saw her. She had
asked him, carelessly, if his mother would come to the

house-warming, and he had said No, she never went
out and so the house-warming had come off without
her.

There was one person present on that occasion whom
Speckport wa« surprised to see, and that was Captain
Cavendish. Captain Cavendish had received a card of

invitation, and, having arrayed himself in his uniform,

made his ap^^earance as a guest, in the house he once
lioped to call his own. Those floating stories, whispered
by the servants, and current in the town, of the cold dis-

union between husband and wife, had reached him, and
delighted him more than words can tell. After all, then, she

had loved him ! Doubtless she spent her nights in secret

weeping and mourning for his loss, fit to tear her Ula' k

hair out by the roots, in her anguish at having lost hini.

He was very late in arriving at Redmon, purposely late
;

and he could imagine h^r straining her eyes toward the

drawing-room doCi, hbr heart throbbing at every fresh

announcement, and turning sick with disappoiatment
srhen she found it was not he, W'^uld she betray any
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emotion when she met him ? Would her voice falter, her
ejee droop, her color rise, or her hand turn cold in hi#

own?
Oh, Captain Cavendish ! you might have spared your-

self the trouble of all these conjectures. Not one poor
thouglit had she ever given you ; not once had your image
crossed her mind, until you stood dowing before her ; and
th3n, when she spoke to you, every nerve was as steady a^

when, an instant later, she welcomed old Squire I'od. tier

eyes were following furtively another form, nothing like

so tall, or stately, or gallant as your own. Captain Caven-
dish; another form that went in and out through the
crowd—the form of her husband, who welcomed every
one with a face infinitely kind and genial, who found
partners for forlorn damsels, who stopped to talk cour-

teously to neglected wall-flowers, and who came to where
his wife stood every now and then, and addiessed her as

any other gentleman in his own house mighc address his

wife, showing no sign of coldness or disunion on his part,

at least.

Captain Cavendish was disappointed, and all Speck-
port with him. Where was the cold neglect on Mr. Wynd-
ham's part, they had come prepared to see and relish ? where
the haughty disdain of the neglected and resentful wife ?

They were calmly polite to one another, and what more
was required ? As long as Mr. Wyndham did not beat

her, or Mrs. Wyndham showed no sign of intending to

elope with any other man, Speckport could see no reason

why it should set them down as other than a very well-

mate] led couple.

It was noticeable that Mr. Wyndham that night paid

rather marked attention to one of the lady guests present

;

but as the lady wore black bombazine and crape, a widow's
cap, and was on the frosty side of fifty, no scandal came
of it. The lady was poor Mrs. Marsh, who had come,
nothing loth, and who simpered a good deal, and waa
fluttered and flattered to find herself thus honored by the

IUHBter of Eedmon.
" Her $tQry is 1^ y^rj §ad one, Olive," he said ;

" J
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am glad jou settled that annuity upon L^^r; it does yon
credit."

Olive said nothing; but a dark red streak flashed

across her face—a burning glow of shame She was
thinking of Mrs. Major Wheatly's governess—what
would rani Wyndhani say of tliat paie little girl if he
knew all ? Mrs. Wyndliam liad i-epeatedl.v invited W'lm

Rose to Itcdmon ; and Miss Rose had come two o^' three

times, but never when there was company.
Mr. Wyndham led Mrs. Marsh in to sapper, and sat

beside her, and filled her plate with good things, and
talked to her all through tliat repast. His wife, sitting

between Major Wlieatly and the Rev. Augustus Tod,
still watched him askanee, and wondered what he could

find to say to that insipid and faded nonentity, who sim-

pered like a school-girl as she listened to him. But shortly

after conducting Mrs. Marsli back to the ballroom, and
seeing her safely seated at a card-table, he disappeared,

and was nowhere to be seen. Every one was so busy
dancing, and fiirting, and card-playing, that his absence

was quite unnoticed—no, not quite, his wife had observed

it. It was strange the habit she had insensibly contracted,

of watching this man, for whom she did not care—or per-

suaded herself? she did not—of listening for his voice, his

step, and feeling better satisfied, somehow, to see him in

the room. Where had he gone to? What was he doing?

llow could he be so rude as to go and leave their guests \

She grew distrait, then fidgety, then feverishly and fool-

ishly anxious to know what he could be about, and who
he was with ; and gliding unobserved from the crowded
ballroom, she visited the dining-room, the library^ peeped
into his own room, which she never condescended to en

tor; all in vain. Mr. Wyndham was rowhere to be seen.

"It is very strange!" said Mrs. Wyndliam to herself,

knitting her black brow—alwa^^s her habit when annoyed.

It is most extraordinary conduct ! J think ho. might
show a little more attention to his guests."

The library windows opened on the velvet I'awn. and
were opened now to their widest extent, to admit the eool

aight air. Bho stepped out into the pale stai'lit n'ght, her
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rich ru])y velvet dress and starry diartionds g.owmg diml/
in the hmiinous darkness. As she walked aci-oss the lawn^

glad to be alone for a moment, a fignro all in white flew

])ast her witli a rush, but not before she had recognized

the frightened face of Laura Blair.

"Laura!" she said, "is it you? "What is the mat
teri"

Laui'a stopped, and passed her hands over her beating

heavt.
" I have had such a scare ! I came out of the consei*^

vatory five minutes ago, on to the lawn to get cool, when
I saw a figure tliat had been standing under the trees dart

behind one of them, as if to hide. The person seemed to

have been watching the house, and was trying to hide from
me. It frightened me, and I ran."

Olive W yndham w^as physicially as brave as a man

:

she never screamed, or ran, or went into hysterics, from
palpable terror. Now, she drew Laura's arm within her

own, and turned in tlie direction that young lady had
come.

" You little goose," she said, " it was some of the peo-

ple here, out to get cool hke yourself. We will go and
see who they are."

" I don't believe it is any of the people here. I think

it was a woman in a long cloak, with the hood over her
bead. Oh, 1 had rather not go I"

" Nonsense ! it was some of the servants, or some curi-

ous, inquisitive straggler, come to
"

She stopped, for Laura had made a warning gesture,

and whispered, " Look there !" Olive looked. Directly

opposite the house, and slirinking behind ^-a clump of cedar

trees, on the edge of a tliickly-wooded portion of the
grounds, she could see a figure indistinctly in the star-

light—the figure of a female it looked, wearing, as Laura
said, a long cloak, with the hood drawn over the head and
shrouding the face. They were in deep shadow them-
selves, and Laura hid her white dress behind some laurel

bushes. Olive's curiosity was excited by the steadfast

manner in which the shrouded fifjure wutclied the house

^--through tlxQS^ l<ii'ge, lighted windows, Olive knew tb©



person could distinctlj see into the drawing-room, if not

aistiDguisli tlie people tliere.

" Laura," she whispered, " I must find out who that

is. I can get round without being seen—you remain and
wait for me here."

Keeping in the shadow, Olive skirted the lawn and
round the cedar clump, without being seen or heard by
fhe watcher. She glided behind the stunted trees ; but
lliough she was almost near enough to touch the singulai

apparition, she could not see its face, it was so shrouded
by the cowl-like hood. While she stood waiting for it to

turn round, a man crossed the lawn hurriedly, excitedly,

and, with a suppressed exclamation, clasped the cloaked

figure in his arms. Olive hardly repressed a cry—the man
was her husband, Paul Wyndhani 1

" My darling !" she heard him say, in a voice she nevei

forgot—a voice so full of infinite love and tenderness, that

it thrilled to her very heart—" my darling, why have you
doh« this? I have been searching for you everywhere
since I heard you were here. My love ! my love I how
could you be so rash ?"

" I was so lonely, Paul, without you !" a woman's voice

answered—a voice that had a strangely-familiar sound, and
Olive saw the cloaked figure clinging to him, trustingly.
" I was so lonely, and I wanted to see them all. But I

am very cold now, and I want to go home !"

"I shall take 3^ou home at once, my darling 1 Youi
carriage is waiting at the gate. Como, I know a path

through this wood that will lead us out— it will not do to -

go down the avenue. Oh, my dearest 1 never bo so rash

again I You might have been seen."

They were gone; disappearing into the black cedai

woods, like two dark specters, and Olive Wyndham came
out from her place of concealment, and stood an instant or

two like one who has been stunned by a blow. Laura
Blair rose up at her approach with a startled face, and saw
that she was ghastly white.

" Oilj I" Laura said, in a scared voice, " wasn't that

Mr. Wyndham who went away with—^with—that per
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Olive Wyndliam turned suddenly upon her, and gmp

ed her ann, with a violence that made Laura cry out with
pain.

"Laura Blair I'' she cried, witli passionate fierceness

in her voice, " if ever you say a word of what 3^ou have
seen to night, I will kill you !"

With which remarlc, Mrs. Wyndham walked away,
stepped through the library window, and into the house.

She was in the drawing-room when poor Laura ventured
in, sitting at the piano, enchanting her guests with some
new and popular music, but with a face that had blanched

to a sickly white. She might play, she might talk, slie

might laugh and dance, but she could not banish that

frozen look from her face ; and her friends, looking at her,

inquired anxiously if she was ill
;
no, slie said she was not

ill ; but she had been out in the grounds a short time be-

fore, and had got chilled—that was all.

Half an hour later, Mr. Wyndham re-appeared in the

drawing-room, with a calm face that hid his secret guilt

well. Some of the people were already beginning to de-

part, and his absence was unknown to all save two. Once
he spoke to his wife, remarking on her paleness, and tell-

ing her she had fatigued herself dancing ; and she had
laughed strangely and answered, yes, it had been a delight-

ful evening all through, and she had never enjoyed herself

so much. And then she was animatedly bidding the last

of her guests good-night, and the lights were fled, the gar-

lands dead, and the banquet-hall deserted. And Paul
Wyndham bade her good night, and eft her alone in her

vulvet robes and diamond necklace, and splendid misery,

and never dreamed that he was found out.

Mr. and Mrs. Wyndham did not meet again until Sun-

day. The next day, Friday, the young author had gone
over to Rosebush Cottage with his MSS. and fishing-rod,

and there spent the rest of the week. The dissipation at

E-edmon, the constant round of dressing, and visiting, and
party-giving, knocked him up, he told Val Blake, and un
fitted him for work

;
and, at the cottage, he couhl recniit,

and smoke, and get on with his writing.

Speckport saw Mrs. Wyndham driving, and riding, and
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promenading through its streets, that day and the next,

Deautifnlly dressed and looking beautiful, but Speckport
never once dreamed of the devouring jealousy that had
eaten its way to her inmost heart, and must hitlierto be

added to her other tortures. Yes, Olive Wyndham was
jealous, with the fierce jealousy of sucli natuies as her&- •

and your dark women can be jealous of your fair women
with a vengeance. And as real jealousy without love is

simply an impossibility, the slow truth broke upon Olive

Wyndham that she had grown to love her husband.

How it had come about, Heaven only knows ; she had
honestly done her best to hate him. But that mischievoufi

little blind god, flying his arrows at random, had sliot one
straight to her haughty heart. This, then, was the secret

of all her anxiety and watchfulness, though she had never
suspected it—she might have been a long time in suspect*

ing it, but for the discovery made in the grounds that

night. She loved him who would never love her. She
knew him indifferent to herself ; but while she thought
him equally indifferent to every one else, she had not cared

much ; but now, but now I Who was this woman who
had stepped between her and the man to whom she was
married ?

Who was she? who was she? she asked herself the

miserable question a hundred times a minute—she could

think of nothing else—but she never could answer it. Is
all Speckport she could not fix upon any one she knew
Paul Wyndham was likely to address such words as she

liad heard to. How their memory thrilled her—those

tones so full of passionate love—it made her grind her
teeth to think of them.

" If I had her here, whoever she is," she thought, " I

could tear the eyes out of her head, and send her back to

him streaming blood I Oh, who can she be ? who can she
be?"

It was Catty Clowrie who first changed the course of
her ideas, and set her off at a new tangent. Catty was
sewing at the villa; and, as Mrs Wyndham, in her mis-

erable restlessness, wandered from I'oom to room, she came
at last to a pleasant vine-grown glass porch at the back oi
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tlie hoTiBO, where Miss Clowrie sat stitcling away in the

afteraooa sunsliiiie. An open book lay beside her, as if

she had just been reading, and Olive saw it was Mr. Wynd-
ham's volume of travels. She took it up ^^ith a strange

contradictory feeling of tenderness for the insensate thing.
" JTow do yon like it ?" she asked, looking at his por-

trait in front, the deep, thoughtful eyes gazing back at

her from the engraving, with the same inscrutable look

she knew so well.
" I think it is lovely," said Catty. " I wish I could

finish it, but I must get on with my work. Mr. Wynd-
ham must be wonderfully clever ; his descriptions set the

places before you as if you saw them."
Olive sat down, and began talking to this girl, whom

she instinctively disliked, about her husband and lier lius-

band's books. Catty, snapping off her thread, asked at

last:

" Mr. Wyndham is not at home to-day, is he ? I haven't

Been him."
" No," said his wife, carelessly, " he has gone over to

Rosebush Cottage."

Miss Clowrie gave an unpleasant little laugh.
" Of course he is at Rosebush Cottage ! Every one

knows Mr. Wyndham never goes anywhere else ! If he
had a Fair Rosamond shut up there, he could not be fonder
of going there. Mr. Wyndham must be very much at-

tached to his mother."
There was a long blank pause after her cruel speech,

during which the mistress of Redmon never took the book
from before her face. She felt that she was deadly pale,

And had sense enough left not to wish Catty Clowrie to

»ee it. She rose up presently, throwing the book on the

ground as she did so, and walked out of the porch with
such fierce rebellious bitterness in her heart, ns never at

her worst of misery had she felt before. A l^^iir Rosa
mond ! Yes, the secret was out I and what a blind fool

she must have been not to have seen it before ! It wai
no sickly old mother Paul Wyndham had shut up in Rose-

bush Cottage, but a fair inamorata. It was she, too, whom
they had seen in the grounds the previous night j she who^
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frearied of her pretty prison without him, and full of cu-

nosit}^, doubtless, liad come to Redmon. " I was so lo nely

without you, Paul !"—she remembered the sweet and
strangelj^-familiar voice that had said those words, and the

tender caress which had answered them ; and she sank

down in her jealous rage and despair in her own room,

lilting herself and all the world. Oh, my poor 01i\'el

THu-ely retribution had overtaken you, surely judgment.

fallen upon you even in this life, for your sins of am-
bition and pride

!

Mrs. Wyndham was not much of a church-goer, but

rather the reverse. She had a heathenish way of loUvrti^^

in her boudoir Sundays, and listening with a dreamy se?;.-

Euous pleasure to the clashing of bells, and falling asleej.»

when they ceased, and awakening to read novels uni;

dinner-time.

But sometimes she went to the fashionable Episcopal^

church, and yawned in the face of the- Rev. Augustus
Tod, expounding the word rather drawlingly in his white
surplice, and sometimes she went to the cathedral with
Laura Blair. She took the same sensuous, dreamy pleasure

in going there that she did in listening to the bells, or in

reading Owen Meredith's poetry. She liked to watch th^^

purple, and violet, and ruby, and amber glows from tlie

stained-ghiss windows on the heads of the faithful; she

liked to listen to the grand solemn music of the old church,

to inhale the floating incense, and listen to the chanting

of the robed priests. And best of all she liked to see thft

Sisters of Charity glide noiselessly in through some side-

door, with vailed faces and bowed heads, and to weave
romances about them all the time high mass was going on.

Matter-of-fact Catholics about her wondered why Mrs.

Wyndham stared so at the Sisters, and it is probable the

Sist(;rs tliemselves would have laughed good-naturedly had
they known of the tale of romance with which the dark -

eyed heiress invested them. But it was not to look at the

nuns—though she did look at them, almost wishing she

were one too, and at rest from the great world-strife—it

was not to look at them she had come to the cathedral to-

day, but to listen to a celebrated preacher somewhere froiti
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the [JniteiJ States. Laura had told her he was a Jesuil -^

those terrible Jesuits!—and Olive had almost as much
curiosity to see a Jesuit as a nun. So she drove to the

cathedra] in her carriage, and sat in Mr. Blair's cushioned
pew, and watched the people filling the large building,

arid listened to the grand, solemn strains of the org.'in

touched by the masterly hand ; and all listlessly enough.
But suddenly her heart gave a quick plunge, and all list-

lessness was gone. There, coming up the aisle, beliind

fche sexton, was a gentleman and a lady ; a gentleman
whose step she would have known the wide world over,

and a lady she was more desirous of seeing than any otlier

being on earth. It was Mr. Wyndliam and his mother,
and dozens of heads turned in surprise and curiosity, to

look at that hitherto invisible mother. But she was in-

visible still, at least her face was, for the long black crape

vail she wore was so impenetrably thick, no human eyes

could pierce it. They saw she was tall and very slender,

although she wore a great double black woolen shawl that

would have made the slightest girlish form look clumsy
and stout. She bent forward slightly as she walked,

but the stoop was not the stoop of age—Olive Wyndhani
saw that. Mr. Wyndham, hat in hand, his mother hanging
on his arm, his pale face gravely reverent, entered the

pew the sexton indicated, after his mother.

It was directly in front of Mr. Blair's, facing the

grand altar, and the jealous wife had an excellent chance
of watching her husband and his companion.

Paul Wyndham was not a Catholic—he did not pre-

tend to be anything in particular, a favorite creed with
his countrymen, I think—but he was a gentleman ; so ho
rose and sat and knelt as the worshipers about him did,

and never once turned his back to the altar to stare at the

choir.

Mrs. Wyndham, Senior, made no attempt to raise her

vail during the whole service. She knelt most of the

time with her face lying on the front rail of the pew, as

if in prayer—a good deal to the surprise of those who saw
her and imagined her not of their faith.

Olive never took her eyes off her—the Sistera oi
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Charity, the swinging censers, the mitrf,d bishop, tlie

robed pnests, tlie solemn ceremonies, the swelling rn^isic.

were all nnheard and unseen—that woman in front ab-

sorbed every scr^se she possessed. Even when the Jesuit

mounted to the pulpit, she only gave him one gliincCj and

8aw that he was tall ana thin and sallow, and not a bit

;oily and Jesuit-like, and returned to her watching of Mr.

jW'yndhanrs mother. That lady seemed to pay attention

to the sermon, if her daughter-in-law did not, and a very

impressive sermon it was, and one Olii-e Wyndham would
have done well to heed. He took for his text that solemn
warning of our Lord, "What will it avail a man to gain

the whole world and lose his o^vn soul ?" and the hearts

of his hearers tlirillcd within them with wholesome fear

as they listened to the discourse which followed. " You
are here to-day, but you may be gone to-morrow. O ray

brethren the sonorous voice, which rang from aisle to

aisle, like the trump of the last angel, cried ;
" the riches

you are laboring so hard to amass you may never enjoy.

The riches for which you toil by day and by night mean
nothing if your poor span of existence permits you to

accomplish them. Stop and think, oh, worldlings, while
time remains. Work while it is yet day, for the night is

at liand, and work for the glorj^ which shall last for

eternity. The road over which you are walking leads

nowhere, but ends abruptly in the yawnii^.g grave.' The
fame for which you suffer and struggle and give up ease

and rest, will bo wdien over but a hollow sound, heard for

one poor, pitiful moment, ere your ears are stilled in death,

and your laurel crown dust and ashes. The great of this

world—who made kings their puppets, and the nations oi

the earth their toys--have lived their brief space and are

gone, and what avails them now the glory and the great-

ness they won ? The fame of Shakespeare, of Alexander,
of NajDoleon of France, of a Byron, and a Milton, and al)

other great men—great in this life—remains to posterity,

but what availed it all to them at the judgment-seat of

God. There, at that awful tribunal, where we all must
stand, nothing but their good works—if they ever did

good works—could soften the rigor of Divine Justice.



The world is like an express-train, rushing iQadly on, i»';tll

a fathomless precipice at the end ; and you laugh and sing

Dn your way to it, consoling yourself with the thought,
* At the last moment I will repent, and all will be well.'

But the Divine Justice has answered yoa beforehand

—

terribly answered you—'You shall seek me and you shall

aot hnd me, and you shall die in your sins !'

The sermon was a very long one, and a very terribl(*

one, likely to stir the dead souls of the must hardened sin-

ner there. It was noticeable that Mr. W^'iidham's mother
never lifted her head all the time, but that it lay on the

pew-rail, and that she was as iinmovublc as a li^nire carved
in ebony. Olive Wyndham liad to listen, and her cheek
blanched as she did so. Was this sermon preached for

her ? Was she bartering her immortal soul for dross, so

soon to be taken frotn her ? And then a wild terror took

possession of her, and she dared think no longer. She
could have put her lingers to her ears to shut out the

inexorable voice, thundering awfully to her conscience:
" You shall seek me and you shall not find me, and you
shall die in your sins." There w^as a dead silence of

dumb fear in the cathedral when the eloquent preacher

descended, and very devout were the hearers until the

conclusion of mass. Then they poured out, a good deal

more subdued than when they had entered, and Olive had
to go wnth the rest. Mr. Wyndham and his mother
showed no sign of stirring, nor did they leave their pew
until the last straggler of the congregation was gone. The
carriage from Rosebush Cottage was waiting outside the

fates, and Mr. Wyndham assisted his mother in, and they

rove off.

Olive dined at Mr. Blair's that day, and heard them
discussing the sermon, and the unexpected appearance of

Ml'. Wyndham and his mother. Olive said very little

—

the panic in her soul had. not ceased The shortness of

time, the length of eternity—that terriule eternity !—had
never been brought so vividly before her before. Was
the expresf;-train in wliich she was flying through life near

the end—near tliat awful chasm where al? .vas blackness

and h®rror? Human tUiiigs frittered away —earthly
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troubles, giga:itic before, looked punj and insign ticant

seen in the light of eternity—so soon to begin, nerer to

end! She had been awakened—she never could sleep

again tlie blind, heathenish sleep that had been hers all

her life, or woe to lier if she could.

Mr. Blake and Miss Blair walked home with her In the

hazy September moonlight. They found Mr. Wyndhani
8itt:ng in one of the basket-chairs in the glass porch,

looking nj) at the moon as seen through tlie smuke of hi»

cigar, and OHve's inconsistent heart throbbed as if il

would break from its prison and fiy to him. Oh, if all

this miserable acting could end ; if he would only love

her, and let her love him, she would yield forever the

wealth that had never brought her happiness, and be his

true and loving wife from henceforth, and tiy and atone

for the sins of the past. She might be a good woman yet,

if her life could only be simple and true like other

women, and all this miserable sccresy at an end. But,

though the silken skirt of her rich robe touched him, they

could not have been further apart if the wide world
divided them. She could have laid her head down on the

table there, and wept passionate, scalding tears, so uttei-ly

forlorn and wretched and lonely and unloved did she feel.

She could not talk—something rose in her throat and
choked her—but she listened to Mr. Wyndham telling in

his quiet voice how ho had persuaded his mother to go
out that day to hear the fauious preacher, and kow he
thought it had done her good.

V al and Laura did not stay long, but set out^ on theii

moonlit homeward way. Ann Nettleby sat in her own
doorway, and Yal paused to speak to her.

" No news of Cherrie, yet, Ann
Ann made the usual reply, " No," and they walked on,

talking of lost Cherrie.

"I'll find her out yet," Mr. Blake said, determinedly.
I don't despair, even though—well, what's the matter ?"

Laura had uttered im exclamation, and clung suddenly
to his arm. Kedmon road was lonely, as you know, and
not a creature was to bo seen ; but Laura was pointing to

whorCj under the treesj '\\\ the moonlight, a v/omau
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Btanding stMl. A woniaii or a si)int, wliicli ? For it wai
robed if) white from head to foot, and a shower of pale
hah- drifted over its shouldei's. The face turned tc^vard
tl em as tJiej aj-)proached, a face as white as tiie di-ess, and
f.aiira J31air uttered a loud shriek as she saw it, reeJcd
and would have fallen, had not \^al caught her in iiis

ai'u^s.

Val had turned white himself, for the pale shadow
under th(} trees had worn the dead face of KathaHe Marsh !

As J.aura shrieked it had vanished, in a ghostly manner
enough, among the trees, and Yal Blake was left standing
gaping iu the middle of Eedmon road, holding a fainting
lifcJy in his arms.

OHAPTEK XXXI.

YAL's DI800VBBT.

K. BLAKE was in a predicament. Some men
there are who would by no means turn aghast

at being obliged to hold a fair, fainting dam-
sel in their arms, but Mr. Blake was none of

these. Should he lay her down on the road

while he went for help, or should he carry her to the

Nettleby Cottage? Yes, that was the idea ; and Mr. Blake
lifted the fair fainted in his stalwart arms, and bore her
f flE like a man. The cottage was very near, and Mr. Blake
was big and strong ; but for all that he was in a very red

and panting state when he gave a thundering knock at

the cottage-door. One hundred and twenty pounds cf

female loveliness is no joke to carry, even for a short dis-

tance ; and he leaned Miss Blair up against the door-post

in such a way that she nearly toppled over on Miss Ann
Nettleby's head, when that young lady opened the door.

Ann screamed at the sight. iuitMr, Blake pushe-d paist hei

with very little ceremony.
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Slic'H only fainted, Ann I Don't make a he tiling,

(iet some water, or hartshorn, or something, and brin^

her to.''

Miss Ann Ncttleby was a young lady of considenible

presence v.f mind, and immediately began to anply re-

storatives. Whether it was that nature was coming rouu<l

of her own accord, or from the intrinsic merit of burnt

featliers lield under her nose, and cold water doused in

her face, Mise Blair, with a long, shivering sigli, consented

at last to come to, and looked around her with a blank,

bewiklered stare.

Wei], Laura," said Val, stooping over her, " how do
you find yourself, now

At the sound of his voice, recollection seemed to flash

vividly across Laura's mind. She was lying on tlie couch
in the front room ; but she started up with a scream, lier

eyes dilating, and, to Mr. Make's dismay, flung herself

into his arms.

Oh, Val 1" she cried, cKnging wildly to Iiini, the

ghost 1 ihe ghost ! I saw the ghost of Nathalie Marsh."
An7i Kettleby's eyes grew as round as saucers.
" The ghost of Nathalie Marsh !" she repeated.

"Lor! Miss Laura, you haven't seen her ghost, have
youf

"Come, Laura, don't be frightened," said Val, sooth-

ingly, thougli sorely perplexed himself. "Thei*e is no
ghost here, at all events. Perhaps you had better go
back to Kedmon, and stay with Mrs. Wyndham all

night."

But Laura, gasping and hysterical, protested she would
not venture out that night again for all the world, an l

ended tlie declaration by falling back on the lounge in i

violent tit of hysterics. Yal seized his hat and made for

t!iO door.
" You look after her, Ann," he said, " and I'll run up

to Redrnon for Mrs. Wyndham. She'll die before morn
ing if bhe ijeeps on like this."

Mr. Blake's long limbs never measured off the ^ round
8o rapidly before, as they did now the distance between
the cottage and the villa. In the whole course of hia
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lite, Yal Blake had never received sucli a staggerer as ht
had this night. lie did Jiot heheve in gliosts ; lie was as

devoid of imagination as a pig; he had not eaten a heavy
supper, nor drank one single glass of wine, yal iie had
seen the ghost of Nathalie Marsh ! They had not been
talking of the dead g'*'l; they had not been thinking of

her; yet slie had stood before them, wearing the faee^

and looking at them out of the blue eyes tliey knew so

well. It was all very line to talk of the freaks of the

eense of vision, of optical illusions, and all that sort of

thing. It was no illusion, optical or otherwise. Nath-
alie Marsh was dead and buried, and they had seen her
ghost on Eedmon Koad.

The servant who answered Mr. Blake's ring looked

rather surprised, but showed him into the library, and
went in search of his mistress. Olive came in, wearing
the dress in which they had left her, and Yal told liis

Btory with blunt straightforwardness. Olive's black eyes

opened to their widest extent.
" Seen a ghost ! My dear Mr. Blake, do I understand

you aright ?"

Mr. Blake gave one of his nods.
*' Yes. It was a ghost, and it frightened Laura into a

fit ; and she's in one still, down there at Nettleby's. It

was a ghost, I'll take my oath of it; for it had Natlialie

Marsh's face, and Nathalie Marsh is dead and buried."

There was a slight noise at the door. Olive Wynd-
nam's quick ear recognized it, and she turned roinid.

Mr. Blake followed her eyes, and saw Paul Wyiidham
standing in the doorway. But what ailed him ? Ills fac€

was always pale; but it looked ghastly at ihis rna.

ment, turning from its natural hue to an awful ashes

white.
" Hallo, Wyndham !" cried Yal, " what's gone wrong

with you? Y^u look as if yon had seen a ghost your
self."

"There is nothing the matter with me," said Mr.
Wyndham, coming quietly forward. "What is thi'.t

about ghosts, and where liave you left Miss Blair

At Nettleby's, fit to die Oif frigh^, We saw a
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woman who lias been dead for more than a jeai, on the

road ; and Laura screamed out, and dropped down like a

Btone I"

"My dear Blake!"
" I wanted her to come up here," pursued Val, "and

Btay all night, but she went off into strong hysterics in the

middle of what I was saying; so I left her with Ann
i

Nettleby, and 'anie up here for Mrs. Wj-ndham."
"1 will go to her at once," Olive said, ringing the

bell; "but, Mr. Blake, I don't understand this at all.

Seen a ghost! It is incomprehensible I"

" J ust so !" said Mr. Blake, with constitutional com-
posure, " but it's true, for all that. Nathalie Marsh is

dead, and buried over there in the cemote4*y
;

but, for all

that, I saw her as plainly this night on Kednion road as

ever I saw her in my life
!"

There was something in Mr. Blake's manner that

carried conviction with it, and Mr. Blake was not the man
to tell a cock-and-bull story, or let himself be easily de-

ceived. Had Laura Blair, a fanciful and romantic girl,

alone told the story, every one would have laughed in-

credulously, but Yal Blake was another story. Matter-of-

fact Yal had no fancies, natural or supernatural, and tok"

his story with a resolute air of conviction now that per
plexed his hearers. Mr. Wyndham affected to laugh

;

but, somehow, the laugh was mirthless, and his face and
lips remained strangely colorless.

"It was some one p'aying a practical joke, depend
upon it," he said; " perhaps that imp of mischief, Sam's
brother. As to ghosts—why, Blake, where have your
wits g(»ne ioV

" All right," said Yal; "I don't ask you to believe it,

you know ; but if it wasn't Nathalie Marsh's spirit, then

It was Nathalie Marsh in the Hesh, and we have all been
deceived^ and the w^oman buried in Speckport cemetery is

not the woman I took her to be."

Paul W^yndham turned round suddenly, and walked
to the window and looked out. He turned round so sud-

denly that neither his wife nor his friend saw the awful

dliaoge tliat came over hiji face wken these words

W



VAL'8 maCOYEUT.

said. A servant brought Mrs. Wyiidliaiii lier liat and
filiawl, and lie did not turn round again until tliey were
leaving the room. Olive's heart stood still at sight of the

white change in his face.

" You are ill, Mr. Wyndham," she said, looking at hhn
sharply and wistfully.

" You're as pale as a ghost," said Mr. Blake ;
" don't

i?€tne with us—what's the matter?"
Mr. Wyndliam gave them his former answer, ^'Notli-

ing," and watched them walking down the moonlit
avenue together, until they were out of sight. Then he
left the room, jut on his hat and overcoat, locked his own
door, and di'opped the key in his j)ocket, and followed

them. Half an hour later, while Olive and Yal were
persuading Laura to come with them to Itcclmon, he was
Knocking at the door of Rosebush Cottage, and being ad-

mitted by Midge, whose ruddy face wore a look of blanched

consternation at sight of him.
Mr. Yal Blake walked home in the moonlight alone.

As he passed the spot where, under the tree, tlie ghostly-

white iigure the hazy liair and deathlike face iiad

stood, he felt a cold thrill in spite of himself ; but the

spot was vacant now—not a soul, in the flesh or out of it,

was to be seen on Hedmon road. Mr. Blake, as I said,

walked home in the moonlight alone, and astounded tiie

whole Blair family by the unearthly tidings. For good
Mrs. Blake's sake he omitted that part concerning Laura's

fainting-fits—merely saying she Avas frightened, and he
had thought it best to leave her at Bedmon. Mrs. Blair

turned pale. Master Bill grinned, and Mr. Blair pooh-

poohed the story incredulously.

A ghost ! What nonsense, Blake 1 I always thought
vou a sensible man before ; but if you draw the long bow
like that, J shall have to change my opinion."

" Yery well," said Yal, in nowise disturbed at having
hit veracity doubted, " secing's believing I You may
tl 'ilk what you please, and so shall I

!"

Before it took its breakfast next morning, Speckport
had heard the story—the astoun<liii<.'; story—that llio gliost

«»C K:i,tWdie MatsU had a;^^^|X>;;rc<I to Mr. B al;e ii:»d J^fe
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Blair ou Rcdmoii road, and had frightened tlie young
lady nearly to death. S}>eckport relished the story amaz-

ingly—it was nothing more than they had expected.

How could tliat poor snicide be snpposed to rest easy in

her grave ! Mrs. Marsh, over her eternal novels, lioarj

it, acd cried a little, and wondered how Mr. Blake could

say such crnel things on purpose to woj-ry her. Captain

Cavendish heard it, ar^i laughed increduloiii^ly in ^Ir.

Blake's face.

" AVhy, Val," he cried, " are you going loony, or get-

ting German, or taken to eating cold pork before going

to bed? Cold pork might account for it, but nothing else

could ever excuse you for telling such a raw-head-and-

bloody-bones story as that, and expecting sensible people

to believe it. As to Laura, any gatepost or white birch

tree in the moonlight would pass for a ghost with

her."

Mr. Blake was entirely too nuich of a philosopher to

waste his time in controversy with these unbelievers.

He knew well enough it was no gatepost or white birch

he had seen, but the subject was full of myctery and per-

plexity, and he was glad to let it drop. It could not be
Nathalie Marsh ; he had seen her dead and buried ; and
ghosts were opposed to reason and common sense, and all

the beliefs of his life. It was better to let the subject

drop then; so he only whistled when j)eople laughed at

him, or cross-questioned him, and told them if they didn't

believe him the less they said about it the better.

But the strange story was not so soon to die out. Mr.
Blake, about a fortnight after, was suddenly and ujieX'

pectedly confirmed. The ghost of Nathalie Marsh had
been seen again—this time in Speckport Cemetery, kneel

ing beside her own grave ; and the person who saw it

bad fled away, shrieking and falling in a fit at the sexton's

door. It was the sexton's nephew, a lad of fifteen or

thereabouts, who, going at nightfall to close the cemetery-

fates, had seen some one kneehng on one of the graves,

'his being nothing unusual, the boy had gone over, to

deeire the person to leave, when, to his horror, it slowly

l^grD,ed rouud its ftace—the f;^ce of one buried there i%
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twelvemonth before. With an nnearthly veil, the boy
turned tail and fled, and had been raving dehri ;us ever

fiinco. The alarmed sexton had gone out to prove the
truth of the incoherent story, but had found the ceme-
tery deserted, and no earthly or unearthly visitant near

jthe grave of the doomed girl.

llcre was a staggerer for Speckport 1 People began
to look blankly at each other, and took a sudden aver-

sion to being ont after nigh tfalL The "Snorter" and
the Bellowcr " and the " PufEer " reluctantly recorded
this now marvel, confirming, as it did, the truth of Mr.
Blake's story ; but opined some evil person was playing

off a practical joke, and hinted to the police to bo on the

look-out, and pin the ghost the first opportunity. It was
the talk of the whole town—the boy was dangerously ill,

and young ladies grew nervous and hysterical, and would
n^ot staj'- a moment in the dark, for untold gold. Laura
Blair was worst of all ; she was hysterical to the last de-

gree, and shrieked if a door shut loudly, and fell into

hysterics if they left her alone an instant night or day.

Olive Wyndliam's dark face paled with terror as she

listened. Was the dead and defrauded heiress rising from
her grave because her earthly wrongs would not let her

rest there ? Would she appear to her next ?

Was it superstitious fear that had taken all the color

—and he never at best had much to spare—out of Paul
Wyndham's face, and left hijn the ghost of his former
self. The seiwants at liedmon could have told you how
little he ate, and perhaps that accounted for his growing
as thin as a shadow. A dark look of settled gloom over-

'

shadowed his pale face always now. He spent more of

his time than ever at his mother's cottage, and when
asked what was the matter—was he ill ?—he answered no,

but his mother was. Why, then, did he not have medical

advice, sympathizers iisked ; and Mr. Wyndham replied

that his mother declined—she was very peculiar, and
positively ref ised. What did he suppose was the matter

with her 'i and Mr. Wyndham had told them it was hei

nervous system—she was iiypoclionJriacal—in fact ; and

k<j m?<i,e the adimi^on very reiactaiitly^ and with a pa!u^
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tnl quivering about the moutli—she was not quite be^
self—her mind had lost its balance. And the syrapa

thizers going their way, inforaied other sympathizers that

all old Sirs. Wyndham's oddities were accounted for—the
woman was mad

!

Speckport pitied poor Mr. Wyndham, saddled with

an insane mother, very much, whon they saw his pale,

worn face, and that gloomy look that never left it. Olive

pitied him, too; and would have given tlie world, had it

been hers to give, to comfort liim in his great trouble
;

but she was nothing to him, and her heart turned to galJ

and bitterness, as she thought of it. No, siie was nothing

to him, she scarcely ever saw him at all now, and ho

seemed unconscious of her presence when they were to-

gether. But it was a relief to know the secret of liose-

bush Cottage—however dreadful that secret was, it were
better than the first diabolical thought suggested by Catty

Clowrie. Once Olive Wyndham, in the humility born of

this new love, had descended from the heights of high and
mightydom on which she dwelt, and ate humble pie at

her cold lord's feet. She might have left the unsavory
dish alone—her humility was no more to him than her

p}ide, and she had been repulsed. Not rudely, or un-

kindly. Mr. Wyndham was a gentleman, every inch of

hinj, and wou.ld not be harsh to a woman ; but still she

was repulsed, and her proud heart quivered to its inmost

core with the degradation.

She had found him, one evening on entering the

library, sitting alone there, his forehead bowed on his

hand, a look that was so like despair on his face ; but she

forgot everything but that she loved him, and that he was
suifering a sorrow too great for words to tell. Had she

not a right to love him, to comfort him—was she not hia

wife ? She would not listen to her woman's nature,

which revolted, and ordered her sternly back. She only
knew that she loved him ; and she went over and touched
him lightly on the shoulder. It was the iiVst time they had
ever so met—therefore the look of surprise Which came
into his eyes when he looked up, was natural enoii'g'b Hq
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rose up, looking witli tliat quiet air of sur^iye oa tiift

downcast eyes and flushed face, and waited silently.

" Mr. Wyndliam," slie said, her voice trembling so,

her words were scarcely intelligible. " I—I ain sorry

to see yon in such trouble? Can—can I do anything to

alleviate it

" Thank you !" he said, " Xo !"

" If," still tremulously, " if I could do anything for

your mother—visit her "

She broke down entirely. In Mr. Wyndham's face

there was nothing but cold surprise.

" You are very good," he said, " but you can do
nothing."

He bowed and left the room. And Olive, humbled,
repulsed, mortilled to death, hating, for the moment, her-

self and him and all the world. Hung herself upon a sofa,

and wept such a scalding rush of tears, as only those proudj

sensitive hearts can ever shed. They might have been
tears of blood, so torn and wounded was the poor heart

from whence they sprang; and whe i they dried, and she

rose up, they had left her like a stone.

Between Nathalie Marsh's ghost and Mr. Wyndham's
mad mother, Speckport was kept so busy talking, it had
ocarcely time to canvas the movement, when Captain
George Cavendish announced his intention of selling out

and going home. Mr. Blake was the only one, with the

exception of some milk-and-water young ladies who were
in love with the dashing Englisher, whom the announce-
ment bothered ; and it w^as not for the captain's sake,

but for poor lost Clierric's. Where was Cherrie? Yal
had vowed a vow to find her out, but this turn of affairs

knocked all his plans in the head.

"If he does go," said Yal to himself, "I'll send him
off with a Ilea in his ear ! I must tind Cherrie, or

Charley Marsh will be an exile forever !"

"But how?" Mr. Blake was at his wit's end think-

ing the matter over, and trying to hit on some plan. He
was still thinking about it, when he sallied off to the post-

office tor his papers and letters, and er countered Mr.
Johnston, the captain's man, coming oit with a handfu*
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noticed that he dropped one as lie passed Mr. Blake.

Yal picked it up to return it, glancing caielessly at the

superscription as he did so. lElis glance was magical—

a

red flush crimsoned his sallow face, and he tiii-ned it over

to look at the postmark. Then he saw Mr. Johnston had
missed it, and was turning round—he dropped it again,

and walked on, and the captain's valet pounced upon it

dnd walked off.

Blake strode straight to his boarding-house, informed
Mr. Blair sudden business required him to go iip the

country for a week or so, scrawled off a note to his fore-

man, flung a few things into a valise, and started for the

cars. He was just in time to take a through ticket to

S , before the evening train started, and was whirled off

in the amber haze of a brilliant September sunset.

It was past midnight when the train reached the
terminus, but Mr. Blake was not going to stop at S .

The steamer which started at eight next morning for

Charlottetown, Prince Edward's Island, laj at the wharf,
and Mr. Blake went on board immediately, and turned in.

When the boat started next morning, he was strolling

about the deck, smoking a pipe and watching the pas-

bengers come on board. There were not many, and he
knew none of them, which was just what he wanted. It

was a long, delightful day on the Gulf ; and in the yellow
glory of another sunset, Mr. Blake landed in Charlotte-
town, and, valise in hand, sauntered up to one of the
principal hotels.

Mr. Blake took his tea, and then set off for a ramble
through the town. A quiet town, with grass-grown i cd
clay streets, and only a few sti-agglers abroad. A beaut i<

fnl town, with a few quiet shops, and a drowsiness per
yading the air, and a general stillness and torpor pervad-
ing everywhere. Yal retired early ; but he arose early
also, and was out with his hands in his pocket, and a cigai

in his mouth, wandering about again, staring at the Gov
ernment House and the Colonial Buildings, and the fly-

specked books in the stationers' shops, and the deserted
drygoods'-stores, and going into the cathedral where mom
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ing-service was going on, and contempla':in^ the pretty

nuns of ISTotre Dame reading their missals with devoutljr

downcast eyes, in their pew. He was out again the mo
^
ment he had swallowed his breakfast and made a few in-'

quirics of the clerk, traversing the town-streets once more.
These inquiries of his were concerning a lady, a young
lady, he told the polite clerk, a friend of his whom he was
raost anxious to find out, but whose precise residence he
was ignorant of. He ^vas pretty certain she was in Char-

lottetown, but he coukl not exactly tell where. Perhaps
the clerk had seen her—a black-eyed young lady with black

curls and red cheeks, and not tall 'i No !—the clerk did

not remember ; he had seen a good many black-eyed young
ladies in his time, but he did not know that he had seen

this particular one. Mr. Blake pursued these inquiries in

other places, chiefly in drygoods' or milliners' stores, and
in one of these latter, the lady in attendance informed
him that she knew such a person, a .young lady, a Miss
Smitli, she believed, who used to sliop there, and generally

walked by every afternoon.

Mr. Blake never went home to dinner that day. It

was a hot, sunshiny day, and he lounged about the milli-

ner's shop, attracting a good deal of cariosity, and suspicion

that he might have designs on the bonnets. But Val did

not care for their suspicions ; he ^7as looking out for some
one he felt sure would be along presently, if she were liv-

ing and well. The watch was a very long one, but he
kept it patiently, and about three in the afternoon he met
with his reward. There, swinging along the street, Avith

the old jaunty step he remembered so well, was a black-

Qyed, black-ringleted young lady, turban on head, parase'

in hand. Mr. Blake bounced up, walked forward, and
accosted, her with the simple remark—sublime in its &im>

plicitj—" How are yon, Cheme
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CHAPTER XXXn.

OHERRIE TELLS THE TRUTtit

T was a fortunate thing, pcr]iaj)s, that that quiet,

grass-grown Charlotte Street was almost de
sertcd ; else the scream and recoil with which
Clierrie—onr old and long-lost-sight-of friend,

Chcrrie—received this salutation, might have
attracted unpleasant attention.

Mr. Blake took the matter with constitutional phlegm.
"Oh, come now, Cherrie, no hysterics! How have

you heen all these everlasting ages

"Mis-tcr Blake?" Cherrie gasped, her eyes starting in

her head wdth the surprise. " Oh, my goodness 1 What
a turn you gave me !"

" Did I ?" said Yal. " Then I'll give you another ; for

I want you to turn back with me, and take me to wherever
you live, Mrs. Smith. Tiiat's the name you go by here,

isn't it?"

• "Who told you so?"

"A little bird ! I say, Cherrie, youVe lost your red'

cheeks ! Doesn't Prince Edward's Island agree with you f

'

Cherrie had lost her bright bloom of CDlor; but save
that she was much thinner and paler, and far less gaudily
dressed, she was the same Cherrie of old.

" Agree with me !" exclaimed Cherrie, in rather a

k^adly-resentful tone, considering that they were on the
street. "I hate the place, and I am nearly moped to

death in it I never was so miserable in all my life as 1

h-ave been since I came here !"

" Then wliy didn't you leave it ?" inquired Mr. Hlake.

Leave it!" reiterated Cherrie, like an angry echo.
" It's very easy to say leave it ; but when you have no
money or nothing, it's not quite so easy doing it, I've

been used shamefully ; and if er I get back to Speck



port, I'll let some of the folks there know it, too i Di4
he send you

^^WhoT
"You know well enDugli! Captain Cavendish!"
''^ITe send me!" said Yal. "I should tliink not

There isn't a soul in Sj^eclvport knows wliether you are

di*^e or dead; and he takes care they shan't, either. 1

have been trying to find you out ever since you left ; and
I have asked Captain Cavendish scores of times, but ho
always vowed he kncAv nothing about you—that you had
run off after Charley Marsh. It was only by chance I saw
a letter from you to him the other day, posted here, and I

started off in a trice. Why didn't you write to your folks,

Cherrie ?"

"I daren't. He wouldn't let me. He told me, if I

didn't stay here and keep quiet, he never would have any-

thing more to say to me. I have been shamefully used !"

•—and here Chei-rie began to cry on the street—" and I

wish I was dead. There I"

" Perhaps you will before long," said Yal, significantly.

Cherrie looked at him.

"Whatf
" Perhaps you won't be let live long ! You'll have to

stand your trial when you go back, for helping in the mur
der of Mrs. Leroy ; and maybe they'll hang you ! Now,
don't go screaming out and making such an inferi al row
on the stroet—will you ?"

Cherrie did not scream. She suppressed a rising cry

and turned ashen white.

"I had nothing to do with the murder of Mrs. Leroy
she said, with lips that trembled. "You know 1 hadn't

\^ou know I left Speckport the afternoon it happened.

Yow have no business saying such tilings to me, Yal
Blake."

Slie laid lier hand on her heart while she spoke, as if

to still i^s clamor. Yal saw by her white and pai'tcd lips

how that poor, fluttering, frightened heart was tli^roljbing.

" Oh, yes ; I know you left Spec report that attci-noon,

Cl\errie ; but you and Cavendish liaU it all made up before-

hand. You wore to write Charley that note, and appoint
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A meeting in Iledmoii grounds, promlL.ng to lun away
with liim, and making him wait for you tb^jrc, wliile Ca-

vendish got in through tlie window, and robbed the old

woman. You never intended meeting Charley, you knew i

and you are just as much accessory to the murder as if

'jou had stood by and held the lamp while he was click-

ijig Lady Leroy."

They had left the dull streets of the town, and were
out in a lovely country road. SwePuig meadows of goldet.^

grair and scented hay spread away on either hand, until

they melted into the azure arch ; and the long, dusty road

wound its way under pleasant, shadowy trees, without a

living creature to bo seen. Cherrie, listening to these

terrible words, spoken in the same tone Mr. ]>lake would
have used h;\d he been informing her the day was uncom-
monly tine, sank down on a green hillock by the roadside,

and. covering her face with her liands, broke out in a

passion of tempestuous tears. He had taken her so by
surprise—lie had given her no time to prepare—the sight

of him had brought Ijack the recollection of the old pleas-

ant days, and the wretched dullness of the present. 8he
was wenk, and sick, and neglected, and miserable ; and
now this last turn was coming to crush her. Poor Cherrie

eat there and cried the bitterest tears she had ever shed in

her life; her wdiole frame slial^ing with her convulsive

sobs. IJer distress touched Val ; for pretty Cherrie liad

always been a favorite of his, despite her glaring faults

and folly ; and a twinge of remorse smote his conscience

^^hat lie had done.
" Oh, now, Cherrie, don't cry ! People will be coming

ftloitg, and wliat will they think? Come, get up, like a

f^ood girl, and we'll talk it over when we get to your house.

*erhaps it may not be so bad after all."

Cherrie looked up at him with piteous reproach
through licr tears.

" Was it for this you wanted to find me out so bad,

Mr. .Wake? Was it to make me a prisoner you came over
here?"

"Well," said Val, with another twinge of conscience,

^*ye-e-e8, it was partly But you must re«ollect, Cherrie,
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you liarS vlono worse. You let Charley Marsh- -poc!

Charley ! wlio los-ed you a thousand times better than that

ecainp of an Englishman—be scntenewd for a deed he

never committed, when you coi.ld liave told the truth and
freed him. Worse still, you helped to inveigle him into

?is liorrible a plot as ever was concocted."

I couldn't help it !" sobbed Cherrie. " 1 didn't want
'/:> do it, but he made me ! I wish I had ran a\^*ay with

Charley that night. lie never would have left me like

this!"

"No ; that he wouldn't! Charley was as true as steel,

poor fellow ! and loved you as no one ever will love you
again, in this world I He is a soldier now, lighting down
South; and perhaps he's shot before this ; and if he is,

his death lies at your door, Cherrie." '

Cherrie's tears flowed faster than ever. ^

As for Cavendish," went on Yal, " he's the greatest

villain unhung ! IS^ot to speak of his other atrocities—

his gambling, his robbing, his murdering, his breaking the

heart of Nathalie Marsh—he has been the biggest rascal

that ever lived, to you, my poor Cherrie."

Yes. he has 1" wept Cherrie, all her wrongs bleeding

kxi<ish. " lie's a villain, and I hate him. Oh dear me, I

wish 1 was dead !"

" You don't know half^the wrong he has done you and
means to do," said Yal. " Come, Cherrie, get up, md 1^11

tell you about it as we go along. Do you live far from
this ?"

^' No ; it's the first house you meet ; the dullest old

place on the face of the earth ! He wouldn't let me leave

it ; and I know they despise me, and think I'm no better

t]:an 1 ought to be. There never was a girl in this world

-10 ill-used as I have been ! Why did he marry me, if he

is ashamed of me? Why can't he stay with me as he
ought to stay with his wife ?"

" His wife repeated Yal, stariug at her as they walked
along. "Why, Cherrie, is that all you know about it?

ll^i&n't ho told you that you arc not his ^ ife?"

Not his wife I" shri'okcd Cherrie. "Yal Blake, what
4o you mean ?"
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" Bless mj soul !" cried Mr. Blake, appealing in dismay

to the scarecrows iu the fields, " I thought he liad told her.

Whj, you unfortunate Clierrie, don't you know the mar-

riage was a sham one 'i''

Cherrie gasped for breath. The surprise struck her

epeecldess.
" I thought you knew all about it !" said Val ;

" T/l]

take my oath 1 did ! Why, you poor little simpleton.,

how could you ever be idiot enough to think a fellow like

Cavendish would marry the like of you! If you had two
grains of sense in your head," said Mr, Blake, politely,

"you must have seen through it. lie planned the whole
thing himself—a sham from beginning to end !"

"It isn't! it can't be! I don't believe it I I won't

believe it !" panted Cherrie, recovering her breath, " You
helped him, and the minister was there ; and I am hia

wife, his lawful wedded wife, Yow are only trying to

frighten me to death."
" No, I'm not," said Val ;

" and you're no more hia

wife tlian I am. The minister wasn't a minister, but a

fellow who played the part. If you hadn't been the great-

est goose that ever lived, Cherrie, you couldn't have been

60 taken in
!''

Clierrie's breath went and came, and her tears seemed
turned to sparks of lire, as she turned her eyes upon her

companion.
" And you helped him to do this, Mr. Blake V
" Well, Cherrie, what could I do'^ If 1 hadn't helped

him, some one else would
;
and, anyhow, you would have

run away with him, marriage or no marriage. Now, don't

deny it—you know you would I"

" And you mean to say I'm not married to Captair
Cavendish?"

" Yes, 1 do. I only wonder he hasn't let you find it

out long ago. He came to me and persuaded me to help

him, telling me you were ready to run off with him any
time he asked you, which I knew myself. I'm ?orry for

It now, but it can't be helped."
" Very well, Mr. Blake," said Cherrie, whose checlia

viQl\* red,, a>u4 whose eyes were Hashing^ " you may Xi^Xh
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be proud of jour work Yon are fine gentlemen, both of

you, to distress a poor girl like me, as you liave done. Eat
I'll go back to Speckport, and I'll tell every soul in it liow

I have been taken in ; and I hope they'll tar and feather

the two of you for what you liave done."
" Well," said Mr. Blake, in a subdued tone, we de-

%QYYQ it, I dare say, but Cavendish is the worst after all.

VYhy, Chcrrie, ray gii-1, you don't know half the wrong he
lias done you. He would have been married three moutlis

ago, if the lady had not changed her mind and married
another man."

" Would he ?" said Cherrie, vindictively, between her
closed teetli. " Oh, if ever I get a chance, won't I pay
him off ! Who was the lady ?"

" The new heu-ess of Hedmon—^Miss Henderson she

was then, Mrs. Wyndham she is now. He was crazy about

her, as all Speckport can tell you ; and Ik? asked her to

marry him ; and she consented first, and backed out after-

ward. You never saw any one in the state he was in,

Cherrie ; and he started off to Canada, because he couldn't

bear to stay in the place and see her married to another

man."
" But he's back, now," said Cherrie. " I had a letter

from him two weeks ago, with a couple of pounds in it.

He's the meanest, stingiest miser on the face of the earth,

and I have to write and write, before I get enough from
him to pay my board. I haven't had a decent dress these

six months ; and I can't leave the place, because I never
have enough to pay my way back. I'm the worst-treated

und most unfortimate creature in the whole world !"

And here poor Cherrie's tears broke out afresh.

And that's not the worst, either," pursued Mr. Blake.
^* Do you know what has brought him back to Speckport,

as you say ? Of course, you don't—you are the last he
would tell ; but it is because he is selling out of the army,

and going back to England for good. He wants to be rid

of you entirely ; and once he is there, and married to some
one elao with a fortune, many a fine laugh he will have at

|0U."

^evqr 1" cried Cherrie^ wrought to the right pitch
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of indignation ;
" never shall lie leave Speckport, if 1 1'an

help it ! I'll tell all, if I was to liang for it myself, sooner

than let him get off like that, the villain !"

" But you won't hang for it, Cherrie, if you tell ; it's

only if you refuse to tell, that you are in danger. Who-
ever turns Queen's evidence gets off scot free, you know "

and if you only do what is right, and take my advicOj

which means the same thing, you may triumph over Cap-
tain George Percy Cavendish yet."

" I'll do it !' said Cherrie, her lips compressed and her
eyes hashing, and the memory of all her wrongs surging

back upon her at once. " I'll do it, and be revenged ou
the greatest scoundrel that ever called himself a gentle-

man ! But, mind, Yal Blake, I must be sure that this is

all true—I must be sure that I am not his wife."
" It will be very easy convincing you of that, once you

are back in Speckport. You shall hear it from bis own
lips, without his knowing you are listening. Oh, is this

the place «"

garnished w^th a potato garden in front, and adorned with
numeroiis pigsties on either hand. She led the way to

the front room of the establishment ; which was carpetless,

and curtainless, and unfurnished, and impoverished-look-

ing enough.
" Well," Yal said, " this is rather different, Cherrie,

from the days when you used to dress in silks and sport

gold chains, and do nothing but flirt, and be petted and
made love to from week's-end to week's-end. But never
mind—the worst's over, now that I've found you out^ and
you'll have good times yet in Speckport."

"If it hadn't been for you," sobbed Cherrie, "it

never would have happened. I hate you, Mr. Blake
There !"

"Now, Cherrie, you know right well you would iia?**

run away with Captain Cavendish that time, married or

not married. Oh I you may deny it, and perhaps you
think s'^ now ; but I know better. But he's the greatest

i(aaeal that ever wen^ unhung, to w» you as he has^ wi4

before a little farmhouse,
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'if you had the spirit oi a turnip, you ^ould be P&
venged.'

" I will !" cried Clierrie, clenching licr little fist reeo
lutely ; will! I'll let him see I'm not the dirt under
his feet I I've stood it long enough I I'll stand it no
longer !"

Mr. Blake's eyes sparkled at the spii-ited declaration.
" That's my hrave Cherrie I I always knew you were

S])unky ! You shall hear from his own lips the avowal of

Jiis false marria;^e, and then you will go before a magis-

trate and swear to all you know about that night of the

robbery and murder. There is a steamer to leave Char-

lottetown to-mojTow, at nine. Will you be ready if 1

drive up here for you
''Yes," said Cherrie; "I haven't so much to pack,

foodness knows ! and I'm sick and tired of this place,

low's all our iollcs ? It's time to ask."

They arp. all well, and will be very glad to get pretty

Cherrie back again. Speckport's been a dull place since

you left it. Cheer up, Cherrie I There's bright days in

store for you yet."

Chorvie did not reply, and she did not look very hope-
ful. She w^as crj^ing quietly ; and Yal's heart was touched
as he looked at the pale, tear-stained face, and thought
how bright and pretty and rosy and smiling it used to be.

He bent over her, and—well, I shouldn't like Miss Blair

to know it—but Mr. Blake deliberately kissed her

!

"Keep up a good heart, little Cherrie ; it will be all

right yet, and we'll fix the flint of Captain G. P. Caven-
dish. I'll drive up here for you at eight to-morr(>w. Be
ill ready. Good-bye."

Cherrie was all ready and waiting at the gate, next

n.orning, when Mr. Blake drove up through the slanting

morning sunlight, dressed in her best. She was in con-

siderably better spirits than on the previous day, and much
more like the Cherrie of other days, glad to get home and
eager for the journey. The lady passengers, during the

day, asked her if " the tall gentleman " was her husband.

That gentleman had a great deal to tell her ; of poor jMa-

ItbaJic's death^aud Ckaxiey'i ii^lit; of tlie new Iieii^
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vho had turned so many heads, and had given the worst

turn of all to Captain Cavenaish ; of that gentleman's de-

spair when she married Mr. AVyndham ; of the changes
and gay doings at Redmon ; and lastly, of NathaHe's ^host,

This last rather scared Cherrie. What if Nathalie should

^j.pear to her—to her, who had STi'onged her so deeply

through her brother.

Oh, no !" said Mr. Bhike, to whom she imparted he/

fears ;
" I don't think she will, if you tell the truth ; or.

at all events, she will be a most unreasonable ghost if she

does. You tell all, Cherrie, and Charley will come back
to Speckport ; and by that time you'll have got your red

cheeks back again, and who knows what may happen?"
Mr. Blake whistled as he threw out this artful insinua

tion ; but Cherrie caught at it eagerly, and her face lit up.

Charley's handsome visage rose before her—blue-eyed,

fair-haired Charley—who had always loved her, and never

would have treated her as Captain Cavendish had done.

Who knew what miglit happen I Who, indeed

!

" I'll tell the whole triitli," said Cherrie, aloud. " I'll

tell everything, Mr. Blake, when I'm once sure I'm not

Captain Cavendish's real wife. I know I did wrong to

treat poor Charley as I did ; but I wi II do all I can now
to make up for it."

They reached S at dark, and remained there all

night and the following morning. They might have gone
down to Speckport in the eight p.m. irain ; but Val pre-

ferred to remain for the two a.m., for reasons of his own.
" If wo land iii Speckport at noon, Cherrie,'' he said,

" we may be seen and recognized. We will go dowr in

the afternoon and get there about nine, when it will be

dark, and you can pass unnoticed. I don't want Captain

Cavendish to Und out you are there, until I am ready."

So Cherrie, thickly vailed, took her place in the car,

after dinner ; and was whirled through the pleasant conn
try, with its fields and forests and villages, toward good
old Speekport—that dull, foggy town that her heart had
grown sick with longing many a time to see.

There were no lamps ht in the streets of Speckpoi't

that night. When the waning September moon shon^

n
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out m Buch brillr'ance, surrounded by sucli a crowd of stars

as persuaded one to believe all the constellations wer^
flaming at once, gas became superfluous, and the city

fathers spared it. The vailed lady was handed out by
Mr. ]>lalve ; a proceeding which considerably excited the

curi(jsi(;y of some of Mr. Blake's friends, loafing around
the })latform.

" Blake cati't have got married up the country, can
\ he V drawled out Lieutenant the Honorable L. H. Blank
to young McGi'ogor. " Who's the woman ?"

" Blessed if I know," replied Alick.

Val hurried his charge into a cab, sprang in after her,

and gave the order, " Wasson's Hotel."
" It's a new place, and not much patronized," he ex-

plained to Cherrie. " You won't be recognized there

;

and I'll tell them to fetch you your meals up to your
room. And to-morrow, Cherrie, I want you to come
round to ray office at about eleven. Come in the back

way off Brunswick street, you know ; so you won't liave

to pass through the outer office, and be recognized by
Clowrie and Gilcase, and the rest of 'em. I'll be waiting

for you ; and if Cavendish doesn't drop in, which he does

to kill time about that hour every day, I'll send for him,
and you'll hear his confession without being seen."

Mr. Blake walked home that night, chuckling inwardly
all the way.

" I said I would pay you off. Cavendish," he solilo-

quized, "for leading Charley Marsh astray, and cutting

up those other little cantrips of yours ; and I think the

Mine has come at last—I really think, my dear toy^ the
lime has come !"

It was some time after ten when Mr. Blake presented

himself at Mr. Blair's, and found the family about retir-

ing for the night. Laura was not at home, she was up at

Redmon—Laura's mamma said—stopping with Mrs
Wyndham, who seemed to be very unhappy.

" What was she unhappy about ?" Mr. Blake inquired.

But Mrs. Blair only sighed, and shook her head, and
binted darkly about nasty marriages.

T said Yal, ^' Wj]i;u|ha!i^ doesn't thrash her, 4o^



VHEniUE 7ELLS THE VnUTB. 387

he? She's big and buxom, and he's only a little fellow;

and 1 think, on the whole, she wonld oe a match for him
in a fi-ee light

!"

Mr. Blair laughed, but Mrs. Bhiir looked displeased.

^'My dear Mr. Blake, how can you say such things?

Mr. and Mrs. Vv^yL.dhani are not a ha])py couple, that is

clear; but whose is the fault I cannot undertake to say.

lie is greatly changed of late. I 8upj)ose he worries

about his mother."
" Oh, his mother! Has anybody seen tliat most mys

terious lady yet ?"

" Kot that I am aware of ! He has not even called in

medical advice."
" And the ghost," said Yal, lighting his bedroom-lamp,

"has it been figurauting since ?"

"No," said Mr. Blair; "the ghost hasn't showed since

;fou left. I say, Blake, did you settle your country-busi-

ness satisfactorily ?"

" Very !" replied Mr. Blake, with emphasis. " I never

settled aFiy business more to my satisfaction in the whole
coni'se of my life !"

Mr. Blake was in his office bright and early next

moining, hard at work. At about eleven he descended
the stairs, and opened the back door, which fronted on a

dull little street, through which a closeh'-vailed female

iiguic was daintily picking her way. Val admitted the

lady, and ran before her up-stairs.

" (Jp to time, Cherrie, there's nothing like it I I sent

Bill Blair vound to Cavendish's rooms to tell him to look

*.n before twelve, and I expect them back every moment.
J]y Jove ! there's his A'oico outside now. Get in hei e

quick, and sit d->wn ! There's a crack in the partition,

tlirongh which you can see and hear. Not a chirp out of

JGU, now. Co: no in !'"

Mr. Blake raised his voice ; and in answer, the door
opened, and Captain Cavendish, smoking a cigar, lounged
in. Val gave one glance at the buttoned door of thehttle

Closet in which he had hidden Cherrie., and nodded famil-

iarly to his visitor.

Good-morning, capra.u ! iiud a chair. Oh, pitclj
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tne books (tn tlie floor—they're of no account. I'm to

Qotice tliem all favorably in the 'Spouter'—tlie autlicr

sent a five-dollar bill for me to do it
!"

" Young Blair said you wanted to see me," remarked
the captain, tilting back his chair, and looking inquiringly

through his cigar-smoke.
" Why, so I did. I heard before I went up the coua^

try a rumor that you were going to leave us—going t&

leave the army, in fact, and return to Ergland. Is it so?"
" Yes. I'm confoundedly tired of Speckport, and

this from-hand-to-mouth life. It is time I retired on my
fortune, and I am going to do it."

"How?"
" Well, I mean to return home—run down to Cumber-

land, and saddle myself on my old uncle. He was always
fond of me as a boy, and I know is yet, in spite of his

new wife and heir. Perhaps I may drop into a good
thing there—heiresses are plenty."

" I should think you had got your heart-scald of that,"

said Yal, grinning. " You bait your hook for heiresses

often enough, but the gold-fish don't seem to bite."

Captain Cavendish colored and frowned.

"All heiresses are not Miss Hendersons," he said,

with a cold sneer. " I might know what to look for from
your Bluenose and Quaker tradesmen's daughters. I shall

marry an English lady—one whose father did not make
his money selling butter or hawking fish."

" Oh, come now. Cavendish ! You have been in love

in Speckport. Don't deny it
!"

" I do deny it," said the captain, coldly.

" ]^onsense ! You were in love with iJathalie Marsh.'*

^N^evcr ! Azure-eyed and fair-haired wax dolls never
were any more to my taste than boiled chicken ! I never

cared a jot for Nathalie Marsh."
" Well, you did for Olive IlendersfMi—you can't deny

that ! She is not of the boiled chicken order, and all

Speckport knows you were mad about her."
" Speckport kitows more than its prayers, I did ad-

mire Miss Henderson— I don't deny it; but hho. had the

i^niper of the old d^vil^ J ^m glad I escaped Jier
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" And Clierrio—have jou qnite forgotten CLenie !

You were spooney enough about Iier."

" Bah !" said Captain Caveudishj with inhnito con-

tempt ; don't sicken me by talking of Clierrie ! I had
almost forgotten there ever was such a little fool in exist-

"And yDu never cared for Cherrie, either?"

Captain Cavendish broke into a laugh.
" You know how I cared for her. "The woman a man

can marry is another thing altogether !"

" Some far higher up in the world tlian Captain Cav-
endish have stooped to fall in love and marry girls as

poor as Cherrie. You never could, I suppose?"
" Never ! The idea is absurd ! I wouldn't marry a

firl lilvc Cherrie if slie had the beauty of the Yenus de
[edicis

!"

" Did you ever undeceive Cherrie about that marriage
afiair ? Did you let her know she av^is not your wife ?"

'*Notl," said Captain Cavendish, coolly. "I never
took so much trouble about her ! I was heartily sick of

her before a week !"

" Well, it seems hard," said Yal. Poor little thing I"

She was very fond of you, too."

Staff ! Slie was as fond of me as she was, or would
bo, of any other decently gooddooking man. She wag
ready to run olf with any one who asked her, whether it

were I, or young Marsh, or any of the rest. I know what
Cherrie was made of."

"And so she thinks she is still your wife ?"

*'I don't know what she thinks !" exclaimed the young
a^cer, impatiently; "and what's more, I don't care I

What do you talk to me of Cherrie Nettleby for ? I teU

fyw I know nothing about her i"

" And I tell you I don't believe it," said Yal. " i ou
have her hid away somewhere, Cavendish ; and if you are

an honoraide man, you will tell her the truth, and provide
for her before you leave Spcckport."

Captain Cav^endish might have flown into a rage witli

any other man, but he only burst into a loud laagh at

Vil.

ence!"



" Tell lier tlie truth and provide for her 1 Wlij, yoi
blessed innocent, do yon suppose Clierrie, wlierever she

is, lias been constant to me all this time ? I tell you I

know nothing of her, and cari nothing! Make your
mind easy, old fellow ! the girl is off with somebody else

iong before this ! What's that f
Captain Cavendish looked toward the buttoned dooT

of the closet. There had been a strange sound, between
a gasj) and a cry, but Mr. Blake took no notice.

''It's only the rats! So you will leave Speckport,

and do nothing for Cherrie ? Cavendish, I am sorry J

ever had a hand in that night's work!"
"Too late now, my dear boy !" laughed the English-

man. " Make your mind easy about Cherrie ! She's just

the girl can take care of herself ! If ever she comes back
to Speckport, give her my regards !"

He pulled out his watch, still laughing, and arose to

go.
" Half-past eleven—I have an engagement at twelve,

and must be off. By-by, Blake! don't fret about

Cherrie !"

Mr. Blake did not reply, and his face was very grave

as he shut and locked the door after his visitor.

"You're a greater villain. Captain Cavendish," he
said to himself, " than even I took you to be ! Come out,

Cherrie—have you heard enough ?"

Yes, she had heard enough ! She was crouching on
the floor, her hands clenched, her eyes flashing. She
leaped up like a little tigress as he opened t}ie door.

Take me to a magistrate 1" she (U'ied. " Let me tel.

all 1 know ! I'll hang him ! I'll hang him, if I can !"

" Sit down, Cherrie," said Yal, "and compose youj-

eolf. It won't do to go in such a gale as this before the

authorities. Tell me first. By that time you will bo

settled ("

An hour afterward, Mr. Blake left his office by the

back-door^ accompanied by the vailed J'adj. Cheriie had
toldalL
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CHAPTEE XXXIIL

OVERTAKEN.

IE. BLAKE had made little notes of Cherried

disconrse, and had the whole story arrang^^i

in straiglitforward and business-like snape, fof

I
the proper authorities. He did not lead his

fair companion straight to those authorities,

^ as she vindictively desired, but back to her hotel.

I think I'll hand over the case to Darcy, Cherrie,"

he said ;
" and he is out of town, and won't be back till

to morrow afternoon. There's no hurry—Cavendish
won't leave Speckport yet awhile. We'll wait until to-

morrow, Cherne.
Cherrie had to obey orders ; and passed .the time

watching the passers-by under her window. There were
plenty of passers-by, for the window fronted on Queen
Street, and Cherrie knew almost every one. It was
hard sometimes to hide behind the curtain instead of

throwing open the casement and hailing those old friends

who brought back so vividly the happy days when she
had been the little black-eyed belle, and Captain Caven-
uish was unknown. It seemed only like yesterday since

she had tripped down that sunlit street, in glittering silk,

with all the men bowing, and smiling, and tipping their

hats jocosely to her
;
only yesterday since the good-look-

ing young drygoods clerks vaulted airily over the counters

to do her bid.ding. And now, and now ! She never
could be what she had been again. And to thi? man,
this false and treacherous Englisliman, for whom sfie had
eaciificed noble-hearted Charley Marsh, she owed it alL.

She set her teeth vir.dictively, and clenched her little fist

at the thought.
" But ril pay him for it ! I'll teach him to despise

me ! I only hope they may hang him—the villain

!

Hard labor for life would not be half pumshment enough
for him I"
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They talk of presentiments! Surely, there nevcr'ws^

gi;ch a thing, else why had George Cavendish no dim
foreshadowing of the doom darkening so rapidly around
him. lie had told Yal Blake he had an engagement-
Bo he had ;

\i was in Prince Street, with Mr. Tom Oal^s,

who had returned to Speckport, and who w^as goin^ the

road tc ruin fjLster than any victim Captain Cavendieh
had ever in hand hefore. It was growing dusk when
they left the gambling-hell ; and Mr. Oaks was poorer

and Captain Ca^ luidish richer by several hundred pounds
than when they antercd. The gorgeous coloring of tlie

sunset ^'-et flared in the sky, though the crimson and
amber were flecked with sinister black. Cai)tain Caven-
dish drew out a gold hunting-watch, and looked at the

tiuur. " Past six," he said, carelessly ;
" I shall be late at

Kedmon, I fear. The hour is seven, I believe. Do you
drive there this evening ?"

" No," said Mr. Oaks, with a black scowl, " I hope
my legs will be palsied if ever they cross the threshold of

that woman ! I'm not a hound, to fawn on people who
kick me !"

Captain Cavendish only smiled—he rarely lost his

temper—and went off to his hotel, whistling an opera
air. He passed under Cherrie's wdndow ; but no pre-

science of the flashing black eyes above troubled the

serenity of his mind. Pie was walking steadily to his

fate, as we all walk—blindly, unconsciously.

Captain Cavendish was the last to arrive at Redmon
—all the other guests were assembled in the drawing-

room when he entered^ and they had been discussing hhu
and his departure for the last quarter of an hour.

The dinner party at Redmon was a very pleasant one .

and every one, except, perhaps, the stately hostess lier

self, was very gay and animated. Mr. AVyndham, de-

spite the trouble he was in about liis poor iiKid mother,

was the most entertaining and agreeable of hosts. The
ladies, when they flocked back to the drawing-room, enthu-

siastically pronounced Mr. Wyndham " a perfect love

and declared they quite envied Mrs. Wyndham a husband
wlio could teU such charming stories, and who was so da
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HghtfuUy clever and talented. And Olive Wjndham
smiled, and sat down at the piano to do her share of the

entertaining, with that dreary pain at her beating and re-

bcllious heart that never seemed to leave it now. Yes, it

was a very pleasant evening ; and Captain Cavendish

fonnd it so, and lingered strangely, talking to his hosteba

after all the rest had gone. Lieutenant the Honorable L,

II. Blank, who was vv^aiting for him on the graveled drive

ontside, grew savage as he pulled out his watch and saw
it wanted only a quarter of twelve.

" Confound the fellow !" he .muttered, " does he mean
to stay all night talking to Mrs. Wyndliam, and I am
sleepy. Oh, here he is at last ! I say, Cavendish, what
the dickens kept you ?"

Captain Cavendish laughed, as he vaulted into his

saddle.
" What's your hurry, my dear fellow ? I was talking

to Mrs. Wyndham, and common politeness forbade my
cutting the conversation short."

" Common bosh ! Mrs. Wyndham was yawning in

your face, I dare say ! My belief is, Cavendish, you are

as much in love with that black-eyed goddess now as

ever."
" Pooh ! it was only a flirtation all through ; and I

would as soon flirt with a married lady any day as a

single one. She looked superb to-night, did not she, in

that dress that flashed as she walked—was it pink or

white—and that ivy crown on her head ?"

" She always looks superb ! I should like to fetch

such a wife as that back to old England. A coronet

would sit well on that stately head."

A sti-angely-bitter regret for what he had lost smote
tlie heart of Captain Cavendish. It might have been.

He might have brought that black-eyed divinity as hia

wife to England, but for Paul Wyndham. Why had
she preferred that man to him ?

" I wonder if she loves him V he said aloud.
" Who ?—her husband ? Do you know. Cavendish,

she puzzles me there. She treats him with fearfully

frigid politeness, but she never ceases to watch him. ii

11*
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he were any kind of man but ^lie kind he is, I shoaii e»j

she was jealous of him. He is a capital fellow, anjhow,
and I like lu'm immensely."

They rode through the iron gates as he spoke, which
clanged noisily behind them. The night was not very

bright, for the moon struggled through ragged piles of

black cloud, and only glimmered with a wan and piilliO

light on the earth. The trees loomed up black against

ths clear sky, and cast vivid and unearthly shadows across

the dusty road. A sighing wind moaned htfully tnrongh
the wood, and the trees surged and groaned, and :*ocked

to and fro restlessly. It was a spectral night enough, and

the young lieutenant shivered in the fitful blast.

" I feel as if I had taken a shower-bath of ice-water,^

he said. " Wasn't it somewhere near here that Yal Blake
saw the ghost ? Good Heavens ! What's that ?"

As he spoke, there suddenly came forth from the

shadow of the tree, as H it took shape from the blackness,

a figure—a woman's figure, with long disordered fair

hair, and a face white as snow. Captain Cavendish gave
an awful cry as he saw it ; the cry startled his horse

—

only a half-tamed thing at best— and, with a loud neigh,

it started oS like an arrow from a bow. The horse of

Lieutenant Blank, either taking this as a challenge, or

frightened by the sudden appearance of the woman,
pricked up its ears and fled after, with a velocity that

nearly unseated his rider. The lieutenant overtook his

companion as they clattered through the streets of the

town, and the face of Captain Cavendisk was livid.

" I'or Heaven's sake, Cavendish !" cried the young
man, " what was that? What was that we saw ?"

" It was Nathalie Marsh !" Captain Cavendish said,

in an awful voice. " Don't speak to me, Blank ! I am
^oing mad I"

He looked as if he was, as he galloped furiously Dut

of sight, waking the sleeping townsfolk with the thunder
of his horse's hoofs. He had heard the story of the

shost, and had laughed at it, with the rest ; but he had
heard it in broad daylight, and the most timid of us can

laugh at ghost-stories then He had not lieen thinkii^g
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of her, and he had seen her—he had seen her at midnight
—^true ghostly hour—on the lonesome Eedmon road,

with her death-white face and streaming liairl He had
seen her—he had seen the ghost of Nathalie Marsh

!

Mr. Johnston, the sleepy valet, sitting up for h)s mas-

ter, recoiled in terror as that master crossed the threshold

of the room. Captain Cavendish only stared vaguely aa

the man spoke to him, and strode by him and into iiis

room, with an unearthly glare in his eyes and the horrible

livid ness of death in his face. Mr. Johnston stood appalled

Dutside the door, wondering if his master had committed
a murder on the way home—nothing less could excuse his

looking like that. Once, half an hour after, Captain Cav-
endish opened his dooi-, still " looking like that," and
ordered brandy, in a voice that did not sound like his own

;

and Mr. Johnston brought it, and got the door slammed
in his face afterward.

The usually peaceful slumbers of Mr. Johnston were
very much disturbed that night by this extraordinary con-

duct on the part of his master. He lost at least three

hours' sleep perplexing himself about it, for never «nce he
had had the honor of being the captain's man, had that

gentleman behaved so singularly, or exhibited so ghastly

and deathlike a face. When, in the early watches of the

morning, he presented himself at his master's door with
towels and water, it was in a state of mingled cui-iosity

and terror ; but he found there was no call for the latter

emotion. Beyond looking uncommc«idy pale and hollow-

eyed (sure tokens of a sleepless night). Captain Cavendish
was perfectlj" himself again; and whether this was o'^ving

to the brandy he had drank or the exhilarating effect of

the morning sunshine, Mr. Johnston could not tell, blithe

wag inclined to set it down to the brandy. Even th*^ pale-

ness and hollow-eyedness was not noticeable after he had
shave 1 and dressed, and paj-taken of his breakfast, and
sauntered out, swinging his cane and smoking his ci.^ar,

to kill thought in the bustling streets of the town. Val
Blake, standing in his office-door, hailed him as he
passed.

i "How are you, Cavendislil Heavenlj morning,
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isn't it ? Have you any particular engagement ior thk
afternoon V

" This afternoon ? Wlathour?"
"Oh, about three. You must postpone y^ar engage-

ments to accommodate me."
I have none so early. I dine with the mess at six.

What is it

" A little surprise that I have in store for you. Drop
into Darcy's office about five, and we'll give yoii a little

(Surprise
!"

" A little surprise ! Of what nature, pray V
" Honor bright !" said Yal, turning to ran up-stairs.

" 1 won t tell. Will you come ?"

" Oh, certainly ! It will kill time as well as anything

else."

He sauntered ou unsuspiciously, never dreaming ho
was sealing his own fate. Yal Blake had no compunctiona
about entrapping him. lie was so artful a villain he must
be taken by surprise, or he might baffle them yet.

"So slippery an eel," argued Mr. Blake to himself,
" must not be handled with gloves. He may as well walk
into Darcy's office himself, as be brought there by a couple

of police-officers."

Captain Cavendish returned to his hotel early, and
avoided all places where he was likely to meet Lieutenant

Blank. Of all people, he wanted to shun him from hence-

forth ; of all subjects, he never w^anted to speak of the

terrible fright he had received the previous night. So he
returned to his rooms, and smoked and read, aud wrote
letters, and dined at two, and as the town clock was
striking five, he was opening the door of Mr. Darcy's

office. And still no presentiment of what was so near

dawned darkly upon him ; no weird foreboding thrilled

in nameless dread through his breast ; no dim and gloomy
shadowing of the awful retribution overtaking him so fast,

made his step falter or his heart beat faster as he opened
that door. Perhaps it is only to good men that theii

angel-guardians vdiisper in that still small voice " those

mystic wai'nings, that tell us poor pilotless mariners on the

8ca of life of tlie shoals and quicksands aJiead. Perhapi
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it is onlj? men like Uiis man, whose soii.b ire stone- blind,

that cannot see dimly the iiidden shipwreck nt hand, lie

&aw nothing, felt notliing ; ho walked in carelessly, iMid saw

Mr. Darey, old Squire Tod, and Mr. Blake, slitiiiL;' close

together and talking earnestly, lie w^ondered wiiy they

all looked so grave, and why two coDstahles, who luul

been looking out of a window, should place themselves

one on each side of the door, as if on guard, as he came in.

lie wondered, but nothing more. Mr. Darey arose very

gravely, very gravely bowed, and presented him with a

chair.

"Good afternoon, gentlemen," he said, indiiTerently,

"I have dropped in on my way to the mess-room, at the

request of Mr. Blake, who told me there was a siirj>rlse in

Btore for me here."
" There is, sir," replied Mr. Darcy, in a strange tone.

"There is a surprise in there for you, and not a very

pleasant one, either. Mr. Blake w^as quite right."

Something in his voice chilled Captain Cavendish, for

the first time ; but he stared at him haughtily, and })ullcd

out his gold hunting-watch.
"1 dine at six," he said coldly. " It is past live now.

I beg you will let me know what all this means, as fast as

possible. 1 have no time to spare."

"You will make time for our business, Captain Caven-
dish ; and as for the mess-dinner, 1 think you must post-

pone that altogether to-day."
" Sir," cried Captain Cavendish, rising ; but Mr. Darcy

returned his gaze stonily.

" Sit down, sir, sit down ! The business that rendered
your presence here necessary is of so serious a nature—
BO very serious x\ nature, that all otlier considerations must
yield before it. You will not go to the mess-dinner, I re-

peat. 1 do not think you will ever dine at the mess-tablr

agaiiw."

The face of Captain Cavendish turned ghastly, in spite

of every effort, and he turned with a look of suppressed

fury at Yal Blake.
" You traitor!" he said, " ycu have done tliis. Youi

bivitation was Q^ly a snare to entrap mo."
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^'.lionest ni'ju, Captain Ciivcndisb, ' said Mr, Bbiko,

composedly, " fear no snare, dread no trap. It is onlj?

criminals, living in daily dread of detection, who need fear

their fellow-men. I preferi-ed yon should enter here of

your own accoi'cl, to being brought here handcutfed by tbe

ofBcials of the law."

Every drop of blood had left tlie face of the English-

man ; but he strove manfally to brave it out.

" I cannot comprehend v/hat you mean by these iu'

3ults," he said. Who dare talk to me, an English officer

and a gentleman, of handcuffs and crimes?"
" We dare," replied Mr. Darcy. " We, in whom the

laws of the land are invested. These laws you have vilely

broken, Mr. Cavendish—for I understand you have sold

out of the service, and have no longer claim to military

rank. In the name of the law, George Cavendish, I arrest

you for the Avillful murder of Jane Leroy !"

It w^as an utter impossibility for the white face of the

man to grow whiter than it had been for the last ten

minutes ; but at the last words he gave a sort of gasp, and
caught at the arms of the chair on which he sat. If they
had wanted moral conviction before of his guilt, they
wanted it no longer—it was waitten in every line of

his bloodless face, in every quiver of his trembling lips, in

every choking gasp of breath he drew. They sat looking

at him with solemn faces, but no one spoke. They were
waiting for him to recover from the shock, and break the

silence. He did break it at last ; but in a voice that shook
so, the w^ords seemed to fall to pieces in his mouth.

" It is false I" he said, trying to steady his shaky voice.

'^I deny the charge. Cnarley Marsh was tried and found
guilty long ago. He is the murderer !"

^' Charley Marsh is an innocent man—you are tho

murderer. Your own face is your accuser," said Mr.
Darcy. " I never saw guilt betrayed more plainly in all

my life. You murdered Jane Leroy—^yes, strangled her

for her pitiful wealth."
" Who has told you this infernal story ?" exclairaea

the infuriated captive, glaring upon the lawyer. " Hag
that d—d scoundrel found——" He stopped sudden^ y^
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ftear'y clioldng hiinsolf with his own words* and the

phlcgiiiatic Iciwjor finished the sentence.

Eound Cherrie ?—yes ! You see there is no liope for

you now. Here, Cherrie, my girl, come out 1''

Tliere was a door standing ajar opposite them, that

looked as if it led iuto some inner and smaller office. As
the door opened wide, the prisoner caught a ghuipse ol

two men, only a glimpse; for the next moment Cherrie

stood before him. The last faint glimmer of liope died

out in his breast at sight of her with that vindictive look

in her face.

" Oh, you villain !" screamed Cherrie, shaking her fist

at him, her black eyes flashing fire. "You mean, lying,

deceitful villain ! I'll fix you off for the way you iiave

treated me! J'll tell everything—I have told it, and I'll

tell it again, and again, and again ; and I hope they'll

hang you, and I'll go to see you hung with the greatest

pleasure, I will
!"

Here Cherrie, who had not drawn breath, and was
scarlet in the face, had to stop for a second, and Mr. Darcy
struck in

:

" Hold your tongue, Cherrie ! Not another word

!

Stick to facts—abuse is superfluous. You sec, Captain
Cavendish, with the evidence of this witness, nothing
more is needed bi't drawing out a warrant for your
arrest. She is prepared to swear positively to your
guilt."

"I don't doubt it," said Captain Cavendish, with a

bitter sneer ;
" such a creature as she is would swear to

anything, I dare say. We all know the character of

Cherrie Ncttlcby."

Silence, sir !" thundered Mr. Darcy; "you are tho

very last who should cast a stone at her—you, who havo
deliberately led her to her ruin I"

" He told me I was his wife," sobbed Cherrie, hysteri-

cally, "or I never should have gone. I never knew 1(5,

was a sham marriage, until Mr. Blalvc told me so down ii^

Cbarlottetpwn. AYe were married in the Methodist meet-,

iug-liouse, and I thought it was a mimster; and Mr.
Blake was there, and 1 thought it was al' right I Oh^
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dear me!" sobbed Clieirie, tlio hysterics growing alarm
iiig

;
everybody was in a wicked plot against me, and 1

was only a poor girl, and not up to them ; and I wish I

had never been born—so there i"

Squire Tod and Mr. Darcy turned with looks of fctern

inquiry upon Mr. IJlake.

" What docs this mean V asked old Squire TocL
\^ou never said anything about this, Blake."
" No," said Val, perfectly undisturbed ;

" I only told

you Clierrie liad riui away with Captain Cavendish."
^ That is my irrepi'oachable accuser, you see," said

Captain Cavendish, with sneering sarcasm. What that

woman says is true ; I did inveigle her into a sham mar-
riage, but Mr. Yai Blake managed the whole affair—got

the church and the sham clergyman, and deceived that

crying fool there fifty times more than I did ; for she

trusted him !"

Squire Tod's face darkened into a look of stern sever-

ity as he turned upon Yal.

"Mr. Blake," he said, "I am more astonished and
shocked by this than anything I have heard yet. That
you should be guilty of so base and unmanly an act—you,

whom we all respected and trusted—as to entrap a poor
weak-minded child (for she was only a child) to misery
and ruin ! Shame, shame on you, sir, for such a coward's

act 1"

Yery few people ever suspected Yal Blake of dignity.

One would have thought he must have shrunk under
these stern words, abashed. But he did not—he lield his

liead proudly erect—he rose with the occasion, and was
dignified.

" One moment !" he said, " wait one moment, squire,

before you condemn me ! Gentlemen," he rose up and
threw wide the door of the room from which Chei-rie had
emerged, " gentlemen, please to come out."

Everybody looked, curious and expectant. Cheriie

ceased the sobbing to look, and even Captain Cavendish

forgot for a moment his supreme peril, in wai'-'ng for

ivhat was to come next.

Two geutlenienj the Eeverewd Mr^ Prone, of thq
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Methodist persuasion, and another clerical and wlite

neck-clothed gentleman, came out and stood before the

company. Mr. Drone was well known, the other was a

stranger, a young man, witli rather a dashing air, consid

ering his calling, and a pair of bright, roving dark eyes.

Captain Cavendish had only seen him once in liis life be
fore, but he recognized him instantaneously.

" You all know Mr. Drone, gentlemen," said

''this other is the Reverend Mr. Bai-rett, of Narraville.

Mr. Barrett, it is a year since you were in Speckport, is il

not?"
" It is," replied Mr. Barrett, with the air of a witness

under cross-examination.

"Will you relate what occurred on the last night

of your stay in this town, on the occasion of tha*

visit V
" With pleasure, sir ! I am a minister of the Gospel,

gentlemen, as you may see," said Mr. Barrett, bowing to the

room, " and a cousin of Mr. Drone's. I had been settled

about two years up in Narraville last summer, when I took
it into my head to run down here for a week or so on a visit

to Mr. Dxone. I had known Mr. Blake for years, and
had a very high respect for his uprightness and integrity,

else I never should have complied with the singular re-

quest he made me the day before I left."

" What was the request V asked Mr. Darcy, on whom
a new light was bursting.

"He came to me," said Mr. Barrett, "and liaving

drawn from me a promise of strict secrecy, told me a

somewhat singular story. A gentleman of rank and po-

Bition, an English officer, had fallen in love with a gar-

dener's pretty daughter, a yoang lady with more beauty
than comnjon sense, and wanted to entrap her into a sham
marriage. He had intrusted the case to Mr. Blake, whose
principles, he imagined, were as loose as his own, and Mr.
Blake told me he would inevitably succeed in his diaboli-

cal plot if we did not frustrate him. Mr. Blake's pro-

posal was, that I should marry them in reality, while
letting him think it was only a mockery of a h^ ly ordi-

ipoioe. He urged the eas6 upon me Btrongly ; he said



40t OVERTAKEN.

man was a gambler, a libertine, and a fortuue-hnnter ; that

he vras striving to win for his wiieamost estim^ible young
ladJ—Miss Marsh—for her fortune merely ; that if he
succeeded, she would be miserable for life, and that this

was the only way to prevent it. He told me the man was
60 tlioroiighly bad, that all compunctions would be thrown
away 01? him; and at last I consented. To prevent a great

crime, J married them privately in Mr. Drone's chui'ch.

Mr. Blake was the witness, and the marriage is inserted in

the register. I told Mr. Drone before I left, and he con-

sent cd to keep the matter secret until such time as it was
necessary to divulge it. I married George Percy Caven-
dish and Charlotte l^ettleby the night before I left Speck-

port, and took a copy of the certificate with me ; and I

am ready to swear to the validity of the marriage at any
time and in any place. I recognize them both, and that

man and woman are lawfully husband and wife !"

Mr. Barrett bowed and was silent. Poor Cherrie,

with one glad cry, sprang forward and fell on her knees

before Mr. Yal Blake, and did him theatrical homage on
the spot. Yal lifted her up, and looked in calm triumph
at the baffled Englishman, and saw that that gentleman's

lace was purple with furious rage.

"Liar!" he half screamed, glaring with tigerish eyes

as he heard Mr. Barrett, " it is false I You never per-

formed it—I never saw you before !"

" You have forgotten me, I dare say," said Mr. Bar-

rett, politely, " but i had the pleasure of marrying you to

this lady, nevertheless. It is easily proved, and I am pre-

pared to prove it on any occasion."
" You may as well take it easy. Cavendish," said Yal.

Cherrie is your wife fast enough ! Don't cry, Cherrie,

it's all right now, and you're Mrs. Cavendish as sure as

Church and State can make you."
"It's a most extraordinary story," said Squire Tod,

" and I hardly know what to say to you, Blake. How
Ciirae you to let him get engaged to Miss Henderson,
knowing this ?"

Oh," said Yal, carelessly, " Miss Henderson nevei

q^red \. suajp about him • and tl\ci:) Paul Wyr.dbiijn g(^ii<j
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along ai*,^ ciii him out, just as I was getting ready to tell

the etorj. I ir-.eant to make liim lind Clierrie before he
left Sncckport, and publish the marriage; only Provi

dence let me lind her out myself, to clear the innocent,

md bring this man's guilt home. I had to keep Cherrie
' ri the dark, as I never would have got that confession out

i her."
" Well,'' said Mr. Darcj, rising, "it is growing daik

and I think there is no more to be done this evening,

l^urke, call a cab. Captain Cavendish, you will have
to exchange the mess-room for the town-jail to-night."

Captain Cavendisli said nothing. His fury had turned

to black, bittei suDenness, and his handsome face was dis

turbed by a savage scowl.
" You, gentlemen, and you, Mrs. Cavendish," said

Mr. Darcy, bowing to Cherrie, and smiling slightly, " will

hold yourselves in readiness to give evidence at the trial.

1 think we will have no ditliculty in bringing out a clear

case of willful murder."
An awful picture came before the mind of the scowl-

ing and sullen captain. A gaping crowd in the raw dawn
of a cheerless morning, a horrible gallows, the dangling

rope, the hangman's hand adjusting it round his neck, the

drop, a convulsed figure quivering in the air in ghastly

agony, and then Great beads of cold sweat broke

out on his forehead, and his livid face was contracted by
a spasm of mortal agony. Then he saw the two clergy-

men. Mr. Blake, and Clierrie standing up to go.

"I think I'll take you home, Cherrie." said Yal, "FIJ
.;et another cab for you! Won't they open their eyea

when they see you, though V
Mr. Blake and Cherr'c departed, followed by the two

clergymen ; and no one spoke to the ghastly-looking man,
sitting, guarded by the constable, staring at the floor, witb

that black, desperate scowl, that so changed his face rliat

his nearest friend w^ould hardly have known it. Cherrie

trembled and shrank away as she passed him, and did not

breathe freely until she was safely seated in the cab beside

Val, and rattling away through the gtreete on Aer wff
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Home 1 how poor Cheme's heart longed for the peaoe
of that little cottage where those who loved her, and had
mourned her, dwelt. She was cryiDg quietly, as she sat

sileutlj away in a corner, thinking what a long, and wretch-

ed^ and forlorn, and dreary year the last had been, and
what a foolish girl she had been, and how much she owod
t( Yal Blake.

Mr. Elake did not disturb her reflections ; he was
thinking of wronged Charley Marsh, exiled from home,
branded as a felon.

The cab, for which Mr. Darcy had sent one of the con-

stables, drew up at the office door, as Mr. Blake's drove

away ; and the prisoner, between the two officials, with

Mr. Darcy following close behind, came down-stairs.

Captain Cavendish had gone down-stairs very quietly

between his two guards, neither speaking nor offering the

slightest resistance ; but his eyes were furtively taking in

everything, and the captive's instinct of flight was strong

upon him. One of the constables went forward to open
the cab-door, the other had but a slight grasp of his arm.

The murky darkness, the empty street, favored him.
With the rapidity of lightning, he wheeled round,

struck the constable a blinding blow in the face with his

tist, that forced him to release his hold, and, like a flash,

he sped off, turned sharp round a corner, and was gone

!

The whole thing had been the work of two seconds. Be-
fore any one among them could quite comprehend h^ had
really gone, he was entirely out of sight.

Tiie next instant, the still street was in an uproar, the

two constables and Mr. Darcy, shouting for assistance as

they went, started in pursuit. The corner round which
Captain Cavendish had cut;, and which they now took, led

to a dirty waterside street, branching oil into numerous
wharves, crowded with hogsheads, bales, barrels, and piles

of lumber, affording a sectire and handy hiding-place for

liny runaway. It was like looking for a needle in a hay-

stack even in daylight ; and now, in the thick fog and
darkness, it was the wildest of wildgoose-cliases. They
ran from one wharf to another, colioctiug a crowd about

\heui wherqver they weat ; aud all the time^ ho for wi^om
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kni lilthy alley, that cut like a dirty vein of black mod
from that waterside street to the one above.

Drawing his hat far down over his eyes. Captain Ca^

vendi&h started up the alley, and found himself again in

the street he had left. The cab still stood before the office

door of Mr. Darcy ; he gave it one derisive glance as he
strode rapidly along, and struck into another by-street.

If he could only make good his escape ; if he could baffle

them yet ! Hope sent his heart in mad plunges against

his side—if he could only escape

!

Suddenly, a thought flashed upon him—the carb.

There had been a picnic that day, and an excursion-train,

he knew, left at half-past seven to fetch the picnickers

home. If he could only gel to the depot in time, he might
Btay in hiding about the country until the first hue and
cry was over, then, in disguise, make his way to S

,

and take the steamer for Quebec. He had a large sum of

money about him ; he might do it—he might escape yet.

He pulled out his watch as he almost ran along, twenty-

five mmutes past seven
;
only five minutes, and a long

way off still. He fled through the dark streets like a mad-
man, l)ut no one knew him, and reached the depot at last,

panting and breathless. A crowd lingered on the plat-

form, a bell was clanging, and the train was in motion.

Desperation goaded him on ; he made a furious leap on
board, and—there was a wild cry of horror from the by-

standers, an awful shriek of ^' O my God !" from a falling

man, and then all was uproar, and confusion, and horror,

an<l dismay. Whether in his blind haste he had ,missed
liiB fo(>ting, whether the darkness of the night deceived
him, whether the train was moving faster than he had
supposed, no one ever knew ; but he was down, and ground
under the remorseless wheels of the terrible Juggernaut.

The train w^as stopped, and everybody flocked around
in consternation. Two of the brakemen lifted up Bome-
thing—something that had once been a man, but which
was cru&hed out of all semblance of humanity now. No
one there recognized him : they had onlj heard that one
ft^ooized cry wrung from the unbelieving soul in that lior«^



406 THE VESPER HYMN.

riblQ moment—giving tLc lie tj Ins whole past life—bnt

they had heard or knew nothing irce Some one bronglit

a door ; and they laid the bloody and mangled mass upon

it, and now raised it reverentially on their shoulders, and

carried it slowly to the nearest house. A cloth was thrown

over the white, staring face, the only part of him, it seemed,

not mangled into jelly ; and so they carried him away from

the spot, a dreadful sight, which those who saw never

forgot.

CHAFTEE XXXIV.

I

THE VESPER HYMN.

E was not dead. He was not even insensible.

While they carried him carefully through the

chill, black night, and when they carried him
into the nearest house, and laid him tenderly

on a bed, the large, dark eyes were wide open
and fixed, but neither in death nor unconsciousness. It

was a hotel they had carried him to ; and one of the pretty

chambermaids, ^vho owned a sentimentally-tender heart,

and read a great many novels, cried as she looked at him.
" Poor fellow !" she said, to another pretty chamber-

maid ;
" it's such a pity, ain't it—and he so handsome ^"

Who is he, I wonder ?" the other chambermaid want-

ed to know ; but no one could tell her.

" He looks like an officer," some one remarked ;
" I

think I've seen him in the town before, and I'm pretty

sure he's one of the officers."

" The doctor will kn. av, maybe," suggested the land-

lord. " Poor fellow ! Fm afraid it's all up with him . I

don't think lie can speak."

He had never spoken but tliat once, when the soul of

the infidel, in that supreme moment of mortal agony, in

spite of the infidel creec of his life, had uttered that awful
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not gone, nor of hearing ; he retained all his genses^ and,

strangely enough, did not seem to suffer nnieli. lie h\y

quiescent, his dark eyes wide open, and staring vacantly

straight ahead, liis dark hair, dabbled with l)lood, falling

loose on tlie pillow and around his bloodless face. They »

had drawn a white spread over him ; and he had a strangely

corpse-like look, with his white set face, and marble-like

rigidity. But life burned yet in the strained, wide-open

eyes.

The doctor came—it was Dr. Leach ; and he knew him
immediately, and told the gaping and curious bystanders

who he was. He was very mur»h shocked, and more
shocked still when the white sprood was drawn away, and

the terrible truth revealed. The eyes of the wounded man
followed him as he made hi? ?.xamination, but with no
eagerness or hopefulness

—

o^mj with a dull and awful sort

of apathy.

Do you know me, <\i,ptain Cavendish Dr. Leach
asked, tenderly touchino- the heavy, dark hair falling over

his face.

"Yes. Ilowlopg-^?"
He did not ii ji.sh the sentence, not because he was una-

ble to do it, bnt that he evidently thought lie had finished

it, and his eyes never once left the physician's face.

Dr. Leach looked very sadly down in the dark, inquir-

ing eyes.

'*My poor fellow!" he said, "it is hard, I know, and
for one so young and so far from all your friends. It is

hard to die like this ; but it is Heaven's will, and we must ^

iubmit."
" How long ?" repeated the sufferer, as if he had not

heard him, and with that steady, inquiring gaze.
" You mean, how long can you last ? J am afraid—

I

am afraid, my poor boy, but a short time ; not over three

hours at the most."

The dark, searching eyes turned slowly away from liis

face, and fixed themselves on vacancy as before ; but he
showed no signs of any emotion whatever. Physical and
mental sense of suffering and fearing seemed ^like tc have
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forsaken Iiim in this lasi Jrcadful hour. He had been ^

bad man ; the life that lay behind him was a shameful
record. He had been a gamester, a swindler, a libertine,

a robber, and a murderer ; and now he was dying in his

sins, in a dull stupor, without remorse foi* the past or fear

of tlie awful future. Dr. Leach stooped over him again^

wondering at his unnatural apathy.
" Would you like a clergyman, my poor boy?" he said.

" No !"

" Is there any one you would like to see ? Your time
is very short, remember."

Captain Cavendish turned to him with something
like human interest in his glance, for the first time.

" I should li]ve to see Val Blake," he said, " and Mr
Darcy."

" I'll send for them," said the doctor, going out, an<3

dispatching a con pie of messengers in hot haste. " lie

wants to make his will, I suppose," Dr. Leach thonght,

as he returned to the bedroom. "Poor fellow; and Val

Blake was his friend !"

Dr. Leach liad requested one of the messengers to go
for the army-sui-geon before he came back. He knew the

case was utterly hopeless, but still it wiis better to have

the surgeon there. He found his patient lying as he had
left him, staring blankly at a lamp ilaring on a table under
the window, while the slow minutes trailed away, and his

short span of life wore away. His last night on earth !

Did he think of it as he lay tliere, never taking his eyes

from the lamp-flame, even when the doctor came to his

bedside again and held something to his lips.

"My dear," Dr. Leach said, feeling as thongh he worn
speaking to a woman, and again stroking back his hair

with a tender touch ;
" hadn't you better sec a clergyman 1

You are dying, you know."
" Did you send for them f said Captain Cavendish,

looking at him.
" For Blake and Darcy ? Yea. But will I not gend

for a clergyman too 3"
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"Would yon like me to read to jou, thent There is

ft Bible on the table ?"

He sank back into his lethargic indifference once more
and looked at the lamp again. Dr. Leach sighed as he
Bat down beside him, to watch and wait for the coming
of the others.

They came at last—Yal* Blake and Mr. Darcy—know-
mg all beforehand. Their presence seemed to I'onse him.

Dr. Leach would have left the room, but the lawyer de-

tained him.
" Yow may as well stay," he said, " it can make no

difference to him now if all the world hears him. It is

not his will—it is a confession he has to make."
Mr. Darcy was right. Strangely enough he wanted to

do that one act of justice before he went out of life, and he
seemed to make an effort to rally, and rouse liimself to do
it. The doctor gave him a stimulant, for he was per-

ceptibly sinking, and the lawyer sat down to write out

the broken sentences of that dying confession. It was
not long ; but it was long enough to triumphantly vindi-

cate Charley Marsh before any court in the world, and
just as it was completed the surgeon came. But a more
terrible visitor was there too, before whom they held

their breath in mute awe. Death stood terrible and invisi-

ble in their midst, and no word was spoken. They stood

around tlie bed, pale and silent, and watched him go out
of life with solemn awe at their hearts. There was no
frightful death struggles—he died peacefully as a little

child, but it was a fearful deatlibed for all that. The soul

of the unbeliever had gone to be judged. " God be mer-
ciful to him 1" Dr. Leach had said, and they had all ans-

wered, " Amen." They drew the counterpane over the

marble face, beautiful in death, and left the room to-

gether. All were pale, but the face of Yal Blake was
^tiastly He ^eaned against an open window, with a feel-

wig of deadly sickness at his heart, it was all so awful,

so suddenly awful
\
they, poor erring mortals, had judged

"No."

and condemned hun. and now
It
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Great Judge of all mankind—and the dark storj had
ended in the solemn wonder of the winding-sheet.

" Speak nothing but good of the dead," a pitiful old

proverb says. We were fnends once," val Bl&k©
thought. I never want to speak of him again."

The body of the dead man was to be taken to hia

hotel. The surgeon and Mr. Darcy volunteered to ar-

range it, and Dr. Leach and Yal left. The doctor had
his patients to attend to, and Yal was going to tell Cherrie.

She was his wife and ought to know, and Yal remembered
how she had loved the dead man once. But that love had
died out long ago, under his cruel neglect ; and though
she cried when she heard the tragic end of the man to

whom she had been bound by the mysterious tie of marri-

age, they were no very passionate tears. And before the

Niettleby family had quite learned to comprehend she was
a wife they found that Mrs. Cherrie Cavendish was a

widow I

Of all the shocks which Speckport had received with-

in the last twenty years, there was none to equal this.

Charley Marsh innocent. Captain Cavendish guilty 1

Cherrie Nettleby come back, his wife, his widow! And
still it spread, and "still the wonder grew ;" and it was
like a play or a sensation novel, and the strange old prov-

erb, " Truth is stranger than fictien," was on the tongues

of all the wiseacres in the town.

And while the good people talked and exclaimed and
wondered, and told the story over and over and over

again to one another, and found it ever new, the dead
man lay in his own elegant room in the hotel, and Cher-

rie, his widow, sat at his bed head, feeling she had become
alJ at once a heroine, and making the most of it.

Among the visitors to that darkened room were Mr.
and Mrs. Wyndliam, Miss Blair, and Mr. Blake. Olivo

Wyndham, stately and beautiful as ever, but paler and
thinner, and ^ess defiantly bright than of old, stood be-

side the bed of death, and looked down on the white,

beautiful face of the dead man, witli a strange, remorse-

ful pang at her heart. How her soul bowed down before

the disembodied epirii, and how touching was the marble
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beant}' of that rigid face ! If he had been old and ugly,

peihaps people wonld not have felt so sadly pitiful about

lis dreadful fate ; but he was so young and so handsome,
that tears came into their eyes, and they forgot he had
been a villain in life, and went away shaking their heada

and saying, ''Poor fellow! Poor fellow I It's such a

pity!"

Laura Blair—but Laura was always tender-hearted

—

cried as she looked at him, and thought how much she had
liked him, and what pleasant hours they had spent together,

He was very bad, of course, but still Laura never

could get any further, for the tears came so fast they

choked her words.

She actually kissed Cherrie, who cried from sympathy,
and Yal Blake looked at her with a more tender glance

than any one had ever seen in YaPs unsentimental eyea

before.

The pony-phaeton from Redmon was in waiting at the

hotel door. Mr. Wyndham assisted the ladies in, and
touched his hat as if in leave-taking.

" Are you not going back V his wife asked, with
strange timidity. She was in the habit now of speaking
to him, and always in that strangely-hurried tone so

foreign to her character.
" JS^o," Mr. Wyndham said, " not just now. I shall

return before dinner."

The carriage drove off. Mr. Wyndham took YaPa
arm, lit a cigar, and strolled with him down Queen Street.

" It's a very sad business !" he said, thoughtfully. " 1

am Sony for him, poor fellow !—one can't help it
;

but,

after all, I don't know that it is not a merciful deliverance.

The publio disgrace, the imprisonment, the trial, the

sentence, would have been to him far more terrible.

There are worse things than death !"

He said the last words with a sudden bitterness that

made Yal look at him. " It's his mother he is thinking
of," said Mr. BlalvC to himself. "Poor woman, she's

mad 1"

^ And it in really true that he confessed all before he



Jiad ?" Mr. Wyndliam asked ;
" and exculpated, beyond

all doubt, Charley Marsh V
" Yes, ' said Yal ;

" Charley Marsh is free to return to

Speckport whenever he pleases now. I always knew lie

was innocent. I lis„d a letter from him last nighty too, in-

closing one tc his mother."
" Indeed !" Mr. Wyndham said, with a look of inter-

.^8t. " Is he well ? Is he still in the army 2"

Yes ; but his time is nearly up, it appears. I shall

write to him to-day, and tell liim to come back to us. I

have a note—she called it a note, though it's four sheets

of paper closely written, and she sat up until three this

morning to finish it—from Laura Blair, to inclose to him.
If he is proof against four sheets of entreaty from a lady,

all I can say to him will not avail much.^'
" Laura is a good little girl," said Mr. Wyndham,

" and very much in earnest about all her friends. Yon
ought to marry her, Blake."

" Eh I" said Mr. Blake, aghast.
" You ought to marry her," repeated Mr. Wyndham,

as composedly as though he were saying, " You ought to

smoke another cigar." " I am sure you will never come
across one more suited to the purpose, if you live to be as

old as Methuselah's cat
!"

" My dear Wyndham," expostulated Mr. Blake, rather

shocked than otherwise, " what are you talking about ? I

give you my word I never thought of such a thing in my
life."

" I don't doubt it, in the least ; but you kno\T the prov-

erb, * Better late tlian never.'
"

" Nonsense ! What do I want with a wife ?"

" A good deal, I should think ; if only to save tin

trouble of boarding out, and securing some one to darn

your stockings and button your shirt-collar. Have you
ne^cr induxged in any vision, O most prosaic of men 1 of

a quiet domestic fircFide, garnished on one side by your-

self, with your feet in slippers, and on the other by a do-

die cat an " M^-ei. 2]:<.ke f
" Never !" ^espoixied Mr. Blake, emphatically^.
" TLen it's time you did ! Your hair's turmng grft/i
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man, and your sister has left you ! Come, rouse ap, old

fellow, and secure that little prize, Laura Blair, before

some more ardent wooer bears lier oS, and leaves you in

the lurcli,"
^

Mr. Blair stared at liim.

" T say, Wyndham, what crotchet have you got in youl

head to-day ? Marry Laura Blair 1 What should I ntarry

her for, more than any one else ?"

" Well, for pure innate artlessness, Mr. Blake/' he

said, " I'll back you against the world I Why should you
marry Laura Blair, indeed ! Why, you overgrown infant,

because you are in love with her I That's why I"

"Am I ?" responded Mr. Blake, helplessly. " I didn't

know it. Is she in love with me, too ?"

" Ask her," said Mr. Wyndham, still laughing. " Here
we are at the office. Good-morning to you."

" Won't you come in f
"Not this morning; I am going to Rosebush Cot-

tage."
" Oh," said Yal, hesitatingly, for it was an under-

stood thing the subject was very painful, " how is your
mother f

" She is no better," said Mr. Wyndham, briefly.
** Good-morning!"

Mr. Blake went into his sanctum, and the first thing

he did was to write to Charley and tell him all.

" Come back to Speckport, dear old boy," wrote Yal,
" everybody is in a state of remorse, you know, and dying
to see you. Come back for your mother's sake, and we
will give you such a reception as no man has had since the

Prince of Wales, long life to hini I visited our town. Come
back, Charley, and cheer us again with the sight of your
h 3nest sonsie face."

It took some time for Speckport to recover thoroughly
from the severe shock its nervous system had received in

the death of Captain Cavendish, and the various wonder-
ful facts that death brought to light. It was fuUy a month
before the wonder quite subsided, and people could talk

of other tilings over the tea-table.

Cherriej the bereavedj wa^ safely back again in th^
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i>arental nest. Creditors had flocked ia with the ilea^

man's long bills ; and when all was settled, nothing wai
left for the widow. But some good men among them
made up two hundred pounds, and Mrs. Wyndhara added
another hundred, and the three were presented to Mrs.
Cavendish, with the sympathy of the donors. It was a

little fortune for Cherrie, though a pitiful ending of the

brilliant match she had made ; and she took it, crying very

much, and was humbly thankful. Once more she tripped

the streets of her native town, and her crape, and bomba-
zine, and widow's cap, were charmingly becoming ; and
when the roses began to return to her cheeks, ^e waa
piettier than ever.

The town was quiet, and October was wearing away.
The last week of that month brought a letter from Char-
ley Marsh—a letter that was not like Charley, but was very
grave, almost sad.

" Under God, my dear Yal," he wrote, I owe the

restoration of my good name to you. I know all you have
done for me and mine—my poor mother has told me ; but
I cannot thank you. I am sure you do not want me to

thank you ; but it is all written deep in my heart, and wiU
be buried with me. I am coming back to Speckporr—ah

!

dear old Speckport I I never thought it could be so dearl

I shall be with you in November, and perhaps I may say

to you then what I cannot write now. i am coming back
a man, Val ; I went away a hot-headed, passionate, un-

reasoning boy. I have learned to be wise, I hope, and if

the school has been a hard one, I shall only remember its

lessons the longer. I am coming back rich ; blessings as

well as misfortu:!Aes do not come alone. 1 have been left

a fortune—^you will see an account of it in the paper I

feend you. Our colonel, a gallant fellow, an4 a rich Geor-

gian planter, has remembered me in his will. I saved his

life shortly after I came here, almost at the risk of my
own, I believe. They promoted me for it at t^xe time, and
I thought I had got my reward ; but I was mistaken. Hq
died last week of a bayonet-thrust, and when his will waa
i'ead, I found I was left thirty thousand dollara. He ^vaa

% cJjoldJleBa widower^ with uo uear relatives j ao no il
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wronged. You see I shall not have to fall back upon Dr.
Leach's hand on my return, and my mother need depend
no more on Mrs. Wyndham's generosity. I am very grate-

ful to that lady all the same."
" I believe I'll show this letter to Father Lennard,"

said Yal to himself ; " he asked me on Sunday if I had
heard from Charley lately, and told me to let him know
wlien I did. Charley was always a favorite of his, since the

day when he was a little shaver and an acolyte on the altar."

Mr. Blake was not the man to let grass grow under his

feet when he took a notion in his head ; so h^ started oil

at once, at a swinging pace, for the cathedral. The Octo-

ber twilight was cold and gray. A dreary evening, in

which men went by with pinched noses and were buttoned
up in greatcoats, and women had vails over their faces,

and shivered in the street—a melancholy evening, speak-

ing of desolation, and decay, and death, ana the end of all

things earthly.

Mr. Blake, to whom it was only a rawish evening,

strode along, and reached the cathedral m the bleak dusk.

The principal entrances were all cloued, but he went in

through a side door, and looked in jO the side chapel for

the priest. Not finding him, hu entered the cathedral

througli one of tlie transepts, but neither was Father Len-
nard there. The gray twilight shone but dimly through
the painted windows, and the ioiig and lofty aisles were very
dim and shadowy. There v/as but one light in the great

church—a tiny lamp burning on the grand altar—a lamp
that never went out bj' night or day. Two or three

sliadowy female figures knelt around the altar-rails ia

Miss Rose. He knew she was in the habit of coming iii

the twilight here; but something else had caught his

attention, aud he turned away and went on tiptoe down
the echoing nave, staring up at the choir. Some one was
singing softly there—singing so softly that it seemed but
the sighing of the autumn-wind, and seemed to belong to

it. But Val had a quick ear, and the low melancholy
cadences struck him with a nameless thrill. What was
^bm that sounded $o strangely familiar in that voica % It

thought one of them looked like
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wa8 a woman's voice— sweet, full soprano, that could
rise to power at its owner's will. But wliat did it remind
iiim of ? A thought flashed through him—a sudden and
startling thought—that brought the blood in a red gush to

bis face, and then left him cold and white. He softly

ascended the stairs, the low, mournful yoice breaking into

a sweetly-plaintive vesper hymn as he went.
Yal JBlake trembled from head to foot, and a (iold

sweat broke out on his face. He paused a moment be-

fore he entered into the choir, his heart beating faster than
it ever had beat before. A woman sat before the organ^

not playing, but with her fingers wandering noiselessly

over the keys, her face upraised in the ghostly light. She
looked like the picture of St. Cecilia, with a cloud oi
tressed hazy golden hair falling about that pale, earnest,

upraised face. Her mantle had fallen back—a white
cashmere mantle, edged with ermine and lined with blue
satin—and she sung, unconscious, as it seemed, of all the

world. Yal Blake stood like a man paralyzed—struck

dumb and motionless—and the sweet voice sang on:

"Ave Maria I Oh, hear when we call,

Mother of Heaven, who is Saviour of all;

Feeble and fearing, we trust in thy might

;

In doubting and darkness thy love be our light.

Let us slee' on thy breast while the night-taper bona^
And wake in thine arms when the morning returns 1

Ave Maria 1 Ave Maria 1 Ave Maria I audi nosi"

The singing ceased, the fingers were motionless, and
the pale face drooped and sunk down on the pale Wnds.
And still Yal Blake stood mute, motionless, utterly con-

founded. For there before him, with only ^he moonhght
shadow of her former loveliness left, sat and ftang, not me
dead, but the living, Nathalie Marahi
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OW long Mr. Yal Blalv© stood there, staring at

that sight of wonder, neither he nor 1 evei

knew ; but while it drooped in & strange,

heartbroken way over the instmment, and he

stood looking at it, powerless to speak or move,
a hand was laid on his shoulder, and looking round he saw
the pale face of Paul Wyndhann. Pale always, but deadly

white, Mr. Blake saw, in the spectral October gloaming.
" IBlake," he said, in a hoarse whisper, that did not

sound like Paul Wyndham's peculiarly clear and melodious
voice, " if ever you were my friend, be silent now 1 Help
me to get away from here unseen."

Some dim foreshadowing of the truth dawned on the

slow mind of Yal Blake. Tlie ghost of [N'athalie Marsh—
the invisible and mysterious woman shut up in Bosebush
Cottage—could they, after all, be connected, and was the

mad mother only a blind. The question passed through
Yal's mind in a vague sort of way, while he watched Paul
Wyndham bend over the drooping figure, as tenderly as a

mother over the cradle of her first-born. His voice too,

had changed when he spoke to her, and was infinitely

gentle and loving.
" My darling," he said, " you must not stay here. I

have come to fetch you home."
She lifted up her head at once, and held out her arms

to him, like a little child that wants to be taken. All the

'pale, misty hair floated softly back from her wan face.

Oh I how altered from the bright face Yal Blake once
knew, and the blue eyes she lifted to his face had a

itrange, meanincrless light, that chilled the blood in the

veins of the looker-on.

yes, take me waj," eliQ l^d, weadij ; but ^i
'

If*
'

- ^
' - '
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lie Marsh'a own voice. "I knew you T^oidd oomeL
Where's Midge ? I am. cold here."

" Midge is at home, my darling. Here is your mantle
—stand up while I put it on."

She arose ; and V al saw she was dressed in white—

a

yort of vvliite cashmere morning-gown, lined with quilted

blue silk. Mr. Wyndham arranged the long white mantle
around the wasted figure, drawing the hood over the head
and face. Ghostly enough she looked, standing there in

the gloom; and Yal knew she must have been dressed

in the same manner on the night she so startled him and
Laura. But Mr. Wyndham, who wore a long black cloak

liimself these chilly evenings, took it off and arranged it

over her white robes, effectually concealing them, as he
drew her forward.

" Go down-stairs, Blake," he said, " a cab is waiting
outside the gates. Come with us, and I will tell you
everything."

Mr. BlalvC mechanically o])eyed. He was not quite

sure it was not all the nightmare, and not at all ceiiain

he was not asleep in his own room, and dreaming this

singular little episode, and would awake presently to smile

at it all. He went down-stairs in silent bewildeiTnent^

never speaking a word, and hardly able to think. Natha-
lie Marsh was dead—or at least some one was dead, and
buried out there in the cemetery, that he had taken to be
Nathalie Marsh—how then did she come to be walking
down-stairs behind him, supported by that extraordinary

man, Paul Wyndham ?

The cathedral was quite deserted when they got dowa,
and the sexton was just locking it up for the night. Ha
f^tared a little at the three forms going by him ; but he
was an old man, with sight not so good as it might be,

and he did not recognize them. They met no one within

the hiclosed groundG. At the side gate a cab stood wait-

ing; Mr. Blake opened the door, and Mr. Wyndham
lielped in his silent companion, who yielded herself, pas-

sive to all changes."
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entered and seated hi nself by the lady. *Ilosebufib Oct-

tage, driver. Make liaste !"

Not a word was spoken during the drive. The slight

figure of the woman lay back in a corner, her head droop-

ing against the side of the carriage. Paul Wyndham sat

Sher, looking at her often, but not addressing her; and

I". Blake, in a hopeless morass of doubt and mystification,

flat staring at the living ghost, and
.
wo-idering when he

was go in a; to wake from his dream.

The distance was short. In ten minutes they stopped

ai front of the pretty cottage, from wJiose curtained

windows a bright light shone. The roses in the garden

were dead long ago, and only gaunt stalks and bare vines

twined themselves, like ugly brown snakes, where the

climbing roses grew. A (pieer figure stood at the gate

—

an ngly, dwarfed, and unwieldy figure, with a big head
-set on no neck at all, and a broad, fiorid face, and little

pin-hole eyes. But the eyes were big enough to express

a great deal of anxiety ; and she flung the gate open and
rushed out as the carriage door opened and Mr. Wyndham
got out.

Have you found her she cried. " Oh, dear 1 oh,

dear ! Where was she, now
Mr. Wyndham did not notice her.

Get out, Blake," he said ; and Midge recoiled with a

cry of consternation at sight of Val's towering form.

The next instant, he had lifted the lady out in his anng,

as if she were a baby, and carried her within the gate.
" Take her into the house," he said, sternly, 1 shall

talk to you about this again I"

Midge obeyed meekly—Yal w'"»ndcred as much at that

meekness as at anything he had seen yet—-and led the

passWe girlish creature into the house. Mr. Wyndham
paid and dismissed the cabman, and held the gate opeii

[or Yal.

Come in, Blake," he said gravely ; " the time haa

come when my secret can be no longer kept, and 1 would
sooner tell it to you tlian to any other human being in

csristcnco,"
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"Tell me," sail Yal, finding voice for the first timeij

" is that really Nathalie Marsh
" She was Nathalie Marsh—she is Nathahe Wyndhaiu

now. She is my wife I"

Mr. Blake fairly gasped for breath.
" Your wife 1" he exclaimed, " are you going madj Mr,

Wyndham ? Olive is your wife 1"

"No," said Paul Wyndham, with cold sternness, "she
is not—she never has been. The compact I made with
her was a formal matter of business, which gave me the

right to dwell under the same roof with her, but never
made me her husband. She and I understand each other

perfectly. Nathalie is my wife—my dear and cherished

wife, and was so before I ever came to Speckport."
"Then, Mr. Wyndham," said Yal, with gravity, "you

are a scoundrel I"

" Perhaps so. Come in."

Yal Blake took off his hat and crossed the threshold

of Eosebush Cottage for the first time since it was in-

habited.

"And your mother was only a myth?" he asked,

as Mr. Wyndham closed and locted carefully the front

door.
" Only a myth. My mother is in Westchester Connty

yet."

Yal asked no more questions, but looked around him.
The hall was long, with beautiful proof-engravings, and
lit by pendant chandehers. There was a door to either

hand—Midge came out of the one to the left, still wear*

ing that anxious face.
" Now, then," said Mr. tVyndham, sternly, " how did

this happen ?"

" It wasn't my fault," snapped Midge, her usual maa-
ner returning. " I did my best, and she'd behaved her

self for so long, I'd no idee she was going to scud ofi:

again. The door wasn't open ten minutes, and I was out

in the kitchen bakin' the pies, and when I came back she

was gone. I put after her and met you, and I couldn't

help it uow ; so 9f ^^^^ ^here did you fl^^



" In the cathedral. She was speaking id it this laoni'

mg, and asking me to take her there, so 1 knew she would
make for that."

" What made you fetch him liere ?" inquired Midge,
poking one stubby index-linger at Mr. Blake.

" He saw her and recognized her before I did. Get
out of the way, Midge, w^e are going in."

Midge went away, snorting to herself, and Mr. Wynd-
ham opened the door, and preceded Mr. Blake into the

drawing-room of the cottage. Such a pretty drawing-

r»)om, lit by the rosy blaze of a clear coal-lire in a grate

of shining steel, and pendent chandeliers of glittering

glass and frosted silver. A small, high-ceilingcd room,

the walls hung wdth w^iite and gold paperhangings, and
adorned with perfect gems of art. The windows were
draped in blue satin and white lace, and there was a

Brussels carpet on the floor, where violets, and bluebells,

and morning-glories ran wild on a white ground, and
looked like pale spring flowers blooming in a snow bank.

The chairs were of white enameled wood—the legs and
back touched up with gold, and cushioned in blue satin.

There w^ere inlaid tables, laden w4th superbly bound
books of beauty, annuals, albums, and portfolios of en-

gravings ; and a rosewood piano stood in one corner, with

Sie music scattered about. There was an open door to

the left, leading into a bed-room furnished in much the

same style ; but Val scarcely looked at it—all his atten-

tion was taken by the white girlish form lying back in a

great carved and gilded chair in front of the fire. What
a wreck she was! The transparent skin, the hollow
cheeks, the sunken eyes, the wasted little hands, the

shadowy figure—what a wreck of the blonde loveliness

of other days. Iler head lay back among the blue satia

piiiows, her hands dropped listless over the arms of the

chair, and her eyes were fixed on the leaping jets of flame,

in a meaningless stare. She never turned to look at thera

whey they came in ; she did not even turn when V al

Blake crossed over and bent above her.

"Nathalie," he said, a little tremor in his voice;

"Nathalie, don't you know mel"



She liftea iisr blue eyes vacantly to hig face, mw*-
niured an inarticulate something, moved her head restlea*-

ly, and then went back 1o staring at the fire. Yal rose

up, white even to his lips.

" Wyndham, what is it f ' he asked, afraid, while he
spoke, tc hear the answer. "Why does she look like

that?"

Paul WyndLam was leaning against the mantel, his

bead drooping, l^ow he lifted it, and Yal saw the dark
despair that filled his eyes.

" Its meaning," he said, " has nearly broken my heart.

If I havd done wrong, I have been terribly punished, and
even you, Blake, might be merciful now. My poor dar-

ling's mind is gone !"

There was a pause, a pause of mute consternation on
Yal's part. Mr. Wyndham bent over ITathaKe, with that

look of unspeakable tenderness that made his face some-

thing new to Yal—a face entirely new.
"My darling, you are tired, I know," he said, " and

want to go to bed. Don't you, Natty ?"

The old name ! It brought a pang to Yal's heart to

hear it. Paul Wyndham spoke to her as he would have
spoken to a child of three years ; and Yal thought he
would sooner she were indeed lying under the sods in the

cemetery than see her as he saw her now—dead in

life.

" Yes, Paul," she said, rising wearily, but at once.
" Or, perhaps," Mr. Wyndham said, looking at her

thoughtfully, "you would like to sing before you go.

You told me the other day, you know, you always slept

bftttei' if you sang before going to bed."
" Oh, yes I" Nathalie said, her face lighting suddenly

with animation. " What shall I sing, Paul ?"

" Anything you like, my dearest."

He led her to the piano, and opened it, while she took

her seat on the stool, and ran her fingers lightly over the

keys at random. Yal Blake closed his eyes to listen.

How long—how long ago it seemed since he had heard

Nathalie Marsh's melodious voice ringing through the

cathedi-al- aisles ! The thin fingers wandered off into a



plaintive little prelude, that had Bomething wild and
melancholy in its wailing minor key. The song was as

sadly-sweet as the air, and the voice that sung was full of

pathos.
» # «

The song died out as mournfully as the last cadence

'A a funeral-hymn, and the pale singer arose.

" I am very tired, Paul," Nathalie said, in a spiritless

sort of way, " and I think my head is aching. Tell Midge
to come."

He rang the bell and put his arm round her to lead

her away.
" good night to Mr. Blake, Nathalie. Yon re-

member Val Blake, don't you, my darling ?"

" Yes," she said ; but the smile she turned upon him
was meaningless, and as cold as moonlight in snow.
" Good-night!"

Something was choking Yal's voice, and his answering
good-night was very husky. Paul Wyndham led her into

the inner room, and Midge bustled in after the old

fashion, and Nathalie was left in her charge to be un-

dressed for the night. Mr. Wyndham left the room and
returned presently, bearing wine and cigars.

" If I am what you called me a while ago, Blake,"

Mr. Wyndham said, with a smile that had very much of

sadness in it, " there are extenuating circumstances that

may lighten my guilt."

" Wrong is wrong," said Mr. Blake, gravely, " and no
extenuating circumstances can make it right. You are a

bigamist, by your own confession, and you know how the
civil law punishes that."

" Yes, Blake, I know it,'^ said Mr. Wyndham, " and,

knowing it, I have risked all to win her, my poor lost

darhng within that room I Heaven knows, I have hardly
had a day's peace since. The broad road may be strewn
with roses, as preachers say it is, but the thorns in the
flowers sting very sharply sometimes, too."

Mr. Blake made no reply to this aphorism. He was
lighting his cigar, with a listeniog face, waiting for the

story companion had to teJl. Midge came out of the



hod-room while he waited, threw more coal on the fiie^

and left the room. But still Paul Wyndham did not

begin. lie was smoking, and looking thoughtfully into

the red fire and the falling cinders, and the ticking of an
oimohi clock on the chimney-piece, and the dreary sigh-

ing of the night-wind without alone broke the silence.

The clock struck eight, and Yal lost patience.
" Well, Wyndham, why wait ? Go on. I am waiting

io hear this most extraordinary affair explained."
" You all hei e in Speckport thought JSTathalie Marsh

committed suicide—did you not 2" said Mr. Wyndham,
looking up. " It is such a charitable place this town of

yours, and your good people are so wonderfully ready to

place the worst construction on everything, that you
never thought she might have fallen in by accident—did

you V
" It looked very suspicious," said Yal. " Heaven

knows how some of us pitied her, poor girl ! but

" But still you gave her credit for suicide. Let me
restore her character. She never for a moment thought
of self-destruction. I have her own solemn word for it.

She was heart-broken,—despairing—my own injured dar-

ling !—but all the teachings of her life told her suicide was
the only crime for which God has no mercy. She never
thought of suicide on the night she wandered down to the

old wharf. Most miserable she was. Perhaps tiie

wretched night was in harmony with her great trouble

;

but she did not go there to look for death. She missed

her footing on the slimy, rotten plank, and fell in, and
fr:)m that moment her story—as far as you know it-
ends.''

Yal nodded. He was smoking, and it was too mucli
trouble to remove the cigar to speak.

" She was saved almost by a miracle. A passing boat

heard the splash and her cry for help, and rowed to the

spot. They saw her as she arose, and saved her, and one
man on board recognized her. The man's name was Cap
tain Locksley. Do you remember it ?"

" Locksley 1" cried Yal. " Captain Frank Locksley of the
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Sonthem Cross V Kiiow him ? Yes, as well as 1 know
you ! lie was over head and ears in love with Nathalie,

himself."

Yes, 1 know. He recognized her, and would have
returned with her to the shore ; but she positively refused

to go. She would die, she cried out, if she did not get

away from this horrible place. Captain Locksley took her
on board of his ship. There was a woman there, the wife

of the steward, and she took charge of the poor, deranged
girl. Captain Locksley sailed that night. He was off on
a three-years' voyage ; but on his way he was to touch at

New York. The evening before they reached that city,

he made an offer of his hand to the poor girl he had saved.

He knew her story. He loved her and pitied her ; but
she refused. She only wanted to be away from Spock-

port. She would remain in New York. One place was
as good as another, and a great city the best of all ; but
her lot was dust and ashes. She would never marry, she

told him. Captain Locksley had a cousin, the wealthy
manager of a fashionable Broadway theater, and, as a fav-

or, the manager consented to receive Nathalie into his

corps. Her role was a very simple one—walking lady at

first, coming on only to stare at the audience at first. But
my poor girl's beauty, though the shadow only of the

brightness that had been, made her rise. She took minor
parts, and they made her sing When they found what a
superb voice she possessed. Her voice, the manager told

me once, might make her fortune—at least it would have
made the fortune of any other woman ; but my darling

had lost life, and with it all ambition. She never would
be a good actress, but the audience looked at her a great

deal ; and the mournful melody of her voice, whether she
talked or sang, had a charm for all It paid themanager

;

go he kept her, and doled out her weekly pittance, and sliv^

took it uncomplainingly. 1 have sometimes wondered si'

hew it was no one from Speckport ever saw and

nized her; but, I dare say, if they did, t.iey would inerj^

set it down as an odd chance resemblance. They werea/t
%j (certain of her death, and then the false »aame and tiiu

^ -^Viidin^ ^taaje-dresses helped



tho tkeater 1 first met her. They took my dramas when
I turned dramatist, and I was always there. She attracted

me from the beginning. She interested me strongly the

first time I saw her, and I fonnd myself pitying her some-
how without knowing anything about her. I could not cease

thinking of her after. The pale face and mournful blue

ejes haunted me wherever I went. I found out she was
called Miss Johnson, and that she lodged in a shabby house
in a shabby street ; and that was all any one heard. But of

my own knowledge I knew she was good and fair, and that

great sorrow, not sin, had darkened her young life. Why
it was I loved her, I never could tell. It was my fate, 1

suppose ; for my struggles were vain, and only left me
more helplessly entangled. The manager laughed at me

;

my friends talked of acts of lunacy and genteel private

lunatic asylums for me ; but it was all useless. I loved

her, and was not to be laughed out of it, and one night

the truth broke from me. I begged her to tell me who
she was and to become my wife ; but she refused. She
refused, Blake, to do either ; but she was very gentle and
womanly saying the cruel words. She was very grateful

to me, she said, my poor dear ! but she could not be un-

just enough to take me at my word. The fancy for her

would soon leave me. She was not worthy to be the wife

of any good man. I must forget her. I must never
speak to her like this again. Blake, I went home that

night in a sort of despair. I hated and despised myself

for my pitiful weakness. I tried to conquer myself, and
failed miserably. I could not stay away from the theater.

I could not forget her. I could not do anything I ought
to do. I went to the house where she lodged, and found
out all they knew about her there. It was very little

;

but it was all good I made the manager tell me again

what his cousin. Captain Locksley, had told him of her,

and I ascertained that Captain Locksley was an honorable

and truthf il man. He had said she had undergone a

great deal of trouble, and had met with heavy reverse of

fortune, but that she was the best and purest of beings,

and he trusted his cousin would always be her true friend

He told him he had long loved her, and that he had asked
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he^ to 'be liis wife, and she had refused. I knew, mere
fore, there was nothing worse :han worldly misfortune in

the past life of the woman I had loved. Once again 1

sought her out, and implored her to leave her hard
life and be my wife, keeping lier past life secret if she

chose ; and once again I was refused.

"After that second refusal,'' Mr. Wyndham saifi,

airowing his smoked-out cigar iji the hre, and lighting an-

other, " I gave up hope entirely. There was such a steady,

inflexible resohition on her poor, pale, worn face, that a

lespairing conviction of the uselessness of all further

attempts came upon me. Still I could not go away—

I

despised myself for my pitiful weakness—but 1 could not,

Blake, I could not ! I loved her, and I was a weak,
irresohite coward, and lingered about the theater only to

get a word from her, a look at her, as she went past, or

follow her at a distance through the city streets, to see that

she got safely home. I despaired, but I could not fly.

And one cold March morning, as I sat at the window of

my hotel, staring dreamily out, she passed by
;
trying to

fix my thoughts on the manuscript before me, and unable

to think of anything but the pale actress, a waiter came in

and handed me a letter. It was a very large letter, in a

strange female hand I had never seen before ; but I knew
it was from her—my darling 1 I tore off the envelope

;

it contained half a dozen closely-written sheets, and was
signed "Nathalie Marsh." I knew the actress only

Miss Johnson ; but I never thought it was her real namt;.

I knew now what it was. It was a very long letter; she

told me where she came from, and why she was here, an

actress. She told me her whole story; iicr sad, pitiful

story of wrong and suffering ; the fortune she had lost

;

the brother wrongfully condemned ; and the treachery

—

the false, cruel, shameful treachery—of the man she had
-oved and trusted. She told me all, in a simple, truthful,

earnest way that went to my heart ; and then she told me
her reasons for telling it. I was her only friend, she saia.

I had always been good and kind to her—my poor, littlu,

forlorn lamb !—and she trusted and believed in me. She
did not «.ove me ; she never could love any one again ; but
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fihe honored and esteemed me, and if i could be content
with that, she would be my wife—faithful and true until

death—on one condition."

Paul Wyndham paused. He had been gazing dreamily
into the fire whilst talking, but now he looked hesitatingly

at Yal Blake.

"I hardly know how to go on," he said, " without in

volving others, whom I have no right to name, but I

must, I suppose ; there is no alternative after the discov-

ery you have made to-night. Auotlier had become pos-

sessed of the fortune that should liavebeen hers ; a fortune

that was hers by every law of right and justice. Another,
who had no claim upon it, except, perhaps, that of mere
chance—and the new heiress had been a fellow-lodger of

hers in Minetta street. She was young and handsome,
and had been a lady. I knew her by sight, for she had
accompanied my darling often to the theater. She would
go to Speckport ; she would possess the thousands that

should have been niy Nathalie's—the fatal thousands for

which her heart had been broken, her young life ruined.

She would be honored and flattered and happy ; she would
marry, perhaps, the very man who had so wronged her-

self. He was a notorious fortune-hunter ; she was sure

he would be at her feet in a month, and was almost equal-

ly sure he would be accepted. She could not endure the

tliought—not that she loved him now—that had all gone
long ago ; but she wanted to baffle him, to make him suf-

fer as he had made her suffer, and to possess after all a

portion of the wealth which should have been all hers.

She would be my wife, she said, if I would bring this

about. She knew a secret in the life of this new heiress

that placed her completely in her power, and she confided

that secret to me. She would be my wife as soon as I

pleased, if I would only help her in this scheme—if, after

our marriage, I would go to Speckport, compel the heiress

into a formal union with myself that should mean nothing
but a business compact on either side, and so bafile Cap-
tain Cavendish, and y'ni for my lawful wife after all the

fortune that was hersi by right. You stare, Blake; it

•ounds very extraordinary and improbable, but it is th«
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simple truth, nevertheless, and I saw no reason lo see why
it could not be earned out. The secret I held placed tlie

heiress utterly in my power and would force licr to cojnply

with my every wish. Mind, Blake, it was not the sort ol

secret that causes divorce cases ; itwts a crime conuuittod,

no doubt ; a crime of falsehood and ambition, not of

shame, else that woman at Redmon would never for one

poor instant, under any temptation whatever, have borne

my name.
"I read the strange letter over a half a dozen times,

and Yal, old boy, I consented. You don't need to tell

me how miserably weak and despicable it was. I know
it all, and knew it then just as well. But I want you to

think of me at my best. If the heiress had been a good
woman, I would have lain down and died sooner than

disturb her ; but I knew she was not. I knew she was a

bad, bold, crafty, ambitious creature, without a heart;

with only a cold, calculating brain, capable of committing
a great crime for her own ends; and J had no ])ity for

her. I consented, for 1 loved my poor, pale girl with a

passionate devotion you never can realize, and felt all her

wrongs burning in my own breast, and longed to take

them upon myself and go forth and avenge her. I did

not know then, as I do now, that it was a diseased brain

that prompted that letter. I did not know that reason had
left her throne, with that constant brooding on one theme,
and that my love was mad when she asked me to commit
a crime. I did not know. I wrote her a long answer,
promising anything, everything, if she would be my wife.

My poor girl ! My poor, poor iSTathahe 1"

Mr. Blake sat staring stoically at the coals, making no
comment whatever on anything he heard, even when
Paul Wyndham made that pause, with a face full ol

tender pity and love.

"We were man-ied, Yal," he said, looking up again,
" and the month that followed was the happiest I ever

knew. Our marriage was very recent, and I took my
darling on a Southern tour, hoping that would make her

forget the past and bo happy. But it did not. 1^ otliing

09^4 make her hapi)^^^ aho said, but i^eing rctribi^t
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tion fall on the unjust, and returning to her nati re town.

Not openly, that was out of the qu^ion—but in secret,

where she could know for herself that her wrongs had
been avenged. So I left her in New York, and came
here, and, B'ake, you know the rest. I did frustrate that

liad man, of whom I do not wish to speak since he iif

dead. 1 did marry the heiress, or we went through the

ceremony that our friends took to be such. We under
stood each other perfectly from the first. I found her pre
cisely what I had thought her—a bold, ambitious woman,
reveling in wealth that was the birthright of another

;

ready to marry a man for whom she did not eare a jot,

because she hoped he would some day place a coronet on
her head. I had little pity for such a woman, and bo-

Bides, I was bound by a solemn promise to my dear one,

who never would see me again if I failed. I married the

heiress of Kedmon, and had a legal right to share the

wealth that should have been all my own true wife's. I

purchased this cottage—I brought Nathalie here—I se-

cured the services of her faithful old servant, and Speck-
port thought it was my sick mother

!

" Yery slowly some dim shadow of the truth came inte

my mind—very slowly—for I turned cold with horror

only at the thought. Her mind was going—I saw it

now—and the horror and anguish and despair of that dis-

covery is known only to Heaven and myself. 1 had been
so happy in spite of all—happy in this cottage with my
darling mfe—and now my punishment was coming, and
was heavier than I could bear. My own act brought on
the crisis. I was always urging her to let me take her

:)ut—I knew it would do her good ; but she had such a

dread of discovery that I never could persuade her. You
remember the Sunday you saw us at the cathedral. She
had often said she would like to go there, and that day I

persuaded her to go, to hear the popuJ.ar preacher. The
sermon was a fearful one—^you recollect it—and it com-
pleted the work remorse and suffering had begun. My
wife was a hopeless lunatic from that day. O my love f

my Iovq! »urely your p^nishm^^t wa© greater tbaa yoiw



at

Yal did not speak. The white augaish ou
Wyndham's face was beyond all wordy consolation.

** It was after that she took to wandering out. Slie

was haunted by one idea now—the sin she had committed
against Olive ; and tormented by a ceaseless desire to find

her oat, and kneel at her feet for forgiveness. She wan-

dered to the lledmon road on the night you saw her first,

with some such idea, and fled in terror at Laura's scream.

Midge had followed and found her, and led her home.
From that time, Midge had to watch her ceaselessly to

keep her in ; but sometimes, in spite of all, she would
make her way out. She went to the cemetery to see her

own grave, poor child ! and Midge found her there, too
;

she went to the cathedral this evening in the same way.

All the old familiar places drew her to them with an ir-

resistible power of attraction, and I knew this discovery

must come, sooner or later. I am deeply thankful you
were the first to make it, for I can trust you, dear old

Val ! I dare not call in medical service, but I know her

ease is quite hopeless. She is never otherwise than gentle

Mid patient—she is Kke a little child, and I know reason

has gone forever. Blake, I know I have done wrong. I

know I have deserved this, but it breaks my heart I"

" And this is the end of your story," said Val, looking

at him with a stony face.

"This is the end—a pitiful story ef weakness and
wrong-doing, isn't it ?"

"Yes," said Yal, rising, and flinging his smoked -out

cigar in the fire, " it is. A bad and cruel stoiy as ever I

heard. A story I never should have given you the credit

0 f being the hero of, Paul Wyndham. You nave profane< f

fc iiolv rite—you have broken the laws of God and man-
you have committed a felony, for which life-long im^

{)risonmen': is the penalty. You are a bigamist, sir. Thq
<iws of this matter-of-tact land recognize no romantic
glossing over of facts. You have married two wives—
{hat humbug about one marriage meaning nothing, being
only a business arrangement, is only bosh. You are a

bigamist, Mr. Wyndham, and you cannot expect na^

hoodwink your crim^ from th© eves of tbo ka4,''
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"^o," said Mr. Wyndham, bitterly, "I exped
nothing. You will turn Kliadamanthus, and have justice,

though the lieavens fall, I dare say. You will publish

my misdoings on the house-tops, and at the street-corners

It will be a rare treat for Speckport, and Mr. Yal Blake
will awake all at once, and find himself famous 1"

Mr. Blake listened with the same face of stone.
" I will do what is right and above-board, Mr. Wynd

ham. I will have no act or part in any plot as long as J

live. The only one I ever had a liand in was that affair

of Cherrie's, and I was sorry enough for that afterward.

If Nathalie Marsh were my sister, I could scarcely care

more for her than I do ; but I tell you I would sooner

know she was dead and buried out there, than living, and
as she is. I am sony for j^ou, Mr. Wyndham, for I had
some faith in you ; but it is out of all reason to ask me to

conceal such a crime as this."

" I ask for nothing," Paul Wyndham said, more in

sorrow than in anger. "I am entirely at jour mercy.

Heaven knows it does not matter much what becomes of

me, but it is hard to think of her name—my poor dear !

—

dragged tlirough the slime of the streets."

rerhaps Val Blake was sorry for him in his secret

heart—for it was a kindly heart, too, was Val's—but hia

face did not show it. He lifted his hat, and turned

to go.
" I shall be as merciful as is compatible with justice,"

he said ;
" before I make this matter known to tlie proper

authorities, you shall be warned. But there are others

who must be told to-morrow. She must have medical

advice at once, for she is evidently dying by inches ; hes

mother must know, and—" His hand was on the lock

of the door as he stopped, and faced round—" and the

woman you have wronged. As tc your secret power
over her, you need not make such \ mystery of it. 1

know what it is !"

" You !" Paul Wyndham said, turning his powerfuJ

gray eyes upon him. " You, Blake ! Impossible !

'

Mr. Bl^ke nodded intelligently.

Bha k }lot the Xxm \^^^m \ I I i^e I am right \



I have had reason to think so for some time past ; but I

never was sure until to-night. Oh, jes I 1 know the

secret, and I know more. I think I can put my hand on
one who is the heiress, before to-morrow's sun goes

down."
There flashed through Paul Wyndham's mind what

Olive had said, in that first stormy interview they had
held, about the true heiress, who had made over to her
the ^ue estate. Wliat if it had been true ?

"Who is it?" he asked. "You cannot I She is

dead I"

" Not a bit of it. She is worth half a dozen dead
^ople yet I I shall see her to-mon-ow, and find out if I

am not right."
" See her to-morrow ! Then she is in Speckport ?"

" To be sure she is ! I will visit the other one, too

—

Harriet, you know. She must be told at once."
" You know her name ! Blake, who has told you all

this?"
" Not now !" said Yal, opening the door ; " some other

time I will tell you. You are at hberty to make what use
of your time you please. You have between this and to-

morrow."
" I shall not make use of it to fly," said Mr. Wyndham,

coolly ;
" whatever comes, I shall stay here and meet it.

I have only one request to make—^be as tender with that

poor girl at Redmon as you can. I do not think she is

nappy, and I believe she is a far better woman than I

took her to be. I am sorry for the wrong I have done
her, but it is too late in the day for all that now. I do
not ask you to spare me, but do spare her ?"

" I shall not add to the truth—be sure of it. Good
pight !"

" Good night I" Paul Wyndham said, locking and
closing the door after him, and returning to the room
they had left. So it was all over, and the discovery he
had dreaded and foreseen all along, had come at last. It

was all over, and the scheme of his life was at an end.
' Hg had been happy here—oh, very, verv happy ! with

the wife he loved, and who had tniBted and dung to Mm^
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as a timid child does to a father. How often he had sat

in this \ery room, reading to her dreamy, misty Shelley,

or Byron, or Owen Meredith, and she had sat on a low
stool at his feet, her blue eyes looking up in his face, her
hazy gold hair rippling loose about her, like a cloud of

sunlight, or with that golden head pillowed on his knee,
fvhile sLe dropped asleep in the blue summer twilight,

listening. Yes, he had been unspeakably happy there,

while some one had sat unthought of at Redmon, eating

out her own heart in her grand miserable solitude. He
had been very happy here ; but it was all over now, and
his life seemed closing black around him, like a sort of

iron shroud. It would all pass, and he would exist for

years, perhaps, yet, and eat, and drink, and sleep, and go
':*n with tlie dull routine of existence, but his Ufe was at

an end. He had sinned, and the retribution that always

follows sin in this world, or the next, had overtaken him.

He had been happy here, but it was gone forever—iifivei>
more to be—^nevermore—^nevermore I

CHAPTER XXXVL

DBIFTING OTO.

'^^^^^jN Mrs. Major Wheatly's pretty drawing-room

iS^M^^l ^ their new house in Golden How sat Miss
^i^^i^ Rose, the governess. She is dressed

:
in slight mourning, very simple, as becomes a

governess, but fitting the small, light figure

with exquisite neatness, and she is counting time for Misg
Wheatly, who sits strumming out her music-lesson at the

f)iano. Mrs. Wheatly lies on a sofa at the window, dawd-
ing over a novel and looking listlessly at the passers-by,

a" id wishing some one would call. She started up, think-

her mental prayer warf granted, af % servant esLterecj
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with a card. But it was not for her. It was handed to

the governess.
" Mr. Blake !" said Miss Eose, hesitatingly. " This

cannot be for me, Margaret."
" O yes'm, it is I He requested particularly to seeMisa

Rose."
" Is it Mr. Blake ?" inquired Mrs. Wheatly. " What

can he want with you, I wonder f
Miss Rose smiled as she got up.
" I am sure I (Jpn't know. I may go down, I sup

poee?"
" Oh, certainly, my dear !" said Mrs. Wheatly, yawn

ing. " And ask him if he has heard from his sister

lately. Stop your strumming, Louisa, it makes my head
ache."

Mr. Blake was sitting in what was called the morning-
room, and shook hands with Miss Rose when she came in.

But how strangely grave he was I What could he want
with her ? Her heart fluttered a little as she looked at

him.
" My dear young lady I" he began, with an ominously

frave face, "if, is very serious business that brings me
ere this morning. Are you quite sure no one can over-

hear us?"

Awful beginning I The little governess turned pale

as she Hstened.
" No one," she faltered What is it you mean, Mr.

Blake!"
" My dear," said Mr Blake, as if he were speaking to

a young lady of ten years, " don't look so frightened. I

want to ask you a question, and you must pardon me if it

sounds impertinent. Is your name, your family-name,

really Rose ?"

The governess uttered a low cry, and covered her hce
with both hands.

" I am answered," said Yal. " Your name is Eender-
eon—Oiive Henderson; aud you should be heiress oi

Redmoii, instead of—of the person whose name is Harriet,

and who reigns there now . Oh, my dear young lady, ho^
i» this i Ifi there no one in the world to be trnsted ("
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She rose from her seat suddenly, and sank on
knees at his feet with a gushing sob.

" I have done wrong," she cried, " for all deceit la

wrong ; and though Kose is my name, it is not my father's.

But oh, Mr. Blake ! if you only knew all, I don't think

jrou would blame me so much. It was not I who changed
it. It has been the name by which I have gone for years,

and I could not resume my rightful one without susjdI-

cion and explanation that involved the honor of the dead
;

and so I was silent. No one was wronged by it—no one
in the wide world ; and I did not think it so very
wrong."

She sobbed out as she spoke, in a sudden outbreak of

distress. Yal stooped kindly and raised her up.
" My dear child, I only doubted you for a moment.

You are too good to willfufly deceive any one to their

harm. But you must calm yourself and listen to me ; for

right must be done to all. Who is that woman at Red
mon ? Is she your stepsister ?"

The governess's only reply was to clasp her hands
piteously.

"Oh, Mr. Blake, what have you done? How have
you found this out ? Oh, I am so sorry, so very sorry

;

lor you don't know the misery you will make 1"

" Misery 1 Do you mean to yourself ?"

" Ko, no ! but to her. Poor Harriet 1 Oh, Mr. Blake^

who can have told you this ?"

"Sit down and calm yourself, my dear Miss Rose,

and you shall hear all. Do you recollect one day, very
shortly after your return here, visiting Miss Henderson at

her cottage down the street here ?"

" Yes, yes."
^' You and she had a long conversation in her chamber

that day, part of which was overheard. Miss Catty Clow-
rie was in tlie house at the time, and she overheard

—

how, I dcm't pretend to say ; but she heard enough to ex-

cite her suspicions that all was not as it should be. She
heard you addressed as ' Oily', and heard you call Miss

Henderson ' Hai-riet.' She saw her down on her knees

tiefore youj pleading despa/ate'y for aoxnething, Wm
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Clowne could not quite make out what and she heard

you promise to comply with her request, on condition oi

this looked very odd, you know ; and Miss Clowrie, who
is a good deal of an attorney, they tell me, scented a

criminal case. She consulted with her father on the sub-

ject, and was overheard by her brother Jacob, who is in

ray office. Jake communicated the story next morning
in confidence to Bill Blair, and Bill related it in confi-

dence to me. I cross-questioned Jake, and got out of

*him all he knew, and then pooh-poohed the story, and
told them Catty must have heen dreaming. But the an-

nuity was paid, and I suspected the whole thing at once.

It was none of my business, however, so I held my tongue
;

and as Mr. and Miss Clowrie hadn't facts enough to go
upon, they held theirs, too, and waited for something to

turn up. There is the story to you, Miss Rose ; and now
why on earth, if you are the true Olive Henderson, have
you slaved here as a governess, while you let another,

who had no right, usurp your place and wealth ?"

She governess lifted ner head with some spirit.

"It is no slavery, Mr. Blake I They are very kind
to me here, Mr. Blake, and I have every reason to be
happy ; and Harriet lias a right, a strong right, which I

never mean to dispute, to possess whatever belongs to

me. She is no usurper, for I have made over to her fully

and sincerely the legacy bequeathed to Philip Henderson.
" I understand. You are very generous and self-sacri-

ficing. Miss Rose—but still she has no right there, and—

"

But Miss Rose interrupted, clasping her hands in passion-

ate appeal.
" Oh, Mr. Blake, what are you going to do ? Oh, L

entreat of you, if you have any regard for me or poor
Harriet, not to reveal what you know. Indeed, indeed, I

don't want it ! What should I do with half that money ?

I have everything I want, and am as happy as the day ia

long. Do you think I could ever be happy again if I

turned poor Harriet out ; do you think 1 coul(l ever live

in that grand place, knowing I had made her iniserable

for life? Oh, do, Mr. Blake I You are good and kind

Marsh a certain annuity. All
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hearted, and would not make any one unhappy, 1 khoWl
Then let things go on as they are ; and don't say anything
about this V

" But I cannot, my dear little martyr 1" said Val, " and
I must speak of it to her, at least, because it is involved

in another story she must hear."
" In another story ?"

" Yes, Miss Eose—for I suppose I must still call you
by that name—in another story, stranger than anything
you ever heard out of a novel. A cruel and shameful
story of wrong and revenge, that I have come here to tell

you this morning, and to which all this has been but the

preface."

The governess lifted her pale, wondering face in mute
inquiry, and Yal began the story Paul Wyndham had re

lated the night before. Tlie brown eyes of the little gov-

erness dilated, and her lips parted as she listened, but she

never spoke or interrupted him until he had finished. She
sat with her clasped hands in her lap, her eyes never leav

ing his face, her lips apart and breathless.
" So you see. Miss Rose," Yal wound up, " in telling

that unfortunate girl at Redmon that she is not, and never

has been, legally the wife of Paul Wyndham, it is of ab-

solute impossibility to shirk the other stoiy. Had she

never falsely possessed herself of that to which she had no
claim, this dishonor would have been saved her. She might
have been poor, but not disgraced, as she is now."

" Oh, Mr. Blake I what have I heard ? Nathalie Marsh
alive and here ?"

" Not Nathalie Marsh—Nathalie Wyndham. What-
ever your stepsister may be, Nathalie at least is his lawful

wifei"
" Oh, my poor, poor, Nathalie I And is she really in-

Bano—hopeles^y insane ?"

" Hopelessly, I fear, but she does not look as if her

life would last long. She is only the shadow of what she

was—a poor, thin, frail shadow.
" And Han-iet, who is so proud, what will she say when

this is told her ? Oh, how could Mr. Wyndham do hel

such a wrong 2 It was cruel 1 it was unmanly 1"
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^ So it was," nodded Val, " and iV^ hot like him,

either ; for Wyndliam is a pretty honorable fellow, as the

world goes. But man, even at the best," said Mr. Blake,

modestly, thinking of his own short-comings, " is weak,
and temptation is strong. I think he is sorry enongli foi

it now—not selfishly sorry, either. And now, Miss Kose,

what I want is ih'n. I know you are a sort of unprofessed

Sister of Charity where the sick are concerned, and you
and poor Natty used to be friends. I want to know if

you will come and stay with her for awhile ; she hasn't a

soul of the female kind but Midge. If Joanna were here,

I wouldn't have to trouble you ; but in her absence you
are the only one I can think of. Of course, her mother
must go ; but poor Mrs. Marsh is of no more use in a sick

room than a big wax doll. She will play propriety while

yea stay."
" Yes, yes ; I will go at once !" exclaimed Miss Kose

starting up in womanly impulsiveness. " Wait one mo
ment while I run and tell Mrs. Wheatley."

" Oh, there's no such hurry ! It will do this afternoon,

when I will call for you, with Mrs. Marsh. Don't tell

Mrs. Wheatley who it is you are going to see, mind—the

secret will get out, of course, but we don't want every-

body to know it just yet."
" I will not tell. 'What time will you call?"
" About three. I am going to Redmon now. She

onght to know at once 1"

" My poor, poor Harriet I Oh, Mr. Blake 1 She is so

proud and sensitive. You will spare her as much as you
can ?"

Mr. Blake took the two little clasped hands between
his own broad palms, and looked down kindly in the paie

pleading face.

" I think I could spare my wortt enemy if you pleaded

for him, my little friend. Don't be afraid of mo. Miss
Winnie. I don't think it is in me to strike a fallen foe

—

and that poor girl at Redmon never injured me. Good-
bye, unnl then 1"

Mr. Blake's composure, as we know, was not easily

disturbed ; but he rang the bell at Bledmon with much
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the same sensation a miserable sufferer from ioothachi
rings at a dentist's door.

Yes, Mrs. Wyndham was in, the servant said, taking

, the visitor's card and ushering him into the h'brary, vt^here

a bright fire blazed, for the lady of Redmon liked fires.

^ Yal sat and stared at it, wondering how he would begin

his disagreeable task, and how she would take it.

" She's such a fiarer anyway !" thought Mr. Blake,
^* that I dare say she'll fly out at me like a wildcat! What
a mess it is I 1 wish I never had got into it

!"

The door opened while he was thinking, and Olive came
in. She was dressed in a loose morning negligee, every

fold showing how indifferently her toilet had been made.
Yal saw, too, how pale, and wan, and weary her dark face

looked ; how hollow, and earthen, and melancholy her

large black eyes. She had had her own share of the suffering,

and her pride and haughty defiance seemed subdued now.
" Does she know already V wondered Yal ;

" it not,

why does she look like that ? Have you been ill, Mrs
Wyndham ?" he asked, akud.

" Oh, no," she said, drearily ;
" but I have not been

out much of late, and so have got low-spirited, I suppose.

This wretched autumn weather, too, always makes me
dismal."

" How shall I begin ?" thought Yal, staring moodily
in the fire. But the cheering blaze gave forth no answer,

and it was Olive herself who broke the ice.

"Has anything happened, Mr. Blake, to make you
wear that serious face ? Mr. Wyndham "

She paused—^her voice quivering a little. Yal looked

ap.

"Mr. Wyndham is at Bosebush Cottage," he said
" Did you know it ?"

" I thought he was. It is three days since he waa
here."

The tremor was in her voice agam.
"What does it mean, at all thought Yal; "it can^l

be that she cares for the fellow, surely !"

'^^ Is his mother worse, do you know 2" she asked, hei
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Spirit rebellii^g against the question her tarturing Anxiety

forced from lier.

" Now it is coming!" thought Yal ; "bless my soul!

but it is hard to get out ! It sticks in my throat like Mac-
beth^s amen ! Madam," he said, aloud, facing round and
plunging into the i^y shower-bath at once, " there lias been

a. terrible mistake, which only came to my knowledge liist

tdght. A great wrong has been done vou by Mr. Wynd-
ham, and it is to inform you of it I have come here to-

day."

He pale face turned blood-red, and then ghastly

white.
" You need not tell me," she cried, " I know it I She

is not his mother !"

" She is not !" said Yal, very much surprised ;
" but

how in the world did you find it out ?"

She did not speak. She sat looking at him with a

dreadful fixed stare.

"Tell me all," she said; "tell me alll Who is

she!"
" She is his wife ! I don't think you can know that.

He was a married man before he ever saw you here."

A low cry of despair broke from Olive's white lips.

This was not what she haa expected—at the worst, she

had never thought of this.

" His wife !" she cried, "and what, then, am I ?"

Yal sat dumb. It was not a very pleasant question to

answer
;
and, to tell the truth, he was more than a little

afraid of the lightning flashing from those midnight
©yes.

" What am I ?" she repeated, in a voice almost piere

ing in its shrillness. " What am I ? If she is his wife,

what am I V
" My dear madam, it is a most wicked affair from bo-

ginning to end, and you have been most shamefull^r duped.
Believe me, I pity you from the very bottom of my
heart.''

With a cry that Yal Blake never forgot, in its broken-
hearted anguish and despair, she dropped down on the

aofa, and buried her face amon^ the pillows, as if she would
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sight of the man before her.

Mr, Blake, not knowing any panacea for misery such
as this, and fearing to turn consoler, lest he should make a

mess of it, did the very best thing lie could have done, let

it alone, and began the story he had to tell. So, lying

there in her bitter humiliation, this woman heard that her

miserable secret was a secret no longer, and that the pale,

eilent actress of Mrs. Butterby's lodgings had haen Na
thalie Marsh, and was now Paul Wyndham's beloved wife.

That was the misery—she scarcely heeded, in the supreme
suffering of that thought, the discovery of her own trick-

ery and deceit—she only knew that the mmi she had
thought her husband, and who, in spite of herself, she had
learned to love, had cruelly and shamefully deceived her.

She had never for one poor moment been his wife, never
for an instant had a right to his name ; she was only the

poor despised tool, whom he used at the bidding of the

wife he loi^ed. The horrible agony she suffered lying

there, and thinking of those things, no human pen can tell

—no heart concede.
Mr. Blake rose up when he finished his narrative,

thanldul it was over. She had never moved or spoken all

the time, but he knew she had heard him, and he paused,

with his hand on the door, to make a last remark.
" I beg, my dear young lady, you will not be overcome

by this unfortunate affair. It will be kept as close as pos-

sible, and you need not be disturbed in the possession of

Xlcdnion, since such is Miss Hose's wish, i nave done my
duty in telling you, though the duty has been a very im-

})lcasant one. Good-morning, madam."
She nerer moved. Yal looked at the prostrate figure

with a vague uneasiness, and remembered it was just sucfi

women as this that swallowed poison, or went down to the

river and drowned themselves. He thought of it all the

way to Mrs. Marsh's, growing more and more uneasy all

the time.
" Oh, hang it,'' thought Mr. Blake, " I wish Paul

Wyndham had hem at Jericho before I ever got mixed
ap in his dirty doin^. If that black-eyed young womaik
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g5e8 aiid doe& something desperate, I shall feel as if I had
a hand in her death. I am always getting into other peo-

ple's scrapes, someho^\- ! I suppose it's my hick I"

Yal knocked at the cottage door, and was admitted to

tlie pleased presents of Mrs. Marsh. And to her, once

again, the story oi plot and counterplot lunl to be told
;

but it was a long time before slie could quite comprehend
it. She cried a good deal when she fully took in the sense

of the thing, said she wondered at Mr. Wyndham, and
thought it was dreadful to have Nathalie restored, only to

lind she was out of her mind. She wanted to go to her

at once, she said—poor dear Natty ! and so Mr. Blake
went for a cab without more ado, and found Mrs. Marsh
shawled and bonneted, and all ready, upon his return.

They drove up Golden Row and stopped at Mrs. Wheat-
ly's for Miss E-ose, whom Val handed in, in a few minutes,

and then packed himself up beside the driver.

Midge opened the door of Rosebush Cottage to the

visitors, and stared agliast upon seeing who they were.
" Is Mr. Wyndham in ?" asked Yal.

Midge nodded, and jerked her head toward the room
he had been in the preceding night, and, unconscious Yal
tapped at it, and then walked in, followed by the two
ladies.

Paul Wyndham stood up as they entered, pale anfJ

quiet as ever. Nathalie, wrapped in a loose white mom
ing-dress, lay on a lounge, a pile of pillows under her head,

and a mingled odor of vinegar and cologne and a numbei
of saturated cloths showed he had been bathing her fore-

head when they came in. Mrs. Marsh never noticed him,

hut fell down on her knees beside the lounge, in an out

burst of motherly grief and joy, raining kisses on the fever-

ish face. Alas ! that now-flushed, feverish face I the cheeks

crimson, the forehead shining, and burning with raging

fever, the golden hair all tossed f nd disordered over the

pillows, and the hot, restless head turning ceaselessly from
Bide to side, vainly trjang to cool its fire. The blue oyes

ghone with fever's luster ; but no light of recognition came
into them at her mother's passionate words and kisses,

Miss Rose, throwing '^ff her hat and mantle, knelt b wide
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her and dippci tlic clotlis in vincgax ^did wjter, and lai<S

them on the burning brow of tlio poor stricken girl. Val

looked ii quiringly at Mr. Wyndliani.
" She must luive taken cold last evening in tlie churrih/^

he answered, in a low tono ;
" she became delirious in the

aight, and has continued so ever since/'
" I'll be oii for the doctor at once," said Val, brisk) v

J

"she's in a bad way, I know. Vll fetch Dr. Leach, he
was their family physician, and won't tell.''

Energetic Mr. Blake stalked out of the room without
more ado. Paul Wyndham followed him to the door.

" They know ?" he inquired, motioning toward the

room they had quitted.

"All about it," said Yal, "and so does sthat unhappy
young woman at Redmon, and if she doesn't commit
suicide before night it will be a mercy. And oh, Wynd-
ham, by the way, you had better not show yourself. It

isn't a very creditable affair, you know, to any of the

parties concerned, and the best atonement you can make
m to keep out of sight."

He strode off, without waiting for a reply, in search of

Dr. Leach, and had the good fortune to find that gentle-

man taking his dinner. Mr. Blake Insi-ried him through
that meal with little regard to calm digestion, and on the

road had to relate, for the fourth time, the story, of which
he was by this time heartily sick.

Dr. Leach listened like a man who cannot believe his

own ears.

" Bless my soul I" lie exclahned, " is it a story out of

the Arabian Nights you are telling me ? Nathalie Marsh
alive, and Mr. Wyndham' s wife! The mother all 8

'loax, and the young woman at Redmon i—what is she.

Blake ?"

" Blamed if I know!" replied Mr. Blake; but, what-

ever she is, Nathalie was the first wife. It's a very un-

common story, but it is true as preaching for all that, only

I am getting tired of telling it so often."
" Well, well, well • Wonders will never cease ! Natty

returned to life, Cherry back in Speckport, and Charldj
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eomingt Why, Yal, we will have the old merry time all

over again before lon^
" I am afraid not ! I am afraid poor Nathalie ir be-

])(jand even your skill, doctor. She was almost at death's

door before, and this fever will linish her."

Mr. Wyndham was not in the room when the doctor

and Yal returned. Mrs. Marsh and Miss Ivose were still

Veeping cooling applications to the hot forehead, but noth-

iLij*^ could cool the fever that consumed her. Yal drew
Miss Rose aside as the doctor bent over his patient.

^' Where is Wyndham?" he asked.
" I don't know. He has not been here since you

left."

" What do you think of her ?" nodding toward the

fever-stricken girl n the lounge.

The governess, whose experience among the sick poor

made her no unskillful leech, looked out of the window
through a mist of tears.

" We have found her to lose her again, I fear. Look
at Dr. Leach's face ! Can you not read his verdict

there?"

The old physician certainly was looking seriously

grave, and shook his head at Mrs. Marsh's eager qun*-

tioning.
" We must hope for the best, ma'am, and do what we

can. The result is in the hands of Providence."
" Then you think there is danger, doctor 1" said Yal,

coming forward.
" Imminent danger, sir I It is tj^phoid fever, and a

rery serious case, too. A strong constitution would stand

% chance, but she has no constitution at all. Gone, sir

!

gone ! she is as feeble as an infant."
" Then there is no hope at all ?"

^•None!" replied Dr. Leach, solemnly; "she will

never leave this room alivck And better so, better so than
as she was."

"Yes," said Yal, sadly; "it is better as it is I My
dfar Mrs. Marsh, don't distress yourself so. Think that

hqr loind is entirely gone, and never could be lofttored^ I
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believe, and you will be thankfu that her earthly tronblwi

are so nearly ended."
Dr. Leach was giving directions in a low tone to Miss

Eose, and Yal, at his desire, lifted the slight form of the

sufferer in his strong arms, carried her into the inner

room, and laid her on the bed.
" I will call in again before night," said the doctor.

''Kemember my directions. Miss Rose. Come, Blake;
fon're going, 1 suppose V

" Yes ; in a moment. I want to see Wyndham."
Paul Wyndham was walking up and down the hall as

they came out, his pale face expressive of but one thing

—intensest anxiety. Dr. Leach, with a stiff bow, passed

on and went out, but Yal halted.
" Well ?" Mr. Wyndliam asked, eagerly.
" No hope," said Yal ;

" no earthly power can save

her. It's typhoid—the most malignant kind. She will

die, thank God!"
Paul Wyndham leaned against the wall and covered

his face, with a bitter groan.
" As to you," pursued Yal, sternly, " you must leave

this house at once, and enter it no more. Do not forget

that we are acting criminally in screening you from the

law, and that we can enforce our commands. Go at

once, and do not come here again until all is over !"

He left the house as he spoke, and joined the doctor,

who had gained the highroad. Some people passing stared

to see them coming from Rosebush Cottage, and sur-

mised Mr. Wyndham's mad mother must be worse than
ever."

" How long can she last, doctor S" Yal asked, before

they parted.
" Not over two weeks, I fancy, at the most." This

fever will carry her off at once."

Late in the evening Dr. Leach returned, and found
N"athalie worse. Mr. Wyndham had left the cottage,

after taking one last look at the wife he loved so passion

ately. The agony in his face had gone to Mrs. Marsh'*

heart, and she eriedi nQW,^ as she ppol^e cf it t«Q Ui4

4Qctor.
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**Ye8; 1 dare say/' the old man retumea shortly,

**he'8 very scny, no doubt, but he's a villain for all that

,

and, only foi poor Natty's sake, I'd have him arrested for

bigamy tliis minute !"

Miss Eose did not go home that night ; she would
never leave Nathalie now. She sent a note to Mrs.
Wlieatly by tlie doctor, explaining that it was a case of

typhoid, and that she feared to bring the infection into

the family. All further explanation she left to the doe-

tor, only desiring that her clothes might be sent to her.

Mrs. Marsh dispatched a similar message to Betsy Ann,
and before night everybody knew that Mr. Wyndham's
mother was very bad, that Dr. Leach and Yal Blake had
been there, and that Mrs. Marsh and Miss Rose were
staying to take care of her.

And what did Speckport say to all this ? Oh, Speck-
port had a great deal to say, and surmise, and inquire.

How was it, Speckport wanted to know, in the first place,

that Mrs. Marsh and Miss Rose should be especially se-

lected as the sick woman's nurses ? To which Dr. Leach
replied that Miss Rose, being such a capital hand at the

business, and so fond of it into the bargain, he thought
that there was no one in the town so fitted for the task

;

and Mrs. Marsh, having nothing else to do, could pla}^

propriety and read novels there as well as in Cottage
Street. What was Mr. Wyndham's mother like, was she
a violent lunatic, and was her present disease infectious

Speckport further inquired. To which Dr. Leach said,

Mrs. Wyndham was the wreck of a very handsome
woman, that she was not violent, only imbecile, and that

her fever was highly infectious, and maae it extremely
dangerous for any one but the physician and nui*sec to

enter the house ; on which account Mr. Wyndham woi . d
absent himself from Redmon, and Mrs. Olive from Rose-
bush Cottage, until all was over. After which ominou£
phrase the doctor would hurry away, and Speckport was
satisfied.

Mr. Blalre, to be consistent, took up his qxiartors else-

where, and visited the cottage every day to inquire. Paul
Wyndham^ 8^<^ppii^^5 sit \h» Fturmer's Hotel, very



U8 DBIFTING OUT.

near the cottage, came two or three thues ft day to iik,

but no one invited him to enter, and a Bense of honoi for
bade his intruding. The answer to all inquiries was con-

tinually the same, "No better.'' No, Nathalie was no
bettor—never would be better in this world 1 She lay

tossing on her feverish bed, raving wildly, consumed with
^^1rning heat, never resting night or day. All tlie scenes

her life were acted oter again in that burnuig chasm.
N"ow she babbled of her schoolgirl-days, lier matheniatica

and her music, or berrying and nutting frolics with Char-

ley. Now she was with Captain Cavendish, loving and
trusting and happy ; and now she was shrieking out again

that she saw the murdered woman, and covering her eyes

to shut out the ghastly sight. Now the days of her
misery had come ; now she was at sea with Captain Locks-
ley, and in the New York lodging-house ; now on the

stage, making rambling, incoherent speeches, and singing

stage-songs. Now she was with Paul Wyndham, his

wife ; now she was in the cathedral listening to the ste-'^n

preacher. And here she would shriek out, and toss* her
arms wildly^ and ask them to take her to Eedmon, that

slie must tell her all—she must ! she must I And Mis«
Rose and her mother would have to hold her down by
force to prevent her from rising from the bed in her ex-

citement, and soothe her with promises that she should go
thei'e—only to w^ait a little while. And the poor eufierer

would fall back exhausted, andjperhaps go back td tka

feid days whoa sbo placed wkb Cl^uiojf,
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ij^jw^plHE November day broke bleak and gloomy

l^a^; The dismal dawn was laden with tbir;^, sodden

l^^^i; fog, and wretclied, drizzling rain The wind,
P^tf|jS:| full of the wail of coming wii.ter, was cold

and raw ; and the sky, seen dimly through the

fog-bank, was of sullen lead, the earth black and dreary
^

and \he sea and the fog so mixed that you could hardlj

tell where one began and the other ended.

In the Farmers' Hotel, a rambling wooden building,

etknding by itself on a quiet country road, all was still as

the grave at this early hour of the miserable November
morning. Even in the kitchen and halls there was as yet

no step, and the servants slept the sleep of the just in

their own dormitories. Perhaps of all in the house the

man who stood at his chamber window, blurred and
smeared with clammy wet, and stared hopelessly out

through the full blank of fog and mist, was the only one
astir in the house.

In the murky dawn of this bad November morning,
Paul Wyndham, with hollow creases under his eyes, ana
deep plowshares of silent suffering about his mouth and
forehead, stood looking out of the stained window, at

the flat waste of desolation without. It was hardly two
poor weeks, but it seemed a lifetime ; and a horrible

numbness was coming over him and blunting all souse oi

Eain. Would it always go on like this—this dull, dead

lank Ji life—would it last forever ? All things were he>

ginning to look unreal, and lose their significance, nothing

seemed palpable or as it used to be. He was conscious

that the crisis had come ; that in the long, black, sluggish

watches of tLat wet November night a battle had been

fought between life and death, in the cottage whose
lighted window he could see from his own ; but only con*
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•ciftus in a dull, numb sort oi way^ to which the gharpneflf

<d the torture had given force.

The pale, cold dawn crept shining in w/iile he stood

there blanJily staring out at the hopeless dreariness, and
he roused himself from his torpor by a great effort at last.

A loud-voiced clock somewhere in the silent house stinick

six as he put on his overcoat anc" hat and went down
etairs.

Paul Wyndham waded on through the sea of mud, in

the cold morning rain, not meeting a soul, until he stood

before Rosebush Cottage. The red light in the window
burned still ; but had that other light, that light of a

beloved life, gone out in tlie night ? It had been the

crisis of the fever—tliat low, miserable, burning, delirious

fever, in which for so many weary days and endless

nights, the poor, unconscious sufferer had tossed. Ah!
that dreary time of probation—when the faithful watchers

had seen her sink day by day ; when they had to force her
clenched teeth apart to admit teaspoonfuls of beef-tea

;

when they had listened with aching hearts to her meaning-
less babble, or the songs the weak voice sang. But that

sad time of waiting had dragged itself out, and the night

came which must end all suspense. Does hope ever en-

tirely leave the human heart, until the blank face actually

grows rigid and the death-rattle sounds ? Those sad and
silent watchers in that darkened room hoped against hope
through the slow lingering hours of that night. They
were all there—Dr. Leach, Val, Mrs. Marsh, Miss Rose,

and Midge, all mutely watching the pale shadow of

Nathalie lying so still and white on the bed. You might
iiave thought her dead had you entered, and looked at ner
lying with closed eyes, and no perceptible respiration. But
she was only sleeping, and a faint breath still came from
the colorless lips—sleeping a sleep from which the doctor,

at least, knew she could only awake to die. He had a

strong hope she might awake free from fever, and that

reason might return before the last hour. He sat by the

bedside, holding her wrist in liis fingers, never taking his

eyes ofE her face. Mrs. Marah had fallen asleep quietly in

ber chair, and Mr, Blake was do7.iug ; so when, as the paVi
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morning broke, and the blue eyes opened to life ouc%

Qiorc, tlicre was only the doctor and Miss Rose t;> benci

over her.
" Nathahe, darhng !" the goveniess sst d, with trem-

bling lips, "don't you know ineV
The bkie eyes turned upon the sweet face with the

slear light of restored reason, and a faint smile dawned on
the wasted face.

"Miss Rose," she said, in a voice so faint that it

sounded scarcely above a whisper. You here?"
" I mi here, too, Natty," said the physician. " Don't

you know the old doctor ?"

Yes, she knew him—she knew them when they

came crowding around iier, and looked up at them with
faint wonder in her fever-dimmed blue eyes.

" I have been ill, haven't 1 she said, feebly, glancing

at her poor, transparent, wasted hands. " Have I been ill

bog?"
" Not very long, Natty dear," her mother answered,

kissing her, " only two weeks, and you will be better soon
now, won't she, doctor ?"

But Dr. Leach did not reply. How could he deceive

that dying girl ? She looked into his grave, sad face, and
a solemn shadow fell r i her own, a shadow of the dark
truth.

Oh, doctor !" she cried out, " am 1 dying ?"

He bent over h'gr, and stroked away tenderly the fuii

dark hair off her forehead.
" My poor child 1 my dear child 1 God knows 1 would

save yon if 1 could ; but the power of life and death lies

in higher hands. Has this world been such a pleasant

place to you that you should wish to stay in it 'i Think
of tliat bettor world, my poor little girl, that lies beyond
the grav(\ It would be ci'uel in me to deceive yon now."

bhe drew the hand he held out of his Sddenly, ani
kurned her face away 1 rum them. Mrs. Marsh broke out

into strong sobbing, but the doctor sternly hushed her

Bj t the dulled, dying ear caught the soun(i, and she turned

lem again.
* How long have 1 to Kve she asked.
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He could not tell an untiath With thjee earnest eyei

fixed on his face, and his voice was huskj as he replied

:

" Not long ! not ^ong, mj poor girl ! But long enoiigh

to prepare for the world to which you are goinp*.

"WillIdieto-dav«'»
Her mother's sobs broke out again; but Nathalie

looked only at the doctor.
" Yes, dear child, you will last to-day, I think ; but

try and be calm, and not disturb yourself at the shortness

of the time."

Her hands dropped in a kind of collapse of despair.
" So soon, so soon !" she said, " and so much to do

—

80 much to atone for 1"

Shall we send for a clergyman ?" the doctor asked.
" Shall I fetch you Father Lennard inquired Yal,

Btooping over her.

Her face brightened a little. The gray old priest had
baptized her, an infant, had confirmed her a young girl,

and she had loved and reverenced him more than any
one else on earth.

" Yes, yes," she said, eagerly. " Bring Father Len-
nard. Oh, how short the time is, and so much to be
done."

Mr. Blake found Father Lennard at home, and had to

go over again the weary story of wrong-doings and false-

hood. He was a very old man ; his hair had grown gray
in his holy calling, and he was long used to tales of sorrow
and sin—sorrow and sin, that go so surely hand in hand.

He had learned to listen to such recitals—as a. pitiful doc-

tor, who knows all the ailments poor human nature is

i^.nbject to, does to stories of bodily suffering—tenderly,

sadly, but with no surprise. He had known Nathalie
Marsh from babyhood ; he had had a father's affection for

tlie pretty, gentle, blue-eyed little girl, who had knelt at

his confessional so often, lisping out her childish faults

;

lie had moaned for her tragic fate ; and he had nothing
but pity, and praj^er, and sorrow for her now.

Mrs. Marsh and Miss lir se were in the room with the

dying giil when they returned ; Mrs. Marsh sitting at the

foot of the bed, weeping incQe^^ntly, and the pale gove^
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DftSB kneeling beside the pillows, holding the sold thin

hands in hers, and reading prayers for the sick out of a

missal. Both arose when the Father entered, and the

dying face lit up with a sudden light of recognition and
hope.

" My poor child ! my poor baby !" the old man said^

tenderly, bending over her. " Is it thus I find my little

Natty again ? Thank God that reason das returned to

you in your last hours."

The mother and friend of the dying girl quitted the

room, leaving the old priest alone to prepare the departing

soul for its last great journey. Miss Rose knelt in silent,

fervent prayer all the time ; but Mrs. Marsh—poor weak
soul!—could do notliing but sit and cry. Val had found
Mr Wyndham in the kitchen, leaning against the wooden
chimney-piece, with a white, despairing face

;
and, pitying

him in spite of liis misdoings, turned comforter as best he
could. He walked up and down the hall restlessly between
whiles, feeling in the solemn hush of the house as if he
were in the tomb. His watch, wliich he was perpetually

jerking out, pointed to ten ; and he was thinldng he
would have to run down to the office presently, wnen,
opening the parlor-door to announce that intention, he
saw Father Lennard come out of the sick-room.

"Well, Father Val said, anxiously.
" All is well, thank God ! She is quite resigned now;

and if sincere contrition ever atoned for sin, hers will

surely be pardoned. Are you in a hurry, Val
" I should be very much hurried indeed, Father, if I

could not do anything you or she may desire 1 What is

"Will you go to Kedmon, and fetch that unhappy
young lady here. The poor child says she cannot die

antil she has heard her pardon her."
" I'll go," said Val, " but I'm not sc sure Mrs. Wynd-

ham will come. You see, she is one of your proud and
high-stepping people, and is in such trouble herself

that
"

" Let me go with you, Mr. Blake," cried Mips Kose,

•tarting up ; "I think she will come w ith me."
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" All right, then I Put yotir bonnet on while 1 lua
round and make Peter get out the buggj."

The buggy came round to the front door, and Yal
assisted the governess in and dro vq off.

Father Lennard returned to the sick-room, and sat

there holding the hand of the dying, whose sad, sunken
blue eyes never left his face, and talking of that merciful

Redeemer, who once said to another poor sinful creati*re,

" Neither do I condemn thee !" I^athalie lay, clasping a

crucifix to lier breast, her pale li]3S moving in ceaseless

inward prayer, while she listened, her face calm and beau-

tiful in its holy hope. The hours that intervened

seemed very short, and then the carriage wheels crunched

over the gravel, and Nathalie caught her breath with a

sort of gasp.
" Oh, Father, do you think she has come ?"

" I trust so, doar child ! I will go and see."

As he entered the drawing-room, the front door
opened. Yal stalked in, followed by Miss Rose and

—

yes, by a figure stately and tall, dressed very plainly, and
closely vailed. The priest knew that majestic figure,

although the face, seen dimly througli the vail, was so

changed that he hardly knew it.

You may go in," he said, in reply to Miss Rose's

appealing look ; " she is waiting for you."

As the door closed upon the tall vailed form, and the

two women, united to the same man, were face to face.

Father Lennard took his hat to go.
" I sliall return again in the afternoon," he said ;

" I

would stay all day if I could, but it is impossible."
" 1 will drive you into town," said Yal ; "Peter can

fetch the traps back. Oh, here's the doctor !"

Dr. Leach opened the garden-gate as they came out,

a' id lifted Jiis hat to the clergyman.

"How^s she?" he asked.
" Failing fast," said Father Lennard. " I do not think

8i*e will wear the night through 1"

" You are coming back, I suppose ?"

" I shall endeavor to do so. 1 promised her I woul*ij

poor child 1"



DtE8 IHjB, mm IlLA.

The doctor went into the drawing-room, where Mrs.

Marsh, throTigh her tears, told him who was with hei

The old doctor looked dissatisfied.

" They'll agitate ner too much—1 know they will,

with their crying and taking on. If they stay long, J

will go and turn them out !"

He waited for a quarter of an hour, watch in hand,

frowning impatiently at the dial-plate, and then the

chamber-door reopened and the half-sisters came out. Tlie

swollen eyes of the governess told how she had been

weeping, but the other had dropped her vail once more,

and was invisible. Dr. Leach bowed to her, but she

passed on without seeming to see him. Miss Rose
followed her to the door, and looked wistfully out at the

wet, foggy November weather, and the hopeless slough

of mud.
" You cannot walk back, Harriet. I will send Peter

to Redmon for the carriage. You will get your death of

cold to walk there, unused as you are to walking."
" What does it matter ?" she said, in a strangely hol-

low voice, " the sooner I get my death the better. If I

could only die like her, I should rejoice however soon it

came !"

" But, Harriet "

But Harriet was gone, even while she spoke, walking
rapidly through the drizzling rain and clammy mud—she,

who had had a fastidious horror of mud on her dainty boots

—and knowing nothing of either. All that was best in

her nature had been roused into life by that dying-bed, but
still that utter sense of despa'ir and desolation filled her

soul. Her life was done—there was no future for her

—

in all the wide universe there was not such another

miserable woman as hersel:, she thought—desolate, Hn-

loved, and alone.

There were not many people abroad that bad Novem-
ber day ; but those who were, and who recognized Mrs.
"Wyndham through her vail, and bowed ceremoniously,

felt themselves outraged at receiving the cut direct. She
never saw them—she walked straight forward to that

stately home that was hers no longer, as people ^alk in
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6le(;p, witli ejes wide opeif md staring straight before

her, but seeing: nothing.

Dr. Leach 'went into the sick-room as the others left

it; but lie loturned presently, frowning again.

"WJiere is the fellow to be found?" he asked, im-

pati<^nt]y ; ''slie will excite herself in spite of all lean say.

bile must see him, she says, if only for ten minutes."

Is it Mr. Wyndham ?" asked Miss Eose ; and the

doctor nodded crossly.

It was the first time that the dying girl had spoken
of him ; and Miss Rose, who knew he was in the house,

left the room witliout a word.
" Oh, he is here, is he ?" said Dr. Leach. " I might

have known it ! Ilem ! Here he comes 1"

Paul Wyndham followed the governess into the par-

lor, looking so haggard that even the old doctor pitied

him.
" Now, Mr. Wyndham," he said, " my patient is not

to be unnecessarily excited, remember ! I give you just

ten minutes, not a second more !"

Mr. Wjmdham bowed his head and passed into the

chamber ; and Dr. Leach, watch in hand, planted himself

at the door, and grimly counted the minutes. When the

ten had passed, he opened the door.
" Time's up," he said ; " say good-bye, Mr. Wyndham,

and come out !"

They were all merciful enough not to look at him aa

he obeyed. Dr. Leach went in and found poor Nathalie

lying with her eyes closed, clasping her crueifix, her lips

still moving in voiceless prayer. Siie looked up at him
with lier poor, pleading eyes.

The old doctor departed, and the two women were
left alone with the dying wife of Paul Wyndham. Miss

Rose sat by the bedside, reading, in her sweet, low voice,

the consoling prayers for the sick, while poor, weak, use-

less Mrs. Marsh only rocked baclvward and forward in

the rocking-chair, moaning and crying in fecl)le helpless-

ness. And Paul Wyndham, in the room on the other

side of the hall, walking restlessly up and down, or stop
• ping to gaze out of the window, or running to Midge
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every five irinutes to go and inquire how she waa— felt

and suffered as men only can feel and suffer once in a

lifetime.

The leaden hours of the twilight deepened into night

—black, somber, starless. With the night came the wind
and fell the rain. The storm had been gathering sul-

lenly all day, and broke with the night fast and furious.

The rain lashed the windows, and the melancholy
autumn winds shrieked and wailed alternately around the

cottage, waking a surging roar in the black cedar woods
beyond. The feeble hands still fold themselves over the

precious crucifix—that " sign of hope to man"—but the

power of speech has gone. She cannot move, either ; her

eyes and lips are an that seem alive, but her sense of

hearing remains. She hears the sound of carriage-wheels
outside, and hears when Father Lennard, Dr. Leach, and
faithful Yal enter the drawing-room. The old priest

takes Miss Rose's place, to administer the last solemn
rites to the dying, and Nathalie smiles faintly up in his

face and kisses the cross he holds to her lips. Val Blake
goes into the room where he knows Paul Wyndham
must be, and finds him lying as Midge found him a

quarter of an hour before. He stoops down and finds he
is asleep—Ah ! when had he slept night or day before ?

—

and his face looks so haggard and heart-broken in repose

that Yal says " Poor fellow !" and goes softly out.

And so, with death in their midst, the faithful

watchers sit and keep vigil, while the stormy night wore
on. Ah ! Heaven strengthen us all for that dread
death-watch, when we sit beside those we love, 'and watch
and wait for the soul to take its fight. No one spoke,

except in hushed whispers, and the roaring of the wild
storm sounded awfully loud in tlie stillness. They can
liear the voice of the old priest as he reads, *>r talks, or

prays with that fluttering spirit, already in the shadow of
the valley of death. As the watch of Yal points to

eleven, Miss Kose glides softly out, with a face like snow,
and tells them to kneel, while Father Lennard reads the

Erayers for the dying. So they kneel and bow their

eads with awe-Gtruck spirits, while the solemn and
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beautiful prajeis of tlie cid vihurch are read, and thrill M
they hear tliat awful adjuration: "Depart, Chrifitiin

Boul. out of this world and then, as it is finishings

there is a pause. What does it mean ? The service for

the dying is not ended. A moment later and they know
—Father Lennard goes on, but it is prajers for the dead
lie renders now, and they know all is over ; and Yal
Blake leans his head on his arm and feels it grow wet,

while the sad and solemn voice of the old priest goes on.

Then they all arise, Father Lennard reverentially closes

the blue eyes, that have looked their last on this mortal

life, and there is a wild outbreak of motherly love from
poor Mrs. Marsh ; and Miss Rose, with her face buried in

the pillow, is crying as she has not cried for many a day
;

and Yal and the old doctor go softly in and look on the

beautiful dead face, and think of the bright, happy
^^^athalie Marsh of last year—for whom all the world
might have prophesied a long and happy life—and feel

that neither youth, nor health, nor beauty, nor all the

glory of the world, can save us one hour from death.

CHAPTER XXXVm.

OUT OF THE CROOKED WATS

ND SO all was over; and Speckport found oat

that the poor, miserable creature, Mr. W'vnd-

ham's mother, was dead. It mubt have been

a merciful release for her, poor soul ! the)

said ; but the fever was infectious, and they

gympathized at a respectful distance. But Mr. Wynd-
bam's wife left Eedmon and went to the cottage as soon

as she heard it, and staid there through all the weary

time that intervened between the death and the burial

There had been a consultation about the funeral and th«
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grave, and it was decided that that other grave, marked with

the white cross, and bearing the name of Nathalie Marsh,

should not be disturbed. Bj-and-by, Yal said, the name
can be erased; to disturb it now would involve the telliiig

of the whole story. Let Mr. Wyndliam erect ^vhat sort

of monument he pleases. So the grave was dug in a

Bunny inclosure, nnder a tamarack tree, and the fuuerah

service was held in the cathedral, and a long file of car-

riages followed the hearse to the cemetery. jPaul Wynd-
ham, in his deep mourning, stood bareheaded in the cold

November sunlight while the coffin was being lowered

and the sods rattled heavily on the lid ; and Speckporl

as represented by the funeral cortege, whispered that Mr.
Wyndham looked ten years older since his mother's

death.

So Rosebush Cottage was left once more to the sole

care of Midge, and Mr. Wyndham returned to his late

Quarters at the " Farmer's Hotel." Mrs. Marsh was
driven to Cottage Street, and Mr. Blake, having fumigated
himself thoroughly, delighted the home of Miss taura
Blair once more with the light of his presence. Poor
Laurr had led rather a lonely life of late ; for her darling

Oily, wrapped up in her own troubles, had no time to

attend to her, and Val had deserted them altogether.

She was sitting, pale and listless, turning over the leaves

of a new and popular novel, witli an indifference not very
flattering to the author, when the opening of the door
made her start up, with a flush on her pretty face and a

light in her bright eyes, to whose flattering interest even
Mr. Blake could not be insensible.

" Yes, I've come back ta jioor Laura," Mr. Blake e,'iidj

shaking hands with more warmth than perhaps there was
any real necessity for. " I find I can't stay away fron)

you somehow. How's everybody ?"

" Pa and ma are well, if you mean them by * every-

body.' So poor Mr. Wyndham's mother has gone ?"

Mr. Blake nodded.
" And what is Mr. Wyndham going to do with that

lore of a cottage now, I wonder I"



460 omosm WATS.

said Mr. Blake, imperionaly, "am going to

chase that love of a cottage myself I"
j

"You! Why, Yall What will you ever do with

H house
"Live in it, Miss Blair, like any other Christian
" Oh, yes ; of course ; I suppose you will send for

Miss Jo tc keep house for you again ?"

" Why, no," said Mr. Blake, thoughtfully. " I think

not. Do you know, Laura, what 1 have heen thinking of

lately r
^VNo; how should I r
" Well, then," said Yal, in a confidential tone, " I

have been thinking of getting married ! You need not

mention it just yet, until I see more about it. In fact, I

have not asked the lady yet, and don't know what she

may say.

"

" And who is the happy lady, pray ?"

" A particular friend of mine," nodded Yal, sagelj^,

" and of yours, too, Laura. The nicest girl in Speckport."
" It is Miss Rose," thought Laura, with a sudden sink-

ing of the heart. " He always admired her, and they

have been so much together lately !"

" I'll buy the cottage from Wyndham as it stands,"

pursued Yal, serenely unconscious of the turn Miss Blair's

thoughts had taken, " and fetch my wife there, and live

in clover all the rest of my life. So hold yourself in

readiness, Miss Laura, to dance at the wedding."
Mi3s Laura might have replied but for a sudden chok-

ing sensation in the throat, and the entrance of her portly

mamma. Under cover of that lady's entrance, she made
her exit, and going up to her room, flung herself, face

downward, on the bed, and cried until her eyes were as

icd as a ferret's. And all the time Mr. Blake was in a

3tate of serene complacency at the artful way in which he
had prepared her for what was to come.

" I couldn't speak much plainer," he thought, blandly.
" How pretty she looked, blushing and looking down. Of
course I'll get married. I wonder I never thought of it

before. Dear little Laura 1 I'll never forj2;et the firet
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time I heard her sln^, ' Wt /ron't go liome till mc rningf
I thought her tlie joiliest girl then I ever mot."

Mr. Blake was a gentl6xTiaii 'u the habit of striking

while the iron was hot. He callod round at ilie office,

rapped Master Bill Blair over tho head with the tongs l< r

standing on his hands instead of his feet, and then startot]

off for the Farmer's Hotel, without more ado, and wag
ushered by a waiter into Mr. Wyndham's room.

" Blake, I owe you more than I can ever repay," he
said ;

" you have been my true friend through all this

miserable time ; and believe me, I feel your goodness aa

much as a man can feel, even though I cannot expi'css it I

Please God, this trouble of my life shall make me a better

man, if I can never be a happy one."
" Oh, you'll be happy," said Mr. Blake. " Get into

the straight path again, Wyndham, and keep there. I

don't set up for a preacher, goodness knows I but you
may depend there is nothing like it."

" The straight path !" Paul Wyndham repeated, with
a weary, regretful sigh ;

" yes, I have been straying sadly

out of the straight path of truth and honor and rectitude

into the crooked ways of falsehood and treachery and de-

ceit. Heaven help me, it never was mth a contented
heart ! IN^o one on this earth could ever despise me half

80 much as I despised myself all the time I"

" AJl right," cried Yal, cheerily, " it's never too late

to mend. Keep straight now, and we can all forgive and
forget the past. I suppose you will be for leaving ua

shortly now ?"

" Immediately. This is Tuesday—I shall depart in

Thursday's boat."
" Will you," said Yal, lighting a cigar ; " that soon ?

What are you going to do with Rosebush Cottage ?"

" The cottage ! Oh, I shall leave it as it is—that is,

shut it up. In time—a year or two, perhaps—I may re-

turn and sell it, if any one will purchase."
" Don't wait a year or two. Sell it now."
" Who wants it ?"

^ I do," said Yal, with one of his nods.
^ You I What do you want of the place, may I ask,"
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Well, now, I don't }iijv> any just cause or in pediment
to my possessing a house any more than thc; ffest of man-
kind, that everybodj^ sliould be so surprised. I want the

house to live in, of course

—

what else ?"

Paul Wyndhara looked at liim and smiled. The great

[rouble of his life had changed him to a grave, sad man
;

but being only human, he could still smile.
" I wish you joy with all my heart I Laura Las said

yes, then
" Why, no, not exactly—that is to say, I haven't asked

her out-and-out yet. I wanted to settle about the house
first. But I gave her a pretty broad hint, and I guess it's

all right. I tliink I should like to live there particularly,

and now what will you take for it as it stands ?"

Mr. Wyndliam arose, opened a desk, and took out a

bundle of papers, which he laid before Yal.
" Here is the deed and all the documents connected

with the place. You can see what it cost me yourself.

Here is the upholsterer's bill, but you must deduct from
that, for it is only second-hand furniture now. I leave the

matter entirely to yourself."

With such premises, bargaining was no very dilB&cult

matter ; and half an hour after, Yal had the deed in his

pocket, and was the happy owner of Rosebush Cottage.
" You stay here, I suppose, until Thursday," he said,

" And how about that poor girl ai Redmon ? What is

to become of her ?"

Mr. Wyndham laid his hand on Yal's shoulder, and
looked very gravely up in his face.

" Yal, before she died, in that last brief interview, she
»poke of Harriet, and I gave her a promise then which I

Bnall faithfully keep. The devotion of a whole life can

scarcely atone to her for the wrong I have done her ; but

if she will accept that atonement. Heaven knows it will

make me happier now than anything else on earth. If she

does not utterly loathe and hate me—if she will be mv
wife iu reality, as she has hitherto been in name—we wit
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leave this place togetbei ; whether my lif^ long m
short, it shall be entirely d^roted to her aldne."

Yal's face turned radiant. He seized Mr. Wyndham'g
»>thcr Laud, and shook it with cmshkig heartiness.

My dear Wyndham ! My dear old bo^I I always

knew ^ our heart was in the right place, in epito of all yoiii

eboitcomings. Oh, you'll be all right now ! Tou've gc4.

tho stuff in yon that men are made of 1"

With which Mr. Blake strode off, fairly beaming with

delight, and whistling all the way home. He sprang up
the outer steps at a bound, rang the bell with emphasis,

and sliooting past the astonished servant, bolted whirlwind-

fashion into the dining-room. At first he thought there

was no one there, but, disturbed by the noisy entrance,

from a sofa before the fire, and from out a heaving sea of

pillows, Laura lifted up her head and looked at him. Poor
Laura! That feminine luxury, a "real good cry," had
])rought on a raging headache, and now her face was
flushed, her eyes dim and heavy, and her head throbbing
and hot. She dropped that poor but aching head again

as she saw who it was, with a rebellious choking in the

throat, and a sudden filling of the eyes.
" Oh, I say, Laura," cried Mr. felake, in considerable

consternation, "you're not sick, are you? ^VTiat's the

matter ?"

" My head aches," Laura got out, through her tears.

' " Poor little head !" Mr. Blake piteously remarked,
and Laura sobbed outright ; " don't cry, Laura, it will be
better before you are twice married. lKX)k, here's a plas-

ter I've brought you for it
!"

He put the deed of Rosebush Cottage in her feverish

hand. Laura stayed her tears, and looked at it, blankly,

"What is it?" she asked.
" Can't you see ? It's the deed of Rosebush Cottage,

I've bought it, furniture and all—and the furniture is very
pretty, I^aura—from Paul Wynrlbam. I'll let you keep
thit paper, if you'll premise to take good care of it."

" \ don't understand you ! Oh, Val I" cried Miss Blair,

her heart beginning to flatter wildly again what it

you mean V
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Why, didn't I tell you this morning? I'm going lo

be married—that is, if you will have me, Laura I"

Happy Laura I Such a rosy tide swept over her fair

face, and dyed it radiant red to the roots of her hairr.

" Oh, Yal ! I thought it was Miss Kose."
Val stared.

Miss Kose ! What the dickens put that in year
head ? I never thought of Miss Rose—I meant you all

the time. Is it all right, Laura ?"

All right ! He need hardly have asked that question,

seeing the radiant face before him. Laura laughed and
cried, and blushed, and forgot all about her headache, and
for the next fifteen minutes was completely and perfectly

happy. It was one of those little glimpses of Eden that

we poor pilgrims of the desert sometimes catch fleetingly

as we wander wearily through long dreary wastes of sand,

of sluggish marshes, or briery roads. Transient gleams of

perfect joy, when we forget the past, and ask nothing of

the future—when we hold the overflowing cup of bliss to

our lips and drink to our heart's content.
" Dinner on the table !" Somebody made this an-

nouncement in a stentorian voice, and Yal insisted on
Laura's taking his arm, and accompanying him to the

dining-room. Papa and Mamma Blair and Master Bill

were waiting there; and Mr. Blake, ever prompt and busi-

ness-like, led the blushing and shrinking fair one to the

parental side, and boldly demanded their blessing. To
say that Mf. and Mrs. Blair were astonished, would be

doing no sort of justice to the subject ; to say they were
delighted, would be doing still less ; and Miss Laura waja

formally made over to Mr. Blake before grace was Faid.

Dinner was only a matter of form that day with Miss lUaii

—her appetite was effectually gone ; and even Yal—mat-

ter-of-fact, unroinantic, unsentimental Yal—ate considera-

bly less underdone roast-beef than usual, and looked h

good deal more across the table at the rosy, smiling face

of his vis-a-vis than at the contents of his plate. But din-

ner was over at last, and an extra bottle of crusty old port

drank to the happy event ; and then Papa Blair buttoned

up Im pyercoat and set to business again, and MaBte;
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Bill started full gallop for the office, to retail the news to

Mr. Clowrie ; and Mamma Blair went about her domestic

concerns, and the lovers were alone together. But Mr.
Blake was not at all " up ' in the role of Borneo, and Etood

beside Laura at the window, looking at the pale nuon
rising, and using his toothpick.

" What a lovely night !" Laura said ; for all the world.

so lately a howling wilderness, was moonlight and couleiif

de rose to her now, with plain Yal Blake standing by her

side. " How beautifully the moon is rising over the bay !"

" Yes," said Mr. Blake, eying it with the glance of a

connoisseur in moonshine. " It's rather a neat thing in

the way of moonrise. What whistle's that
" It's the American boat getting in. Suppose -we go

doi^n, Yal, and see who's coming ?"

" All right !" said ^{al. " Eun and put your things

on, and don't be ar huur about it, if you can help it."

Laura ran off, and reappeared in a quarter of the al-

lotted time, turbanedand mkntled, and furred, andtrij^ped

along through the moonlit and gaslit streets, with her new
fiance down to the wharf. The fine night had, as usual,

drawn crowds down there, and the wharf was all bustle,

and excitement, and uproar. Miss Blair, clinging confid-

ingly to Mr. Blake's arm, watched the passengers making
their way through the tumult to where the cabs were wait-

ing, when all of a sudden she dropped the arm she held,

with a little shrill feminine scream, and darting forward,

plumped head foremost into the arms of a gentleman coni

ing up the wharf, valise in hand. To say that Mr. Blake
stared aghast would be a mild way of putting it ; but stare

he undoubtedly did, with might and main. The gentle-

man wore a long, loose overcoat, heavily furred, and his

face was partially shaded by a big, black, California hat

;

but Yal saw the handsome, sun-browned face beneath for

all that, with its thick, dark mustache and beard. Could
it be ? surely not, with all those whiskers and that brown
skin ; and yet—and yet, it did look like \ but by this time
Laura had got out of the mustached stranger's c<3at-

gleeves, and was back, breatUeas with ^citfnumt. b^4l^ glaring editor*
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" Oh, YaJ ! It 8 Charley !—it's Charley Marsh ? Charley
Marsh !" Charley, sure eiiougli, in spite of the whiskera

and the sun-brown. Val was beside him in two strides,

shaking both hands as if he meant to wrench the arms
'roin their sockets.

" My dear boy ! my dear boy ! my dear boy !" was all

Vtr. Blake could get out, while he spoke, and shook poor
Oharley's hands ; and Laura performed a little jig of

ecstasy around them, to the great delight of sundry small

boys looking on. As for Charley himself, there were
tears ill his blue eyes, even while he laughed at Yal.

" Dear old Yal!" he said, "it is a sight for sair een tx>

look at your honest face again ! Dear old boy ! there is

no place like home !"

" Come along," cried Yal, hooking his arm in Charley's.
" The people are gaping as if we had two heads on us

!

Here's a cab
;
get in, Laura

;
jump after her, Charley. Now,

then, driver, STo. 12 Golden Row !"

" Hold on !" exclaimed Charley, laughing at his phleg-

matic friend's sudden excitement, " I cannot permit myself

to be abducted in this manner. I must go to Cottage

Street."

Come home with as first," said Yal, gravely. " I

have something to tell you—something you ought to know
before you go to Cottage Street"

" My mother !" Charley cried, in sudden alarm ; " she

ifl ill—something is wrong."
" 1^0, she's not ! Your mother is well, and nothing is

wrong. Be patient for ten minutes, and you'll find out

what I mean !"

The cab stopped with a jerk in front of Mr. Blair's

;

and, as they got out, a gentleman galloped past on horse-

back, and turned round to look at them. Yal nodded,

and the rider, touching his hat to Laura, rode on.
" Where is Mr. Wyndham going, I wonder ?" said

T*anra.

"To Redmon, I think," Yal answered. "Come in,

Charley I Won't the old folks stare, though, when th^y

toe yon I"
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Miss Rose—her name is B >se, you know —had g^ne
from Rosebush Cottage ^,o Redmon, at the eameiit en-

treaties of her half-sister. Slie had wished to return to

Mrs. Wheatlj's, and let things go on as before ; but Ilar-

riet Wade—the only name to which she had any right-
had opposed it so viclently, and pleaded so passionately,

that she bad to have her way.
" Stay mtli me, Olive, stay with me while I am here

had been the vehement cry. " I shall die if I am left

alone !"

" Very well, I will stay," her sister said, kissing her

;

" but, please, Harriet, don't call me Olive, call me Vv innie.

I like it best, and it is the name by which they know mt
lere."

So Winnie Rose Henderson went to Redmon—her
own rightful home, aod hers alone—and on the night of

Charley Marsh's return, when Paul Wyndham entered

the house, her small, light figure crossing the hall was the

first object he saw. She came forward with a little

womanly cry at sight of him.
" Oh, Mr. Wyndham, I am so glad ^ou have com© 1

I want you to talk to Harriet. She is gomg away."
" Groing away ! Where ?"

" Back to I^ew York, she says—anywhere out of this.

Back to the old life of trouble and toil. Oh, Mr. Wynd-
ham, talk to her. All I say is useless. But you have in-

fluence over her, I know."
" Have 1 ?" Mr. Wyndham said, with a sad, incredu-

lous smile. " What is it you want her to do, Miss Hen-
derson ?"

/
" I want you to make her stay here. I want you to

persuade her to let everything ^o on as before. I mean,"
the governess said, coloring slightly, " as regards myself
and her, oi course."

Mr. Wyndham took her hand and looked down at her,
with that grave, sad smile still on his face.

" My dear Miss Henderson," lie said, "—for by that

name I must call jow—^you 9jq the best and noblest
woman in the world, and I shall venerate all womankind
Ipnoeforih for jour sake. But wo woii^d bo as solfi&li aa
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you are noble did we Accept the sacrifice yon are so wil

in^ to make. I have come t^i offer the only atonement i1

is m my power to make for the wrong I nave dene her
On the result depends what her future life shall be."

The governess understood him, and the co^or deepened
on her face.

" She is in the library," she said, withdrawing her

hand and moving away. " You have my best wishes."

Paul Wyndliam tapped at the library-door, and the

familiar voice of the woman he sought called " Come in I"

She was lying on a lounge, drawn up before a glowing
coal-fire, listlessly lying there, its ruddy glow falling on
her face, and showing now wan and worn it was. At sight

of him, that pale face turned even paler, and she rose up
and looked at him, as some poor criminal under trial for

her life might look at her judge.

"Have i frightened you?" he eaid, noticing that

startled glance. " Pray resume your seat. You hardly
look well enough to stand up."

She sank back on the lounge, holding one hand over

her throbbing heart. Paul Wyndham stood leaning

against the marble mantel, looking down at the fire, and
thinking of that other interview he had held with this

woman, when he had to tell her she must be his wife.

Eow few months had intervened since then, but what a

lifetime of trouble, and secrecy, and suspicion, and guilt

it seemed ; and how she must hate and despise him I She
had told him so once. How useless, then, it seemed, for

him to approach her again I But, whether refused or not,

that way duty lay ; and he had deserved the humiliation.

She sat before him, but not looking at him. He could

not see her face, for she held up a dainty little toy of a

hand-screen between it and the firelight ; but lie could see

that the hand which lield it shook, and that the lace on
her breast fluttered, as if with the beating of the heart

beneath. And seeing it, he took courage.
" I scarcely know," he began, " how I can say to you

what I have come here to-night to say, I scarcely know
how I dare speak to y iu at all. &lieA e me, no man
^piM l)ci more pooiteat for the wroiig I hftYQ done jo^



than I am. If my life could atone for it^ I would
give it, and think the atonement cheaply purchased.

But my death cannot repair the sin of the past. I

have wronged you—deeply, cruelly wrongect you

—

and I have only your woman's pity and clemency
to look to now. I can scarcely hope any feeling can re-

main for me in your heart but one of abhorrence, and
that abhorrence I have deserved ; but I owe it to you to

say what I have come here to utter. You know all the

story of the past. You heard it from the lips that are

cold in death now, and those dying lips encouraged me to

make this poor reparation. Harriet, my poor, wronged
girl, if you will take her place, if you will be to me what
the world here has for so many months thought you

—

what she really was—if you will be my wife, my dear

and cherished wife, I will try what a lifetime of devotion

will do to atone for the sorrowful past. Perhaps, my
poor dear, you will be able to care for me enough in time
to forgive me—almost to love me—and Heaven knows I

will do my best to be all to you a husband should be to a

beloved wife 1"

He stopped, looking at her ; but she did not stir, only

the hand holding the screen trembled violently, and the

fluttering breast rose and fell faster than ever.
" Harriet," he said, gently, " am I so hateful to you

that you will not even look at me ? Can you never for*

give me for what I have done
She dropped the screen and rose up, her face all wet

with a rain of happy tears, and held out both hands to

him—all pride gone forever now.
" I do not forgive you," she said. " I love you, and

love never has anything to forgive. O Paul, I have loved

you ever since you made me your wife I"

So Paul Wyndham found out at last what others had
known so long, and took his poor, forlorn wife to his anna
with a strange, remorseful sort of tenderness, that, if not
love, was near akin to it. So, while the fire burned low,

and cast weird shadows on the dusky, boc V-lined walls,

and tlie November wind wailed without, these two, aev<)i
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Tinited before, pat eide by ©M^ and talked of a future that

was to be theirs, far from Speckport and those who
had heard the sinful and sorrowful story of the past.

By and by, a servant coming in to replenish the fire

found them sitting peacefully together, as he had never
seen his master and mistress sit before, and was sent Ui

find Miss Rose and bring her to them. And I think Har-
riet herself was hardly happier in her new bliss than her
gentle stepsister in witnessing it.

So, while Charley Marsh, up in Yal Blake's loom,
that cold November night, listened in strange amazement
to all that had been going en of late—to the romance-
like story in which his unhappy sister had played so prom-
inent a part—the two sat in the luxurious library at Bed-
mon in this new happiness that had come to them from
Nathalie Marsfi's grave I

CHAPTER XXXIX

IN HOPE.

^^^IN the pale November sunlight of the next
morning, in the plain, dark traveling-carriage

isSi f^'^^ Bedmon, a little party of four persons

fmm^i drove rapidly along the country-roads to a

quiet little out-of-the-way' church, some fifteen

miles out of town. They were Mr. and Mrs. Paul Wynd
ham, Mr. Blake, and Miss Rose Henderson ; and in trie

quiet church a quiet ceremony was performed by special

license, which made Paul wyndliam and Harriet Wade
man and wife, beyond the power of earthly tribunals to

dispute. The clergyman was quite young, and the parties

were all strangers to him, and he had a p?
' vate opinion of

his own that it was a runaway match. There were no
witnesses but the two, and when it was over they droxe

back again to Redmon^ and Harriet's heart was at peace at
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lAst, She had a trial to underf^o that day—a great hiimi

liation to endure-—but it was a volurtarj Immiliatic?^; and
with her Inisband—liers now—she could undergo any-

thing. The old, fierce, unbending pride, too, that had.

been her sin and misfortune all her life, had been chas-

tened and subdued, and siie owed to the society she had
deceived the penance self-inflicted.

Val Blake had all the talking to himself on the way
home, and, to do him justice, there wasn't much silence

during the drive. He was talking of Charley Marsh,
who had come home a far finer fellow than he had gone
away, a brave and good and rich man.

They were all to meet that evening at a quiet dinner-

party at Redmon—a farewell dinner party, it was under-

stood, given by Mr. and Mrs. Wyndham, before their de-

parture from Speckport to parts unknown. The invited

guests were Mrs. Marsh and her son, Dr. Leach, Mr.
Blake, and Miss Blair, Father Lennard (the old priest),

and Mr. Darcy (the lawyer). A vej-y select few, indeed,

a.%^ all but Mr. Darcy acquainted with the story of the

woman who had died at Rosebush Cottage, and the other

story of the true and false heiress. He, too, was to be
enlightened this evening, and Harriet Wyndham was pub-
licly to renounce and hand over to her half-sister, Winni-
fred Rose Henderson, tlie fortune to which she never had
possessed a claim. That was her humiliation ; but with
her husband by her side, she was great enough for that ot

anything else.

So the wedding-day passed very quietly at Redmon,
and in the pale early twilight the guests began to arrive.

Among the first to arrive was Mrs. Mai'sh and her son
;

the next to appear was Val, with Laura tucked under his

arm ; and Laura, with a littie feminine scream of delight,

dropped into Mrs. Wyndham's arms, and rained upon that

lady a shower of gushing tears.

"Oh, what an a^e it is since I have seen my darling

Oily before !" Miss Blair cried, " and I have been fairlj

dying for this hour to arrive."

Mrs. Paul Wyndham kissed the r:ey rapturous face,
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with that subdued and chastened tenderness that had com4
to her through much sorrow ; and her dark eyes filled

with tears, as she thought, perhaps, loving little Laura
might leave Kedmon that night with all this pretty girl-

ish love gone, and nothing but contempt in its place.

Half an hour after, all the guests had arrived, and
were seated around the dinner table ; but the party was
not a very gay one, somehow. The knowledge of what
had passed was in every mind ; but Mr. Darcy was yet in

ignorance, and he set the dullness down to the recent

death of Mr. Wyndliam's mother. Once, too, there was a
little awkwardness—Wyndham, speaking to Miss Kose, had
addressed her as Miss Henderson, and Mr. Darcy stared.

" Henderson !" he exclaimed, " you are talking to Miss
Kose, Wyndham! Are you thinking of your courting

days and Miss Olive Henderson ?"

But Mrs. Wyndham and her half-sister colored, and
everybody looked suddenly down at their plates. Mr.
Darcy stared the more ; but Paul Wyndham, looking

very grave, came to the rescue.
" Miss Rose is Miss Rose Henderson ! Eat your

dinner, Mr. Darcy ; we will tell you all about it after."

So, when all returned to the drawing-room, Yal
Blake told Mr. Darcy how he liad been outwitted by a

girl. Not that Mr. Blake put it in any such barbai'ous

way, but glossed over ugly facts with a politeness that

was quite unusual in straightforward Yal. But Mrs. Paul
Wyndham herself rose up, very white, with lips that

trembled, and was brave enough and strong enough to

openly confess her sin and her sister's goodness. She
looked up, with pitiful supplication, in the face of hei

husband, as she finished, witli the imploring appeal of &

little child for pardon ; and he put his protecting arm
around her, and smiled tenderly down in the mouniul
black eyes, once so defiantly bright to him. Mr. Darcy'e

am?^;Oment was beyond everything.

f Bless my soul !" was his cry, " and little Miss Hose
is Miss Henderson, after all, and the heiress of Redmon."

Miss Henderson, on whom all eyes were admiiinglj
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the old lawyer spared her, and no one was sacrilegious

enough to tell the little heroine what they thought of her

noble conduct. And when Mrs. Marsh burst unexpected-

ly ont in a glowing eulogy on all her goodness, not only to

herself and Kathalie, but to all who were poor and friend-

less in the town, the Little heiress broke down and cj-ied.

So no more was said in her hearing, and the gentlemen

gathered together, and talked the matter over apart from
the ladies, and settled how the news was to be taken to

Speckport.

It was late when the party broke up, and good-night

and good-bye was said to Mr. and Mrs. Wyndham, who
were to leave to-morrow at eight. Yal and Laura

promised to be at the boat to see them off ; and they were

down true to their word, before the Redmon carriage ar-

rived. Charley was there, too, and so was Cherrie, in

crape to the eyes, looking very pretty in her widow's

weeds, and all in a flutter at the thought of seeing Charley

again. But this bearded and mustached and grave-look-

ing young man was not the hot-headed, thoughtless

Charley her pretty face had nearly ruined for life ; and

as he held out his hand to her, with a grave, almost sad

smile, Cherrie suddenly recollected all the evil she had
caused him, and had the grace to burst into tears, much to

the horror of Mr. Blake, who had a true masculine dread

of scenes.

"Don't cry, Cherrie," Charley said, "it's all over now,
and it has done me good."

If any lingering hope remained that the old time might
be renewed, that question and the smile that accompanied
it banished it forever from poor Cherrie's foolish heart and
her punishment that moment was bitterer thaa all that

had gone before.

Miss Henderson was in the carriage with Mr. and Mrs.
Wyndham, and went rn board with them, as did the rest

of their friends, and lingered until the last bell rang
Then, as Mrs. Wyndham threw back her vail for a part

ing kiss, they all saw tha^ her eyes were swollen with crj
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-heirefed in his own, and k»4>ked down in the gentle face

with tender reverence.
" Good-bye, little sister," he said :

" gooc"^ bye, and
God bless you !"

The others were crowding around, and hasty farewells

were spoken; and then the steamer was moving awaj
from the wharf, and Charley led Miss Ilender'^^n, who
was crying behind her vail, ashore ; and they stood ou the

wharf to watch the steamer out of sight. They saw Paul
Wyndham with his wife on his arm, waving a last fare-

well from the deck ; and then the steamer was down the"

bay, and all the people on the wharf were going home.
Charley Marsh assisted Miss Henderson into her carriage,

and she was driven away to her new home
Speckport knew everything—the muraer was out, and

Speckport, from one end to the other, was agape at the

news. There was one thing about the affair they couli

not understand, and that was, how the rightful heiress,

knowing herself to be so, and perfectly able to prove it,

could wear out her life as a pitiful governess, and leave a

princely fortune in the hands of a usurping stepsister.

Speckport could not understand this—never could under-

stand it, and set her down as an insipid little nonentity,

with no will of her own, and easily twisted around the

linger of that bold, bad, ambitious woman, Mrs. Pau
Wyndham. Speckport did not spare its late enchantress,

and for all their contempt of that " insipid thing " the

present heiress, were very well satisfied to be noticed by
her in public, and only too happy to call at Rcdmon
It was in her favor, thoy said, that she put on no airs in

consequence of her sudden rise in the world, but was as

gentle, and humble, and patient, and sweet, as heiress of

Bedmon as she had been when Mrs. Wlicatly'8 governess.

A few there were who understood and appreciated her

;

and when old Father Lennard laid his hand on her droop-

ing head and fervently exci aimed, " God bless yon, mj
child 1" her eyes filled, and she felt more than repaid foi

anj sacrifice she had ever made. Speckport said—bat
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Speckport was always gf^^en to say a g^iod deal more than

ttfe prayers—S]:>eclvport yaid Mr. CLarles Marsl). appre-

ciated her, too, and tliat the estate of Ecdmoii would
e^rentuall}^ go, in spite of Mrs. Leroy's un just will, to the

Marsh family. But it- was only gossip, this, and nobody
knew for certain, and Mrs. Maisli and Miss Hose llendei-

gon had always been the best cf friends.

And just about this time, too, Speckport found some-

thing elsQ to talk about—no less a matter, indeed, than

the marriage of Valentine Blake, Esq., to Miss Laura
Amelia Blair. Such a snapper of a day as the wedding-

day was—cold enough to freeze the leg off an iron pot

.

but for all that, the big cathedral was half filled with
curious Speckportonians, straining their necks to see the

bride and bridegroom, and their aiders and abettors. Mr.
Blake stood it like a man, and looked almost good-looking

in his neatly-fitting wedding suit ; and Charley Marsh
by his side looked like a young prince—handsomer than

any prince that ever wore a crown, poor Cherrie tbought,

as she made eyes at him from her pew.
There was a wedding-breakfast to be eaten at Mr.

Blair's, and a very jolly breakfast it was. And then Mrs.

V. Blake exchanged her bridal-gear for a traveling-dress,

and was handed into the carriage that was to convey her

to the railway station, by her husband ; and the bride-

maids wore kissed all round by the bride, and good-bye
was said, and the happy pair were fairly started on their

bridal tour.

It took Speckport a week to fairly digest tliis matter,

and by the end of that time it got another delectable mor-
sel of gossip to swallow. Charley Marsh was going away.
He was a rich man, now; but for all that he was going
to be a doctor, and was off to New York right away, to

finish his medical studies and get his diploma.

It was a miserably wet and windy day, that which
preceded the young man's departure. A depressing day,

that lowered the spirits of the most sanguine, and made
them feel life was a cheat, and not what it is cracked np
to be, and wonder how they could ever laugh and snjoy



I

themselves at all. A dreary day to say good-bye; bnt
Charley, battoncd up in his overcoat, and making sunshine
witli iiisbrigiit blue eyes and pleasant- smile, went tlirongh

with it bravely, and had bidden his dear five hundred
adieu in the course of two brisk hours. There was only

one friend remaining to whom he had yet to say that

vicar old word good-%e and in the rainy twilight be
drove up the long avenue of Iledmon, black and ghastljf

now, and was admitted by Mrs. Ilill herself.

' Oh, Mr. Charley, is it you the good woman said*

You're going away, they tell me. Dear me, we'll miss
you so much !"

" That's right, Mrs. Hill ! I like my friends to miss

me ; but I don't mean to stay away forever. Is Miss llen-

dea»on at home ?"

" She is in the library. Walk right in !"

Charley was quite at home in Kedmon Yilla. The
library door stood ajar. Some one was playing, and he
entered unheard. The rain lashed and bhistered at the

windows : and the wail of the wind, and sea, and woods
made a dull, roaring sound of dreariness without ; but a

coal-fire glowed red and cheery in the steel grate ; and
curtained, and close, and warm, the library was a very cozy

place that bad January day. The twilight shadows
lurked in the corners

;
but, despite their deepening gloom,

the visitor saw a little, slender, girlish shape sitting before

a small cottage-piano and softly touching the keys. Old,

sad memories seemed to be at work in her heart ; for the

chords she struck were mournful, and she broke sofUj

into singing at last—a song as sad as a funerahhyran

:

*' Rain I rain 1 rain 1

On the cold autumnal night i

Like tears we weep o'er the banished hope
That fled with the summer light,

* O rain 1 rain ? rain 1

You mourn for the flowers dead ;

Bat hearts there ai e, in their hopelcM WM^
That not even tears may shed I
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^ O tmia i ndtt ! rain I

You fall on the new-made grave

Where the loved one sleeps that our bitter prajsn
Were powerless to save I

O fall 1 fall I tall \
|

Thou dreary and cheerless rain 1 ;

But the voice that sang with your summer-chimo
i

'

Will never be heard again 1"

The song died away like a sigh ; and she arose from th€

instrument, looking like a little, pale spirit of the twi-

light, in her flowing white cashmere dress. The red

firelight, flickering uncertainly, fell on a young man's

figure leaning against the mantel, and the girl recoiled

with a faint cry. Charley started up.
" I beg your pardon. Miss Henderson—Winnie (they

had all grown to call her Winnie of late)." " I am afraid

I have startled you ; but you were singing when I came
in, and the song was too sweet to be broken. I am rather

late, but I wanted to say good-bye her© last."

Then you really go to-morrow ?" she said, not look-

ing at him. " How much your mother will miss you !"

" Yes, poor mother ! but," smiling slightly, " I shall

send her a box full of all the new novels when I get to

New York, and that will console her. I wish somebody
else would miss me, Winnie."

Is a woman ever taken by surprise, I wonder, in these

cases ? Does she not always know beforehand wlien that

all-important revelation is made that it is coming, particu-

larly if she loves the narrator ? I am pretty sure of it

though she may feign surprise ever so well. She can tel)

the instant he crosses the threshold what he has come to

say.- So Winnifred Hose Henderson knew what Charles

Marsh had come to tell her from the moment she looked

at him ; and sitting down on a low chair before the glow-

ing fire, she listened for a second time in her life to the
old, old story. What a gulf lay between that time and
this—a girl then, a woman now 1 Ani how diffwut thQ

\mQ mm whQ had toW it I
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Worthy Mre. Hill, trotting np-stairs and do^m-etairs,

seeing to fires and bed-rooms, and everything proper to be
seen to by a good housekeeper, suddenly remembered the

fire in the library must be getting low, and that it would
be just like the young people saying good-bye to one

^ another to forget all about :t, rapped to the door some
half an hour after. ^' Come in !" the sweet voice of Miss
riendoiBon said, and Mrs. Hill went in and found the

young lady and Mr. Marsh sitting side by side on a sofa,

and both wearing such radiant faces, that the dear c»ld

lady saw at once through her spectacles liow matters

stood, and kissed Miss Henderson on the spot, and shook
hands with Mister Charley, and wished him joy with all

her honest heart. So the momentous question had been
asked and answered, and on Miss Henderson's finger glit-

tered an engagement-ring, and Charley Marsh, in the

bleak dawn of the next morning, left Speckport onco
more, the happiest fellow in the universe.

« « ^ « « »

The story is told, the play played out, the actors off

the stage, and high time for the curtain to fall. But the

xudience are dissatisfied yet, and have some questions to

ask. ^' How did Yal Blake and Laura get on, and Mr.
and Mrs. Wyndham ? What became of Cherrie and
Catty Clowrie? and have Charley and Miss Henderson
got married yet ? and who was at the wedding ? and who
were the bridemaids? and what did the bride wear?"
Well, let me see. I'll answer as they come. It is six

months after, red-hot July—not a sign of fog in Speck-

f)ort, picnics and jollifications every day, and the blessed

ittle city (it is a city, though I have stigmatized it as a

town) out tn its gala-dress. Do you see that handsome
house in Golden Kow ? There is a shining door-plate on
the front door, and you can read the name—" Y. Blake."

Yes, that is Mr. Blake's house, and inside it is sumptuous
to behold ; for the " Spouter" increases its circulation every

day, and Mr. B. keeps his carriage and pair now, and is a

rising man—I mean out of doors. In his own single

mek^ I regret to @aj, he is ken-pecked—onmercifml^
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ben-pecked. The gray mare is the better horse ; and Mr.
Blake submits to petticoat-government with that sublime

good-nature your big man always manifest?, and knocks
meekly under at the first flash of Mistress 1.aura's bright

eye—not that that lady is any less fond ot Mr. Yal than

of yore. Oh, no I She thinks there is nobody like him
in this little planet of ours; only she believes in husbands
keeping their proper place, and acts up to this belief.

She is becoming more and more literary every day—fear-

fully literary, I may say ; and the first two fingers of the

right hand are daily steeped to the bone in ink.

Mr. and Mrs. Wyndham are in New York, and are

very busy. Charley Marsh was a frequent visitor at their

house last winter, and says he never saw a happier and
more loving husband and wife. Mr. Wyndham is high
in the literary world ; and Mrs. Wyndham is very much
admired in society, as nmch, perhaps, for her gentleness

and goodness as for her beauty. They are happy and at

peace ; and so we leave them.
Cherrie Nettleby (nobody thinks of calling her Mrs.

Cavendish) is going to be married next week. The happy
man is Sergeant O'Shaughnessy, a big Irishman, six feet

four in his stockings, with a laugh like distant thunder,

rosy cheeks, and curly hair. A fine-looking fellow, Ser-

geant O'Shaughnessy, with a heart as big as nis body, who
adores the ground Cherrie walks on.

And Charley is married, and happier than I can ever
tell. He is rich and honored, and does a great deal of

good, and is a great man in Speckport—a great and good
man. And his wife—but you know her—and she is the

same to-day, and will be the same unto death, as you have
known her. Mrs. Marsh, Senior, lives wita them, and
reads as much as ever ; and is waited on by Midge, who
lives a life of luxui-ious leisure in Redmon kitchen, and
queens it over the household generally.

There is a quiet little grave out in the country which
Charles Marsh and his wife visit very often, and which
they never leave without loving each other better, and
i^^Bg more resolute, with God^a help, tc walk 4qwxi to
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ftlie grave in tht straight ar'i narrow path, that lead* to

salvation. They are only human. They have erred,

and sinned, and repented ; and in that saving repentance

hey have found the truth of the holy promise: "There
hall be light at the eventide."










